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INTEODUCTION. 


Ik  the  memoraUe  jear4l782,  the  illustrious  Grattan, 
ruling  the  heart  of  Ireland  and  goyeming  the  aotion  of 
eighty  thousand  Volunteers,  had  extorted  from  the  King 
and  Parliament  of  Gfreat  Britain  the  unwilling  admission, 
conceded  to  apprehension,  that  Ireland  was  a  crowned 
imperial  nation,  entitled  to  her  own  distinct  Parliament, 
laws,  and  self-govemment,  owning  allegiance  solely  to  the 
monarch  of  England,  and  irresponsible  to  any  other 
authority  than  his.  Under  the  system  of  home  rule  so 
inaugurated,  the  country,  like  a  giant  inyested  with  the 
seyen^leagued  boots  of  the  fairy-tale,  made  strides  so 
manrellouB  to  prosperity  and  aggrandisement,  that  Eng- 
land, fired  with  jealous  alarm  to  behold  the  slave  whom 
the  had  so  long  oppressed,  and  by  whose  drudgery  she 
had  become  enriched,  now  assuming  the  attitude  of  a  rival 
queen,  hastened  to  interpose  a  timely  check  to  such 
haughty  pretension,  and  reduce  the  aspirant  to  the  abject 
condition  to  which  she  had  heretofore,  after  protracted 
conflict,  humbled  her.  To  achieye  such  dmderatum,  her 
ixflt  effort,  she  perceived,  should  be  directed  to  abolish  the 
fimndation  upon  which  was  based  the  structure  of  the 
national  independence,  the  rampart  of  its  strength,  the 


VI  INTRODUCTION^ 

shield  of  its  defence,  the  mainspring  of  its  progress,  its 
native  Parliament.  In  the  members  of  the  senate,  who 
represented  chiefly  but  a  small  faction — the  Orange  ascen- 
dency, from  which  they  sprung,  and  who,  aliens  as  they 
were  in  race  and  creed,  had  little  sympathy  with  the 
people,  and  no  interest  in  the  country  beyond  that  of 
enjoying  the  luxurious  incomes  and  emoluments  which 
they  derived  from  it,  and  who'  were,  many  of  them,  there- 
fore, quite  willing  to  negotiate  terms  for  the  sale  of  privi- 
leges patriots  would  have  shed  their  blood  to  defend — the 
British  Government  found  no  obstacle  to  their  design.  A 
judicious  expenditure  of  bribe-money  (levied  in  impost 
upon  the  land),  a  few  garish  titles  to  dazzle  the  vain, 
places  and  pensions  to  the  needy  or  the  avaricious,  bait 
to  suit  every  fancy  lavishly  flung  out,  could  not  fail, 
statesmen  argued,  to  purchase  hirelings  enough  for  their 
business  in  hand.  But  an  impediment,  a  stumbling- 
block,  was  yet  in  the  way,  less  facile  to  be  got  over — the 
nation  was  there,  though  composed  mainly  of  unenfran- 
chised serfs,  whom  religion's  penal  laws  had  disqualified 
from  voice  in  congress.  Yet  the  nation  claimed  its  Par- 
liament and  the  advantages  which  a  native  government, 
albeit  framed  by  a  corrupt  and  prejudiced  aristocracy, 
could  alone  ensure.  The  united  nation,  firm  and  outspoken 
on  this  pdint,  would  never  consent,  at  any  price,  to  part 
with  its  charter  of  home  legislation,  the  bulwark  of  its  life, 
safety,  and  honour.  England  had  frequently  experienced 
the  strength  of  the  nation's  arm  and  the  tenacity  of  her 
grasp  in  holding  her  own :  inadequate  of  herself  to  cope 
with  her  antagonist,  from  whom  she  was  resolved  to  wrench 
the  precious  heritage  in  her  possession,  auxiliary  aid  must 
be  resorted  to ;  forced  pretext  to  sanction  the  iniquitous 
Bobeme,  Ireland  must  be  goaded  into  insurrection,  that 
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slie  may  be  orushed,  by  means  and  by  agents  to  con- 
tesiplate  wliiok  niakes  the  blood  run  cold.  So,  aooordinglyi 
Ixeland  was  exoited  to  frenzy  by  due  application  of  the 
goad,  and  one  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  men — ^regular 
troops,  reinforced  by  German  and  Scotch  mercenaries— were 
poured  in  to  stifle  the  cry  of  the  struggling  land  in  blood, 
The  two  counties,  Wexford  and  Wicklow,  where  the 
oonoentrated  fire  of  Milesian,   Danish,  Anglo-Norman, 
and  Celtic  spirit  burned  with  hereditary  ardour,  unsup- 
ported for  many  a  long  day  by  their  compatriots,  bore  the 
brunt  of  the  OTerwhelming  shock  of  the  conflict,  and  in 
many  a  bold  charge  drove  the  mail-clad  and  war-panoplied 
regiments  of  Britain  ingloriously  before  the  point  of  the 
pike,  almost  their  only  weapon  and  sole  armour.    As  in 
the  case  of  Napoleon  at  Waterloo,  defeat  terminated  their 
high  career,  but  in  either  case  defeat  to  the  yanquished 
confirmed  their    glory,  instead  of  abstracting  from  it. 
Speaking  of  these  indomitable  counties,  in  the  Bey.  P. 
Slavanagh's  interesting  work,  ^'The  Insurrection  of  '98," 
page  249,  we  read,  in  allusion  to  the  stand  made  by  the 
insoi^nts  at  Wexford  :    He  says :  ^*  Had  the  rest  of  their 
countrymen  awakened,  even  at  the  eleventh  hour,  Ireland 
had  not  been  now  an  uncrowned  nation.     •  .  .     They 
were  [left  to  continue  the  desperate  struggle  unaided ;  the 
heavy  yoke  of  the  Penal  Laws  had  so  effectually  subdued 
the  once  fiery  spirit  of  the  Celtic  population  of  Ireland 
that  they  could  remain  spectators  of  such  a  strife,  could 
behold  their  countrymen  engaged  in  a  death-grapple  with 
the  might  of  their  ancient  foe,  could  see  them  trodden  down 
by  the  swarming  myriads  of  England's  mercenaries  with-* 
out  raising  an  arm  to  aid  them  I    Oppression,  indeed,  had 
weU*iugh  omshed  all  manhood  out  of  their  souls ;  they 
had  been  so  long  helots  that  they  seemed  to  have  forgotten 
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they  were  desoended  firom  fieemen.  The  deep  abasement 
of  the  national  spirit  is,  alas  I  too  dearly  refleoted  in  the 
loyal  addresses  and  humble  sopplioations  addressed  at  this 
period  to  the  British  Sovereign,  or  to  his  shadowy  repre- 
sentative in  the  Irish  metropolis.  Beading  over  those 
effhsions  now-a-days*  one  is  filled  with  wonder  to  see  men 
fallen  to  such  depth  of  abasement — sooh  loyalty  and  gra- 
titude addressed  to  the  representative  of  a  power  that  had 
ground  them  to  the  dust,  &c.  &o.    ... 

**  If  men  of  birth  and  education  had  fallen  so  low,  can 
we  wonder  that  those  of  the  lower  rank  were  no  better  ? — 
for  worse  they  could  hardly  be/'  To  this  caustic  animadver- 
sion we  beg  respectfully  to  ofiPer  the  following  observations : 
**  The  heavy  yoke  of  the  penal  law  had  so  efiPectually  sub- 
dued the  once  fiery  and  high-spirited  Celtic  population  of 
Ireland,  that  they  could  remain  spectators  of  such  a  strife." 
Alas !  the  penal  laws  combined  with  wave  after  wave  of 
invasion  fiowing,  for  generations,  firom  a  putrid  and  pesti- 
lential ocean  over  the  fair  isle  of  Eire,  had  well  [nigh 
obliterated  the  footprints  of  the  Celt  firom  the  soil;  and  the 
apathy  of  the  rest  of  the  country  proved  not  so  much  the 
abjection  as  the  annihilation  of  the  aboriginal  element. 

<<  The  tree  shall  be  known  by  its  fruit."  Was  it  from 
Dublin,  E[ildare,  and  Meath,  populated  with  the  mean 
descendants  of  Cromwellian  roundheads,  regiddes,  mur- 
derers, unprincipled  peijurers,  thieves,  London  absconded 
clerks,  scavengers  and  horseboys,  ill-conditioned,  voracious 
adventurers,  bible  mongers,  with  God  on  their  lips  and 
Satan  in  their  bosoms,  that  sympathy  with  a  noble  cause 
could  be  expected  P  Was  it  from  the  cautious,  mercenary 
posterity  of  canny  Scotch  planters  in  the  North  that  aid 
could  have  been  hoped  for  P  Was  it  from  a  class  of  aris- 
tocracy whose  patents  of  nobility  were  not  the  guerdon  of 
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£ur  ohiyalrj  or  won  by  high  deeds  of  honour  and  renown, 
but  the  Tile  badge  of  state  liyerj,  the  dearly  earned  wages 
of  the  minion^  lacquey,  parasite,  and  fiEUjtotum,  hired  to 
any  ignoble  servioe  required  by  their  patrons,  the  parvenues 
whose  titles  were  founded  upon  oonflsoations,  blood,  and 
sbx^obbing,  whose  proudest  boast  was  their  ephemeral 
notoriety,  too  often  begotten  of  infamy,  and  their  aoine  of 
bliss  to  bask  and  revel  in  the  sunshine  of  oastle  patronage 
and  great  men's  smiles — ^that  aught  of  noble  hereditary 
instinots,  generous  impulses,  the  heirlooms  of  freebom 
minds,  oould  be  looked  for  P  The  page  of  history  records 
but  few,  indeed,  whose  gaUant  hearts,  impregnate  with 
the  old  Celtic  flame  or  some  infasion  of  it,  throbbed  high 
for  freedom  even  within  the  hotbed  of  the  colonists ;  but 
the  prolific  redundance  of  the  rank,  baleful  weeds  sown 
broadcast  where  fragrant  flowers,  long  since  torn  up  by 
the  root,  had  bloomed,  full  soon  choked  and  exterminated 
Uie  puny  effort  of  such  seedling  blossoms  to  rear  their 
head  upon  the  site  of  the  former  garden.  We  read  in 
Holy  Writ  of  olden  time  that  Job  was  ddivered  to  the 
power  of  the  Evil  One  to  try  his  constancy  by  affliction,  to 
slay  his  children,  to  scatter  his  wealth,  and  reduce  him  to 
the  condition  of  a  leper  on  a  dunghill,  the  pity  and  scorn 
of  the  world,  the  power  alone  being  withheld  to  take  his 
life.  May  we  not  discern  some  parallel  in  the  example  of 
a  nation  persecuted,  reyiled,  and  reduced  to  utter  misery, 
the  reproach  and  outcast,  as  it  were,  of  the  world  P  But 
so  sorely  as  Job  emerged  more  glorious  from  his  degra- 
dation and  ruin,  so  shall  Erin  come  forth  from  the  furnace 
seren  times  heated,  triumphant  over  the  idol  to  which  she 
would  not  bend  her  royal  head,  still  grasping  the  sceptre 
the  wonld  not  relinquish,  and  with  an  aureole  of  victory 
encircling  her  majestic  brow,  shine  out  again  through  rifted 
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doudB,  eveoL  as  once  she  was  the  morning  star  of  the 
nations.  We  read,  too,  of  the  martyrs  of  the  Colosseum ; 
great  was  their  divine  oonstanoy,  admirable  their  inyinoible 
courage;  their  glorious  names,  transmitted  to  posterity, 
are  worthily  commemorated  in  every  age,  in  every  olime ; 
but  who  has  heard  or  seen  record  of  the  innumerable 
martyrs  who,  unohronioled,  nameless,  and  unknown,  lie 
forgotten  in  obscure  graves  in  Erin  P  Hoary  men,  aged 
women,  generous  youth,  blooming  maiden,  innocent  child^ 
hood,  venerable  pastor,  priest  and  people,  crushed  down 
beneath  the  iron  heel  of  bigotry,  out  off  by  the  mercilesB 
sword  of  persecution,  lie  huddled  in  undistinguished  dust, 
mouldering  in  oblivion,  the  ivy  drooping  above  their  pros- 
trate heads,  the  sole  garland  of  the  victors ;  the  winds 
sighing  over  their  bones,  the  only  mourners ;  the  birds  of 
the  air  piping  their  requiem  from  spray  to  spray,  and  the 
wild  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  summer  from  their  day 
seem  alone  to  hold  commune  with,  and  tell  of  the  spirits 
departed.  The  days  of  the  amphitheatre  had  gone  by, 
and  wild  beasts  were  exploded  as  no  longer  in  fashion ; 
but  in  the  hands  of  men — Christian  men  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  more  ferocious  than  they — ^the  pitohcap,  the 
scourge,  the  picket,  the  brand,  the  gibbet,  famine's  slow 
consuming  torture,  death  in  a  thousand  forms  more  cruel 
than  wolf  or  tiger  could  inflict ;  the  bitter  draught  was 
administered  to  the  Irish  Catholic  who  would  not  ignore 
his  country,  belie  his  race,  and  apostatise  to  his  creed;  but 
when  time  shall  have  run  its  course,  and  at  the  arohangel's 
summons  the  nations  of  the  earth  shall  stand  for  judgment 
before  Him  to  whom  nothing  is  hidden,  names  shall  be 
found  emblazoned  on  the  scroll  side  by  side  with  those  of  the 
primitive  martyrs,  whom  a  chasm  of  nearly  two  thousand 
years  now  intervenes  to  sunder,  and  in  letters  of  fire  upon 
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the  reoording  angel's  book  shall  be  inscribed  the  perse- 
cution whioh  for  centuries  Ireland  had  endured  at  the 
hands  of  enlightened  Christian  but  apostate  England! 

Genius  of  Erin,  droop  thy  pallid  brow,  mantle  thy  wan 
risage  in  yeil  of  mournings  and  with  tremulous  fingers 
sound  the  quiyering  harpstrings  to  the  /'Dead  March"  in 
*'Saul"  while  the  curtain  rises  on  the  tragic  stage  of  '98. 
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CHAPTER  L 

CABINTEBLT. 

«Ay,  let  the  land 
Whoie  ions,  througrh  centuries  of  woe,  hftTe  itriTen 
And  perished  by  her  temples,  sink  awhile, 
Borne  down  in  eonflict !    But  immortal  seed, 
Beep,  by  heroic  suffering,  hath  been  sown 
On  all  her  ancient  hills,  and  generous  hope 
Knows  that  the  soil  in  its  good  time  shall  yet 
Bring  forth  a  glorious  harvest !    Earth  receires  not 
One  red  drop,  from  faithful  hearts  in  yain." — 

**  Siege  of  Valentu." 

It  was  a  severe  night,  in  the  winter  of  the  year  1797 ;  the 
trees  that  oovered  the  park-Uke  demesne  of  Cahinteely 
swayed  and  groaned  to  the  blast  that  shrieked  and  wailed, 
as  though  laden  with  accents  of  human  woe  it  hurried  by 
to  some  appointed  goal  of  pain  ;  the  antlered  deer  cowered 
in  the  shelter  of  gkn  and  thicket  from  the  falling  snow- 
fiakeSy  while  a  rivulet  intersecting  the  undulating  plain, 
swollen  with  floods  from  the  neighbouring  hills,  rushed 
tnrbulently  through  its  narrow  channel  to  mingle  its  waters 
in  the  bed  of  the  river  at  Glen  Druid  hard  by.  But  within 
the  stately  mansion,  the  residence  of  Bobert  Byrne,  the 
eyening-  lamps  had  been  lighted,  cheery  wood-fires  blazed, 
bnmishing  with  umbered  radiance  the  amber  damask  cur- 
tains that  draped  the  lofty  windows  of  the  spacious  saloon, 
with  its  antique  furniture,  costly  paintings,  and  the  elabo- 
nte  staoco  work  of  the  beautiful  medallioned  ceiling ;  cast 
fitful  flashes  through  the  open  portal  into  the  long  corridor, 
^hoseaiohed  roof  la^Hitilf  revealed  in  light  ancl shadow; 
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and  with  rioher,  wanner  effiilgenoe  the  united  blasse  of  fag- 
got and  chandelier  illumined  the  ample  dining^hall^  round 
whose  hospitable  board  cirded  a  company  of  distinguished 
guestsy  who  all  more  or  less  played  a  public  part  in  the 
scenes  of  the  time,  some  of  whom  have  inscribed  their 
names  on  the  paj^e  of  history,  and  stand  prominently  on 
the  foreground  in  the  frontispiece.  The  doth  had  been 
removed,  the  wine  and  fruit  set  upon  the  table,  the  liveried 
attendants  withdrawn ;  breaking  the  momentary  lull  that 
followed  after  grace  had  been  said,  and  diverging  from  the 
small  talk  and  bagatelle  conversation  that  had  enlivened 
the  dinner  into  theme  whose  more  absorbing  interest  had 
engrossed  almost  every  interest  in  all  classes  of  the  country, 
viz.,  that  of  the  momentous  political  transactions  of  the 
period,  one  of  the  guests,  a  small  man  with  stooped 
shoulders  and  prominent  foreign-looking  physiognomy, 
marked  with  character  and  replete  with  me  and  energy, 
turned  and  addressed  the  host,  a  personage  whose  tout  en* 
sembk  of  figure  and  lineament  by  no  means  sustained  the 
prestige  of  a  race  hitherto  pre-eminent  for  every  attribute 
of  physical  perfection.  His  was  not  the  lofty  stature,  the 
majestic  mien,  the  stately  bearing  that  had  characterised 
his  chieftain  ancestry ;  nevertheless,  courtly  and  courteous 
in  manner,  and  wiUi  a  beaming  eye  and  smile  that  re- 
deemed the  aspect  of  a  countenance  heavy  and  dull,  and 
features  plain  and  commonplace,  Bobert  Byrne  looked  up, 
and  fixed  a  ^aze  of  concentrated  attention  upon  his  guest 
as  he  spoke  in  accents  concise  and  clear : 

''  I  wish,  Byrne,  you'd  let  ub  get  you  into  Parliament. 
Fact  is,  we  want  a  reinforcement  of  staunch  auxiliaries  to 
back  us  up ;  our  opponents  are  playing  a  deep  game — ^it 
needs  no  seer  to  warn  us  what  they  are  contemplating, 
or  no  oracle  to  foretel  the  sequel,  if  they  be  not  counter- 
checked.  Oastlereagh  is  a  daring  Maoluavelian,  and  his 
satellites  are  legion.  It  will  task  our  best  efforts  to  hold 
our  own  against  them." 

''I  should  be  well  content,  Ghrattan,  to  meet  your 
wishes/'  returned  Bobert  Byrne,  with  a  smile  of  humour 
lurking  in  his  dark  eye,  and  round  the  comer  of  his  lips. 
Nor  may  I  gainsay  the  ability  of  the  potent  arm  that 
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has  "wreBted  our  imperial  orowu  from  England's  grasp, 
and  exalting  our  prostrate  nation,  proudly  set  it  on  her 
brow,  to  achieve  another  such  Cyclopean  victory.  Never- 
theless^ I  fear  me^  not  Hercules  himself  could  with  bis 
dub  level  the  barrier  that  you  know  excludes  me  fix)m  a 
place  among  you  in  the  senate/' 

"  Nonsense !  "  sharply  returned  Henry  Qrattan ;  "  I 
know  of  nothing  to  exclude  you,  save  want  of  will  on  your 
own  part.  You  have  a  large  landed  interest  in  the  country, 
where  you  are  popular  and  well  known.  Everything 
favours  you.  Say  but  the  word,  and  trust  me  to  tide  you 
over  the  waves  triumphant.  Faith,  I  had  carried  on  my  back 
a  heavier  load  the  day  I  took  up  the  stubborn  peers  to  set 
them  down  in  their  rightful  position  in  the  House.  Not 
half  so  difficult  to  coerce  a  child  to  take  physio  as  it  was 
to  prevail  upon  these  enigmatical  beings  to  accept  their 
own  privileges,  and  to  sustain  their  own  dignity.  Nor 
could  I  have  suoceeded  but  for  their  wholesome  terror  of 
the  rod,  which  they  well  knew  I  would  have  wielded  had 
they  persevered  refractory.  Ah  !  the  disbanding  of  the 
Volunteers  was  a  vast  evil  to  the  country,"  and  Ghrattan 
sighed,  as  in  melancholy  retrospection  Ins  thoughts  re- 
verted to  the  past.  **  Yes,  it  was  a  bad  job.  But  come, 
Byrne,  what  say  you  to  my  proposal  ?" 

Slowly  extracting  a  pinch  of  snuff  from  his  s^old  snuff- 
box, which  he  then  handed  to  Hussey  Burgh,  Bobert 
Byrne  deliberately  made  answer,  calm  but  resolute :  ^'  I 
grieve,  my  friend,  I  have  no  choice  but  to  say  thee  nay. 
Deprecating  as  I  do  the  means  by  which  my  sire  retained 
this  small  modicum  of  our  once  vast  territorial  inherit- 
anoe^*  I  would  not,  seduced  by  adulation,  vanity,  or  am- 
bition, compromise  one  iota  of  my  conscientious  convic- 
tion, or  swerve  one  inch  from  rectitude  of  principle  in 
weak  compliance  to  the  dictum  of  those  Draconic  laws  my 
forefathers  had  resisted  with  their  blood.  No ;  albeit  a 
cypher,  without  political  existence,  denied  the  rights  of 
dtizen  or  patriot  in  my  own  land,  and  held  of  less  account 

*  George  Bjrne,  his  father,  had  married  the  sister  of  the  Marquis  of 
Boekingham,  the  Viceroy,  and  conformed.  That  branch  of  the  family  are 
now  extinct. 
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therein  than  the  man  who  sweeps  my  ohimneji  I  would 
not  purohase  a  life,  a  voioe  in  the  senate,  bj  servile  con- 
cession to  its  imperious  requirements,  or  shape  my 
opinions,  or  conform  my  faith  to  its  ordinance. — ^Never ! 

A  pause  of  deep  silence  succeeded  this  brief  speech. 
With  bent  head  and  shaded  brow,  Grattan  seemed  im- 
mersed in  thought.  It  was  but  for  a  moment.  Proudly 
he  lifted,  his  eyes,  that  flashed  with  fire,  and  glancins^ 
round  the  circle,  emphatically  he  exclaimed:  ^'We 
must  put  an  end  to  this  state  of  things.  An  oligarchy 
must  not  continue  the  sole  representatives  of  a  nation.  In 
the  hands  of  a  Protestant  ascendency  must  not  be  vested 
wholesale  the  exclusive  privilege  and  enjoyment  of  the 
rights  of  nationality,  else  ours  is  not  a  iree  country. 
Freedom  is  the  right  of  a  people  as  much  as  of  a  class. 
Am  I  not  advocating  justice,  Hussey  Burgh  P" 

The  gentleman  appealed  to  smiled,  shook  his  head,  and 
replied  :  "  Yes,  yes,  if  you  can  succeed  in  imbuing  our 
lawgivers  with  your  magnanimous  sentiment  we  may  live 
to  behold  ♦^^he  fruition  of  your  good  purpose.  But,  thick- 
headed as  they  be,  I  much  fear  you  would  need  again  the 
Volunteers  at  your  back  to  argue  them  into  reason.  Le 
Touche  and  Fitzgibbon,  you  know,  are  two  of  the  most 
virulent  opponents  of  the  Catholic  Belief  Bill.  Mr. 
Byrne,  I  shall  thank  you  to  pass  over  the  decanter  near 
you — claret,  I  believe  r  • 

*'0'Byrne,  sir,"  returned,  with  gracious  suavity  of 
manner,  the  individual  addressed,  a  tall,  handsome-look- 
ing man  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  his  melancholy  smile 
for  a  moment  relaxed  the  austere  traits  of  a  grave, 
haughty,  and  somewhat  Spanish  style  of  physiognomy, 
while  a  perceptible  flush,  it  might  be  of  shame  or  pride, 
gave  a  momentary  warm  hue  to  his  dusky  complexion, 
r,9  he  handed  over  the  wine  to  Hussey  Burgh,  who, 
scarcely  suppressing  an  answering  smile,  bowed  low  and 
fixed  his  eye  with  an  expression  of  mingled  curiosity  and 
interest  upon  the  stranger,  to  whom  he  had  been  only 
that  evening  introduced  as  a  relative  of  his  host. 

But  Bobert  Byrne,  chancing  to  overhear,  exclaimed, 
in  accents  peremptory  and  sharp :  "  Nonsense,  Miles,  I 
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Bay.  Don't  stand  in  your  own  light  juBt  now,  my  kinBmani 
by  quibbling  for  punotilios  that  involve  no  principle." 

''I  have  a  right  to  bear  my  father's  name,  I  suppoBe, 
waiving  any  oonaiderationy"  answered  the  other,  with  a 
heightened  oolour,  and  gesture  of  concentrated,  sternness 
and  dignity  that  quite  overawed  his  assuming  kinsmaD, 
who,  in  tone  more  deferential,  responded : 

''  Ours  is,  unfortunately,  a  name  obnoxious  to  the  ears 
of  statesmen^  and  of  as  evil  repute  to-day  as  was  that  of 
our  ancestor  Fiaoh  Mac  Hugh  O'Byrne  to  the  Pale  in  the 
days  of  Elizabeth.  Hence,  submitting  to  exigency, 
several  members  of  our  family,  to  avert  the  lightning  from 
their  heads,  or  struggling  to  hold  their  footing  on  the 
soil,  have  relinquished  me  affix.  For  instance,  the 
Byrnes  of  Ballymanus,  Castletown,  and  Kimmage ;  also 
Colonel  John  and  Captain  Gregory,  though  like  you, 
Miles,  and  your  brother  Hugh,  in  France  they  retained  it, 
found  it  expedient  upon  their  return  to  merge  the  objec- 
tionable badge.  You  must  follow  their  example,  and  de- 
scend to  the  level  of  the  herd,  if  you  hope  to  prosper  and 
not  render  nugatory  the  interest  I  would  use  in  your 
favour  to  promote  your  fortune,  as  it  would  be  more 
gratifying  to  my  pride  to  be  surrounded  by  independent 
relatives  than  by  needy  parasites.'' 

This  was  an  unfortunate  peroration  to  a  well-meant  ad- 
dress. Ill  could  the  proud  Miles  brook  the  inuendo  it 
conveyed  to  his  sensitive  mind.  With  a  swelling  bosom 
and  darkling  eye  he  glanced  at  his  brother  Hugh,  who 
very  much  resembled  him  in  appearance,  save  that  his 
oountenance  was  more  bright,  bis  features  more  flexible, 
his  aspect  and  mien  altogether  more  winning ;  yet  now 
there  was  thunder  on  his  brow,  and  the  lurid  flame  in  his 
eye,  as,  confronting  his  kinsman,  in  low,  measured  tone, 
animated  with  quiet  scorn,  he  said : 

"  There  speaks  your  mother's  blood,  the  blood  of  the 
Nugent's,  Bobert ;  for,  by  heaven  !  'tis  not  the  voice  of  the 
freebom,  high  and  fiery  spirit  of  our  race.  Constrained  by 
the  revolutionary  storms  raging  in  France,  and  levelled 
with  fury  against  the  monarch  whose  staunch  adherents 
wehad  been,  to  fly  from  the  country  that  had  so  long  afforded 
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118  an  honourable  asylum,  and  return  as  strangers  to  our 
fatherland,  fear  not  but  that  the  same  good  heart  and 
hand  that  worked  our  way  to  fortune  in  the  service  of  a 
foreign  State  will  yet  preserve  our  independence,  and 
spare  us  the  necessity  of  clinging  to  any  prop/' 

Robert  Byrne,  sincerely  pained  for  the  inconsiderate 
words  that,  so  misconstrued,  had  roused  the  too  suscep- 
tible feelings  of  his  relatives,  was  about  to  enter  upon 
apologetic  explanation,  when  his  wife,  in  whose  Anglo- 
Norman  features  might  be  distinctly  traced  her  lineal 
descent  from  the  ill-starred  Earl  of  Essex,  whose  life-sized 
portrait  graced  the  mantelpiece,  interposed,  and  in  accents 
sententious,  clear,  and  ringing,  exclaimed,  while  she 
divided  a  bunch  of  grapes  with  a  scissors : 

"Gracious!  how  irascible  you  are.  Miles  and  Hugh. 
What's  in  a  name,  that  you  should  be  so  touchy  about  it  ?" 
and  she  darted  a  glance,  whose  expression  was  somewhat 
iratey  at  Miles,  who,  seated  opposite,  with  downcast  brow, 
and  eyes  resting  upon  his  plate,  was  playing  with  a  fork, 
apparently  intent  upon  some  candied  fruit,  and  did  not 
notice  her.  But  his  brother  did,  and  drawing  up  his 
stately  form,  and  waving  his  head  in  obeisance  at  once 
deferential  and  majestic,  he  made  answer: 

*<  Much,  madame  ;  very  much  is  expressed  in  a  name. 
What  the  colour  is  to  the  regiment  that  carries  it,  what 
the  flag  is  to  the  ship  under  which  it  sails,  what  the  cog- 
nisance is  to  the  knight  who  lists  in  the  tournament^  is 
the  name  you  bear.  It  is  your  crest,  your  coat-of-arms. 
Ours  in  a  foreign  land  has  been  our  passe-partout  to  honour, 
fame,  and  fortune.  In  the  court,  the  chamber  of  peers,  the 
army,  its  claim  was  recognised  and  respected.  Hence,  if 
3'ou  please,  we  shall  take  leave  to  hold  it  intact  as  our  sole, 
and  by  no  means  despicable  inheritance,  and  bear  it  un- 
sullied to  the  grave !  " 

"  Permit  me  to  suggest  a  codicil,"  smiled  Hussey  Burgh  ; 
•'  transmit  it  crowned  with  glory  to  your  sons." 

Miles  looked  up  and  shrugged  his  shoulders;  Hugh 
laughed  silently.     Hussey  Burgh  continued : 

**  I  quite  endorse  your  sentiment,  sir.  *  Tell  me  your 
company '  is  a  trite  proverb  ;  but '  Tell  me  your  name'  is 
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also  a  significant  index  to  your  deserts;  and  that  oi' 
U'Byme  nolds  high  place  in  the  annals  of  a  country 
famed  for  heroes  and  sages,  the  Insula  Sanctof'um  of  anti- 
qmtjy  and  still  the  parent  of  offspring  not  inferior  to  their 
progenitors." 

*'  I  deny  that,"  retorted  an  elderly  personage  of  severe 
aspect,  and  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  there  was  a  harsh  echo 
that  grated  on  the  ear.  *^  If  such  miscreants  as  Higgins, 
the  Sham  Squire>  Grifford,  Knox,  Jacob,  and  Finley  be 
specimens  of  the  Island  of  Saints  and  Sages,  why,  all  I 
can  say  is,  the  designation  must  bear  some  different  con- 
struction among  yourselves,  and  requires  some  definition 
not  yet  found  m  the  dictionary." 

"  Pardon  my  interrupting  you,  Judge  Day,"  exclaimed 
Miles  O'Byme,  with  vehemence.  "  Tou  select  your  speci- 
mens at  random.  Unforttinately,  those  descendants  whom 
you  have  named,  with  thousands  besides  of  Cromwellian 
ruffians  bom  in  the  land,  call  themselves,  and  will  be  de- 
nominated Irishmen.  Unthinking  strangers  will  not  dis- 
criminate their  claim,  but  they  are  as  distinctive  from  the 
genuine  race  as  nettles  and  thistles  are  from  the  lily  and 
the  violet  of  the  garden  into  which  they  have  obtruded. 
Generations  hence  will  be  seen  the  offspring  of  Heppen- 
stals,  Higgans,  Gowans,  Luttrells,  Swans,  and  shoals  of 
such '' 

"  Add  Clonmel,  Carhampton,  and  Oastlereagh,"  whis- 
pered Hussey  Burgh,  sotto  voce, 

"  NaturaliJBed  in  the  land,"  continued  Miles ;  *'  yet  with 
claim  to  the  glorious  title,  as  apart  from  that  of  O'Neils, 
O'Donnells,  O'Sullivans,  Mac  Mahons,  Mac  Carthys,  as  ill- 
begotten  hind  from  nobly-descended  knight,  as  gutter- 
bred  cut-throat  from  chivalrous  crusader ;  as  distinct  in 
natural  quality  as  the  obscene  hyena  from  the  royal  lion, 
as  the  carrion  bird  is  from  the  eagle.  Of  old  the  English 
invaders  made  a  line  of  demarcation  between  their  own 
and  the  aboriginal  race  of  tbe  land,  Irish  by  birth,  and 
Irish  by  blood.  To  save  the  remnant  of  our  race  from 
being  confounded  in  the  obloquy  cast  upon  the  land  by 
alien  infamy^  we  must  take  leave  to  perpetuate  the  dis- 
tinction." 
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*' Nevertheless,  men  of  the  race  bearing  the  olden 
patronymics  have  proved  themselves  quite  as  adept  in 
scoundrelism  as  any  of  the  new-oome-in/'  observed 
Kendal  Bush,  an  astute-looking  lawyer,  with  a  world  of 
wisdom  peering  through  his  forensic  eye ;  ^'  how  do  jon 
account  for  that  P '' 

"By  the  simplest  axiom  of  philosophy.  The  olden 
blood  has  been  tainted  with  adverse  elements  ;  cause  pro- 
duces effect ;  an  evil  branch,  though  grafted  upon  a  good 
tree,  will  not  produce  sound  fruit.  A  good  tree  inoculated 
with  a  poisonous  sap  must  degenerate,  and  bear  blossoms 
cankered  at  the  core.  Thus,  whenever  I  behold  a  stigma 
blot  the  fair  name  of  one  of  the  ancient  race,  without 
hesitation  I  conclude  that  there  has  been  evil  communica- 
tion. Centuries  hence  it  may  be  that,  as  Aaron's  serpent 
swallowed  every  other,  the  few  untainted  waifs  spared  by 
oppression  may  yet  leaven  the  vile  mass  with  which  they 
are  incorporated,  and  infuse  a  better  ingredient  to  change 
and  sweeten  its  bitter  quality.  But  it  will  not  be  in  this 
generation,  nor  the  next — ^it  must  be  the  work  of  time. 
Meanwhile,  let  no  man  in  my  presence  asperse  the  indi- 
genous race,  or  father  upon  the  posterity  of  the  Celt  the 
opprobrium  of  the  demoralised,  and  the  crimes  of  the  issue 
of  the  usurper  of  their  heritage." 

"Your  argument  is  good,  sir — and  to  return  to  our 
text,"  said  Uussey  Burgh,  with  approving  gesture,  "a 
man  may  disgrace  his  ancestor's  good  name  in  his  own 
person,  or  he  may  by  his  own  virtues  reflect  some  light 
upon  a  bad  patronymic ;  but  the  rule  holds  good  withal. 
The  stream  brackish  at  its  source  will  be  ill-flavoured  to 
the  end  ;  a  fount  crystal  and  pure  from  the  spring  will 
continue,  if  not  contaminated,  sweet  and  wholesome  to  its 
destination.     Have  you  been  many  years  in  France  P" 

"  First  saw  the  light  there  eight-and-twenty  years  ago, 
sir,  in  company  with  my  twin  brother," — he  smiled  at 
Huffh.  "My  great  grandfather  left  Ireland  with  the 
'  wild  geese,'  after  the  Treaty  of  Limerick.  He  was  then 
a  mere  boy.*' 

"Is  it  the  wont  of  your  family  to  oome into  the  world 
in  pairs  P''  laughed  Henry  Ghrattan ;  "  for  I  do  not  find 
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any  name  so  general  as  that  wliioh  you  honour.  Chi- 
ohester  Fortescue  must  have  some  work  to  fix  your  degrees 
in  heraldry.*' 

•*  Ours,  sir,  is  a  family  which,  decimated  hy  the  sword, 
and  scattered  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven,"  returned  Hugh 
O'Byme,  with  sadly  modulated  voice,  '*  might  tax  the  in- 
genuity of  a  herald's  college  to  marshal  in  place.  So  many 
archives  lost,  so  many  links  of  the  direct  line  scattered,  or 
entangled  and  obscured  among  the  vassalage  of  the  once 
numerous  clan,  by  the  very  act  adopted  by  some  members 
of  relinquishing  the  affix,  we  might  be  compared  to  a  frac- 
tured mirror,  whose  dissected  parts  wanting  would  defy  the 
skill  of  the  craftsman  to  restore  in  its  integrity.  We  have 
only  to  be  thankful  a  few  authentic  remnants  are  left, 
sufficient  to  reflect  back  *  the  light  of  other  days,'  and 
rescue  the  name  of  Fiach  Mao  Hugh  from  oblivion." 

"  It  is  of  no  use,  you  see,  to  stand  against  the  powers 
that  be,  and  resist  the  Government,"  here  soliloquised,  in 
tone  half-deprecating,  half-admonitory,  a  matronly  dame 
of  kindly  aspect,  and  figure  tending  to  embonpoint ;  "  far 
better  go  with  the  stream  than  against  it ;"  her  voice 
died  away  like  the  cadence  of  a  curfew  bell,  to  be  answered 
by  the  vibrating  chime,  of  more  silvery  accents,  of  a  lady, 
her  rw-fl-rw,  who,  disclaiming  the  logic  of  her  sagacious 
senior,  firmly  yet  courteously  said  : 

''  I  am  not  of  your  opinion  at  all,  Mrs.  Day.  Betimes 
Grovemment  must  be  resisted  in  its  encroachments  upon 
the  liberty  of  the  subject.  Had  Henry," — glancing  proudly 
at  her  husband — '^  not  made  the  stand  he  did  against  it, 
where  now  would  be  the  blessing  of  the  Constitution  we 
enjoy,  and  the  benefits  he  secured  to  the  country  ?  " 

"  Well,  yes,  my  dear  Mrs.  Grattan ;  that's  true,''  re- 
sponded the  sonorous  tones  of  the  judge's  aunt ;  '^  but  1 
fear  we  won't  have  them  long.  Tou  know  it  is  bruited 
about  that  they  are  going  to  take  the  Parliament  from 


us." 


"That  they  are  mooting  such  a  step  is  no  secret/*  ob- 
served an  elderly  aristocratic  dame,  with  incredulous  ges- 
ture.    **  To  accomplish  it  will  be  toide  autre  chase,'* 

**8o  it  wilULadv  Moira,'*  returned  Henry  Grattan, 
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with  decision.  ''We  will  hold  our  Parliament  with  a 
grasp  that  shall  but  relax  with  our  lives :  and,  though  I 
am  quite  aware  that  strenuous  exertions  are  being  made 
to  cajole  or  coerce  us  into  the  suirender  of  our  fortress, 
they  shall  not  succeed/' 

"  Be  not  too  sure/'  said  Hussey  Burgh,  with  a  signifi- 
cant shake  of  his  head.  ^'  What  may  not  a  Government 
achieve  that  addresses  itself  resolutely  to  carry  a  point, 
and  is  not  scrupulous  as  to  means  P  '^ 

''  And  to  whom  neither  organs,  agents,  nor  means  are 
wanting  to  carry  out  their  design/'  said  a  gentleman 
seated  near  him.  '* There  is  at  this  moment  a  system  of 
corruption  being  carried  on  within  the  walls  of  the  Castle, 
which  would  disgrace  the  annals  of  any  coimtry,  and  so  I 
will  declare  publicly,  when  called  upon  in  Parliament. 
Government  has  hinted — as  yet  only  hinted — ^it  will 
spend  half  a  million  to  bribe  supporters  in  the  House, 
and  that  every  man  shall  be  the  victim  of  his  vote. 
Byrne,  circumstanced  as  you  are,  having  no  particu- 
lar interest  in  the  country,  you  are  debarred  by  your 
creed  from  serving  as  a  patriot,  and  no  special  interest  in 
a  senate  from  which  you  are  excluded  the  right  to  repre- 
sent your  borough,  you  might  be  well  excused  for  stepping 
forward  and  canvassing  Government  favour  by  an  offer  of 
your  service  and  influence  at  this  juncture.  You  would 
be  received  with  open  arms,  and  your  terms,  however 
exorbitant,  meet  ready  acceptance.  Castlereagh  proposes 
that  every  nobleman  or  gentleman  who  returns  members 
for  the  Union  shall  be  paid,  in  cash  down,  fifteen  thou- 
sand pounds  for  every  member  so  returned ;  and  aa  to 
sinf»eure  places,  you  may  have  any  you  choose  for  your 
friends  for  the  asking.  Forward,  I  say;  now's  youi* 
time ! " 

Robert  Byrne,  who  was  peeling  an  orange,  slowly  lifted 
his  eye$,  calmly  reposed  them  upon  the  speaker,  and  said : 
**  Now  is  not  my  time,  nor  never,  Plunkett.  I  am  not  of 
soul  so  poor  as  to  merge  public  good  in  private  interest. 
No,  my  friend ;  albeit,  as  you  truly  say,  I  hold  neither  place 
nor  part  in  the  legislation  of  my  country,  I  cannot  for  that 
selfishly  ignore  aught  that  concerns  its  weal.    Ijet  others 
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who  may  think  differently  hold  out  their  hands  for  the 
sop ;  I  put  mine^  gloved^  clean^  and  empty,  into  my 
pocket." 

*'  Look  you  here,"  exclaimed  a  voice  from  the  lower  end 
of  the  tahle,  as  a  man  of  bright,  intelleotual  oountenanoe, 
impetuously  pushed  the  sherry  from  before  him,  and, 
leaning  forward,  continued  :  ''though  I  don't  mean  to  give 
my  vote  against  it,  I  simply  ask  you  of  what  use  is  our 
Parliament  P  What  good  is  it  doing  P  There  is  no  law 
or  justice  in  the  land.  It  connives  at  guilt ;  it  takes  no 
^ignisanoe  of  the  state  of  the  criminal  code  in  existence. 
What  is  the  consequence  P  Look  at  the  state  of  the 
country  :  is  it  not  a  duplicate  Bepublic  of  Venice  P  Is  it 
not  a  fao-simile  of  the  Bastile  in  France  P  Can  any  man, 
however  free  from  crime,  traverse  in  security  and  freedom 
our  public  thoroughfares.  Is  he  not  liable  at  any  moment 
to  be  arrested  with  impunity,  at  the  will  and  pleasure  of 
any  other  who  makes  affidavit  that  he  believes  he  has 
suffered  damage,  without  showiog  when  or  how  P  If  the 
man  thus  deprived  of  his  liberty  seek  redress,  he  finds  no 
spot  on  which  to  lay  his  hand.  The  accuser  only  swore  a 
general  affirmation  that  he  had  been  damaged  ; — ^who  can 
prove  a  general  negative  that  he  had  not  P  " 

"  True  !"  observed  Kendal  Bushe.  "It  proves  that  re- 
form is  needed  in  the  criminal  department ;  it  proves  that 
Parliament  has  many  abuses  to  redress,  and  may  be  supine 
in  its  action  ;  but  not  that  it  is  of  no  use,  Mr.  Ponsonbyy 
or  that  it  confers  no  good  upon  the  country  at  Isurge. 
Look,  for  instance,  to  the  public  works  carried  on 
under  its  auspices.  What  has  intersected  an  impassable 
country  with  roads  P  What  has  nearly  connected  by  in- 
land navigation  the  Eastern  Channel  with  the  Western 
Ocean,  and  changed  the  face  of  the  land  P  A  resident 
Parliament.  Could  this  be  supplied  in  Westminster  P  No, 
or ;  nothing  can  supply  for  a  resident  Parliament,  watch- 
ing over  national  improvement,  encouraging  manufac- 
tore,  commerce,  science,  and  applying  instant  remedy  to 
instant  mischief,  but  a  native  Parliament.'' 

"Pacts  are  stubborn  arguments,"  chimed  in  Henry 
Orattan.     '^  How  came  Parliament  to  demand  free  trade  ? 
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Because  it  sat  in  Ireland,  and  members  in  their  own 
country  were  influenced  bj  Irish  sympathies.  They  did 
not  like  to  meet  every  hour  faces  that  looked  shame  upon 
them ;  they  did  not  like  to  stand  in  the  sphere  of  their 
own  infamy ;  they  saved  the  country  because  they  lived 
in  it.  Take  away  the  Parliament,  transfer  it  to  another 
site,  and  see  what  will  result — absenteeism  of  its  aristo- 
tocracy ;  drainage  of  its  wealth ;  neglect,  decay,  and  deso- 
lation. May  heaven  avert  such  ruin  !  Yes,  sir ;  you  say 
well.  The  blessings  procured  by  the  Irish  Parliament  for 
the  last  twenty  years  are  greater  than  all  the  blessings 
conferred  by  the  British  senate  for  the  last  century,  and 
have  more  ameliorated  the  condition  of  the  country." 

"Now,  sir,  you  have  just  come  to  the  mile-stone ;  halt 
there,"  said  Kobert  Byrne.  "  Though  no  statesman,  I 
can  read  State  policy,  and  I  can  divine  by  sigil  and  augury 
the  secret  thought  of  politicians.  Think  you,  my  honoured 
friend,  are  English  Ministers  asleep  ? — or  do  you  fondly 
deem  that,  making  truce,  and  waiving  the  antagonism  of 
centuries,  they  will  survey  with  complacency,  without  one 

i'ealous  pang  or  emotion  of  envy,  the  enfranchised  vassal 
Lolding  up  her  head  and  so  rapidly  gaining  par  ? — Never. 
It  will  not  be  endured :  accept  my  words  as  prophecy. 
England,  ere  we  have  had  time  to  recover  breath,  wUl 
again  set  her  heel  upon  and  crush  us  to  the  dust,  from 
wnioh,  by  the  aid  of  your  good  hand,  we  had  arisen." 

*'She  can't  do  it,  I  defy  her!"  thundered  Gbattan, 
excitedly  striking  the  table  with  his  hand.  "  With  three 
millions  of  men  at  our  back,  our  charter  in  one  hand,  and  a 
sword  in  the  other,  shall  we  fear  to  assert  our  freedom  P 
Ministers  may  propose  to  buy  what  we  cannot  sell — our 
liberty.  For  that  they  have  no  equivalent  to  offer,  and  to 
wrest  it  from  us  by  force  is  out  of  the  question." 

''  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  martial  law  under  which 
the  country  has  been  placed,  and  the  cruelties  at  which 
humanity  shudders,  even  now  being  perpetrated  upon  a 
peaceful  and  unoffending  people  by  men  vested  with 
frightful  and  unlimited  power,  and  left  irresponsible  for 
personal  vindictiveness,  avcuicious  rapacity,  or  any  other 
vile  motive,  to  wreak  atrocious  barbarities  upon  their 
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victims,  if  not  to  goad  them  to  desperation  P''  demanded 
Bobert  Byrne.  "  You  heard  of  that  affair  between  Car- 
hampton  and  Berwick  ?'' 

''Carhampton  is  a  dog-flend!"  muttered  Qrattan,  look- 
ing yery  thoughtful.  He  paused  a  moment,  then  resumed: 
"  ft  is  true,  under  the  Mutiny  Act  lately  proclaimed,  I 
know  not  why,  and  the  suspension  of  the  Habeas  Corpus, 
ioiolent,  ignorant,  and  obscure  ruffians,  armed  with  vile 
jnrifldiction,  have  too  frequently  vented  their  worst  pas- 
sions upon  the  objects  of  their  vengeance.     A  magistrate 
asserted  lately  before  the  Irish  House  of  Commons  it  was 
necessary  to  flog  many  of  whose  guilt  he  had  secret  in- 
formation from  persons  whose  names  he  could  not  disclose. 
Bather  illogical  and  arbitrary  proceeding  that,  you  will  say ; 
but  what  has  all  that  to  do  with  reference  to  Parliament, 
Mm  to  strengthen  my  determination  never  to  be  satisfied 
or  desist  from  my  work,  so  long  as  the  meanest  cottager  in 
Ireland  has  a  link  of  the  British  chain  clanking  to  his 
rags.     He  may  be  naked,  but  he  shall  not  be  in  irons. 
VniBi  is  it  you  say,  my  Lord  Moirap"  he  continued,  ad- 
dressing the  nobleman  who  sat  opposite,  and  had  till  now 
been  a  taciturn  listener. 

•*  Why,  that,  with  our  friend  Byrne,  I  surmise  some 
foul  play,  which  everyone  does  not  see  through,  is  on 
bands.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  overwhelming  mili- 
tary foroe  of  armed  squadrons,  licentious  and  undisciplined, 
daily  being  poured  into  the  country  ?  What  means  the 
outrages  committed  by  them  with  impunity  upon  a  quiet 
and  defenceless  people  P  There  is  some  diabolical  scheme 
afoot,  be  it  what  it  may." 

**  Indeed,"  said  the  Dowager  Lady  Moira,  "  things  are 
ooine  to  a  pretty  pass  when  Lord  Carhampton  could 
threaten  our  chaplain,  Mr.  Berwick,  to  send  him  on  board 
a  tender  for  presuming  to  oppose  him  in  his  tyrannical 
conduct  to  that  poor  man  at  Esker.  Don't  you  think  so, 
Charlotte,  myd«ar?" — to  a  lady  friend  opposite,  Mrs. 
Cookbom,  who  merely  nodded  assent ;  then  turning,  she 
addressed  the  hostess,  whose  attention  was  engaged  by 
her  three  beantiful  children,  who  had  come  in  for  the 
desflert,  the  youngest  of  whom  was  exigent  and  mono- 
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polising  in  her  pretty  pettish  humour :  "  How  happy  you 
must  be,  Mrs.  Byrne,  enjoying  in  the  peaoe  of  this 
charming  seclusion  every  domestic  bliss,  exempt  from  the 
thousand  anxieties  that  beset  those  whose  lot  is  cast  in  the 
vortex  of  public  life,  and  whose  very  days  are  not  their 
own.     How  I  envy  you !" 

^'  I  do  not  know.  Lady  Moira,  that  I  am  so  much  to  be 
envied,*'  retorted  Mrs.  Byrne,  with  a  smile,  which  a  red 
spot  on  her  cheek,  and  a  touch  of  acrimony  in  her  accent, 
belied.  "  It  is  not  enviable  to  feel  one's  self  a  nonentity 
in  the  world,  to  be  as  it  were  a  pariah  in  the  social , 
sphere  among  those  whose  only  title  to  precedence  is  the 
fictitious  superiority  conferred  by  their  fashionable  tenets. 
I  do  not,  for  being  a  Catholic,  hold  myself  inferior  to  those 
odious  creatures.  Lady  Clonmel  and  Lady  Barrington, 
who  would  have  flouted  me  at  the  last  drawing-room  at 
the  Castle  but  that  I  let  them  see  I  would  not  submit 
to  it." 

"  You  were  quite  right,  my  dear,*'  cried  Mrs.  Day,  with 
a  look  of  approbation,  that  acted  as  oil  cast  upon  troubled 
water  in  calming  the  perturbed  spirit  of  her  friend.  "  Lady 
Barrington  and  Lady  Clonmel  are  very  assuming,  as  all 
parvenues  are,  and  have  need  to  be  kept  in  their  place.  I 
quite  admired  your  spirit  when  you  asked  Lady  Clonmel 
whether  she  had  not  the  privilege  of  getting  her  cloth  at 
first  cost,  and  if  she  would  oblige  you  by  procuring  some 
patterns  of  superfine,  for  pelisses  for  the  children.  Lady 
Barrington  immensely  enjoyed  poor  Lady  Clonmel's  con- 
fusion in  being  reminded  of  the  shop,  and  became  quite 
humble  and  obsequious  to  you  afterwards,  I  noticed.'' 

Mr.  Ponsonby  smiled,  and  said :  ''  I  tell  you  what  it  is, 
ladies  of  the  ancient  r6gime,  if  Government  persist  in  its 
course  of  cashiering  all  its  former  aristocratic  supporters, 
whose  honesty  and  principle  refuse  to  abet  its  present 
measures — to  wit,  the  Duke  of  Leinster,  Lords  Snannon 
and  Ghranard,  Connolly,  O'Neill,  myself  and  others — ^and 
sell  peerages  for  money,  as  in  the  case  of  Kilmaine,  Clon- 
corry,  and  Glentworth,  or  make  them  the  remuneration 
of  dirty  service,  as  in  the  case  of  Donou^hmore,  Clonmel, 
Newcomen,  Lifford,  Cartelon,  &o.  &c. — it  will  put  you  to 
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the  point  of  your  wits  to  hold  your  own  against  theinour- 
sion  of  the  newborn  magnates,  and  many  a  passage-at- 
arms  and  wordy  war  shall,  I  ween,  have  to  adjust  your 
claims  of  precedence  and  honour.  Ay,"  he  added,  in 
tone  of  ohagrin,  ^'  the  old  nobles  of  the  land,  when  it  will 
not  subserve  to  tyranny,  may  stand  aside  and  give  place  to 
sycophants  who,  pandering  to  those  in  power,  and  becom- 
ing the  willing  tools  of  every  filthy  job,  shall  strut  and 
swagger  forward  with  unblushing  effrontery  and  usurp 
the  stations  vacated  by  honest  men." 

**But,"  exclaimed  Eobert  Byrne,  with  animation, 
"  what,  after  all,  is  the  patent  and  glamour  of  nobility, 
acquired  by  ignoble  means  and  dishonoured  at  its  very 
source  ?  Is  it  not  but  the  counterfeit,  the  forgery,  of  the 
genuine  coin  which,  bearing  the  authentic  impress  of  its  in- 
trinsic worth,  challenges  every  test  P  The  fictitious  tinsel 
of  the  mock  jewellery,  the  garish  frippery,  the  insignia  of 
shame  that  indicates  without  adorning  the  courtesan,  and 
which  is  at  once  despised  and  reprobated  by  the  sense  of 
the  virtuous.  Methinks  no  man  of  independent  mind 
would  aspire  to  emulate  such  patterns,  or  seek  to  jostle 
in  a  crowd  of  mercenaries  for  distinctions  that  confer  no 
dignity." 

"  Upon  my  word  that's  very  true,"  said  Mrs.  Day  ; "  and 
I  am  quite  of  opinion  that  those  new-made  titles  and 
peerages  won't  supersede  the  old  ones  of  our  nobility  and 
gentry.  Mr.  Byrne— O'Byrne ;  excuse  me — have  you  been 
long  in  Ireland  P  '* 

"  Only  a  few  months,  madame/'  returned  Miles,  with 
irrave,  quiet  smile,  answering  the  interrogation  of  the  old 
lady,  who,  appearing  to  evince  much  interest,  continued : 

"And  you  fied  from  the  revolution  in  France,  being 
royalists.   Are  there  any  other  members  of  your  family  ?" 

**  Of  our  immediate  family,  only  a  step- sister,  madame," 
replied  Hugh,  whom  the  next  question  had  challenged ; 
"a mere  child,  whose  mother,  my  father's  second  wife, 
having  died  in  Ireland,  to  which  she  returned  after  his 
decease,  her  little  girl  was  bequeathed  to  the  guardianship 
of  her  grandmother,  now  dead  also.  We  found  the  child 
in  the  care  of  an  old  woman ,  her  nurse,  running  wild  as  a 
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goat  among  the  hills.    We  took  her,  and  have  arranged 
to  plaoe  her  at  a  boarding-school  in  Dublin." 

"  You  did  well.    At  what  school  do  you  plaoe  herP*' 

*^  At  a  Misses  Hodges',  in  Stephen's-green." 

"  I  know ; — very  proper  persons,  and  much  patronised. 
Very  pious  and  evangelical,  too.  You  could  not  do  better. 
Do  you  live  in  town  yourselves  ?" 

*'  Occasionally  we  stop  in  town,  madame,  but  mostly  in 
the  country.  We  have  no  fixed  residence  till  we  arrange 
our  future  plans." 

"  Why  did  you  not  bring  the  little  girl  here,  Miles,  for 
a  day  or  two  ?"  said  Mrs.  Byrne,  rising  as  a  signal  for  the 
ladies  to  retire  to  the  drawing-room.  ''  Mind  you  bring 
her  some  day  to  play  with  my  pets.  I  should  Uke  to  see 
her." 

**  Madame,  Euphemia  must  finish  her  education  before 
she  can  appear  with  grace  in  a  drawing-room,  or  commend 
herself  to  your  kind  favour,*'  coldly  responded  Miles,  with 
ceremonious  bow,  and  remembering  how  the  child  had 
heretofore  been  lost  sight  of  by  her  wealthy  relatives. 

^'  How  I  hate  those  two  imperious  men ! "  whispered 
the  hostess  confidentially  to  liady  Moira,  as  the  train 
swept  through  the  doorway,  held  open  by  Hussey  Burgh. 

'^  They  certainly  appear  to  think  a  good  deal  of  them- 
selves, and  to  hold  their  heads  high,'*  laughed  Lady 
Moira ;  "  but  they  are  very  fine  and  good-looking.  They 
would  pass  for  persons  of  consequence  in  an  assembly ; — 
upon  my  word,  I  thiuk  I'll  ask  them  to  my  next." 

"  Do,  my  dear ;  they'll  set  off  your  rooms  very  well,'* 
counselled  Mrs.  Day.  ^*  Young  men  are  always  an  aoqui- 
sition  ;  and  these,  with  their  black  hair,  dark  eyes,  tawny 
complexions,  and  continental  manners,  have  such  a  foreign 
air  about  them." 

"  They'll  create  quite  a  sensation,  and  end  by  eloping: 
with  an  heiress,"  laughed  Mrs.  Byrne.  "  I  wish,  1  aui 
sure,  they  would.  They  shall  have  my  cordial  co-opera- 
tion. Shut  the  door,  Georgie  " — to  tlie  child — and  with 
a  little  shiver  she  seated  herself  near  the  ample  fire,  while 
the  ladies,  disposii  g  themselves  round  the  hearth,  soon 
launched  into  a  variety  of  topics,  and  gave  little  heed  to 
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the  Btorm  raging  without,  the  oold  sleet  dashing  against 
thewindo^w  panes,  or  the  blast  shrieking  and  raving  around 
the  dwelling  of  Clare  Hill . 


CHAPTER  II. 

THBOLD    HUaUBXOT  HOUSE — J  2   STSFHEN's-GBEEN,  SOUTH. 

**  Our  little  club  increafles  daily, 
Castles,  and  Oliver,  and  surd, 
Who  don't  as  yet  full  salary  touch, 
Nor  keep  their  chaise  and  pair,  nor  buy 
Houses  and  lands,  likq  Tom  and  I : 
Of  course,  don*t  rank  with  us  salyators, 
But  merely  senre  the  club  ag  waiters. 

(We  often  teU  the  tale  with  laughter), 

Who  used  to  hide  the  pikes  themselyes, 
Then  hang  the  fools  who  found  them  after.** 

FuDQE  Family. 

BoKN  in  a  oellar  in  the  purlieus  of  the  Liberty ;  bred  in 
the  gutter  of  the  same  classic  locality ;  educated  in  the 
univernty  of  the  stable  lanes,  with  their  various  depart- 
ments of  slums  and  alleys  of  notoriety ;  at  an  early  age 
an  adept  in  the  lore  of  vice,  and  capable  of  solving  the 
scientific  problem  of  making  out  a  livelihood  by  his  wits ; 
graduating  from  the  lowest  rung  of  the  ladder,  and 
ascending  through  the  various  phases  of  barefooted  pot- 
boy and  flag-sweeper  in  Fishamble-street,  shoe-black, waiter 
in  a  porter-house,  felon  in  Newgate,  hackney  writing 
clerk  in  Patrick's  Close,  hosier  in  Smock-alley,  attorney- 
at-law,  editor  of  a  newspaper,  &c.  &c. ;  owner  of  a  fine 
mansion  in  Stephen's-green,  and  the  handsome  chariot, 
with  arms  emblazoned  in  a  capacious  mantle  on  each 
panel,  and  crest  engraved  on  every  buckle  of  the  silver- 
plated  harness,  which  has  just  set  him  down  at  the  door 
of  his  residence,  along  with  Judge  Norbury,  one  of  his 
most  intimate  associates,  Francis  Higgins,  alias  **  Sham 


18  THE  OLD  HUGtlENOr  HOUSE. 

Squire/'  one  of  the  most  infamous  notorieties  of  the  day, 
with  a  blustering  air  of  self-conscious  superiority  struts 
through  the  vestibule,  thronged    with  fawning  menials 
(hirelings  of  the  most  disreputable  of  their  class),  and  with 
his  companion  proceeds,    puffing  and  panting,   to  the 
dining-room,  to  make  his  excuses  to  the  select  party  of 
guests  already  assembled  for  the  unavoidable  circumstances 
which  had  so  long  detained  him  at  the  courts ;  and  as,  full  of 
empressement,  he  renders  his  apology,  the  courteous  guests, 
graciously  anticipating  the  sumptuous  entertainment  in 
perspective,  condescend  to  assure  him  the  contretemps  is 
quite  en  regie,  while,  swift  as  magic,  beneath  the  combined 
activity  of  many-liveried  attendants,  an  array  of  savory 
dishes,  garnished  with  crystal  vases  of  rare  and   costly 
wine,  grace  the  board,  and  regale  the  olfactory  nerves  of 
the  company,  who,  without  further  ceremony — for  it  is  a 
gentlemen's  party — marshal  themselves  in  place.     With 
silver  ladle  the  host  commences  by  dispensing  turtle-soup — 
the  genuine  article — on  Sevres  china  ;  and,  like  the  full 
red  moon  gleaming  through  a  fog — but,  no,  we  must  not 
libel  the  fair  planet  by  such  simile,  but  confine  ourselves 
to  say  that,  viewed  through  the  steamy  vapour  curling 
from  the  tureen,  the  bloated  visage,  stereotyned,  as  it 
were,    with    loathsome    characters    of    vice,   tne    coarse 
features,  indicating  in  every  line  the  rude  stamp  of  ill- 
conditioned  birth,  the  gross  type  of  countenance  made 
grosser  by  luxury,  and  unameliorated  by  the  humanising 
influence  of  any  refining  or  gentle  association  with  which 
he  had  ever  come  into  contact,  did  not  present  an  object 
calculated  to  win  or  to  attract  admiration,  but,  contrari- 
wise, that  irom  which   the  eye  of   a    casual  observer 
might  involuntarily  recoil  as  from   some  spectacle  not 
good  or  pleasant  to  look  upon.     But  custom  may  reconcile 
aversion,  and  the   partiality  of   friendship   may  weave 
a    mask,   efficacious  as  the  silver   veil  of  Mokanna,  to 
disguise  the   hideous    lineaments    beneath,   and  impart 
to  them  even   a  glamour  of  mythical  divinity.     So,  in 
the  opinion  of  his  compeers,  spirits  of  kindred  affinity, 
Francis   Higgins   ranked   high   as  he  did  in   his  own, 
which  was  exalted  indeed ;  to  his  defects  and  blemishes 
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they  being  quite  as  blind  as  he  was  himself ;  of  the  oirole^ 
moreover,  olosed   around  him,  truth  to  record,  not  one 
oould  look  into  the  mirror  of  his  own  oonscieuoe  and  view 
there  the  fair  reflexion  of  a  soul  unsullied  by  pecssions 
that  communicate  an  impress  of  their  own  to  every  trait  of 
the  physiognomy.  First  in  place,  on  the  right  hand  of  the 
squire,  is  a  dapper  little  man,  whose  character  is  unmistak- 
ably portrayed  in  his  aspect  and  bearing:  stars  and  decora- 
tions glitter  upon  his  brilliant  uniform,  a  smile  flickers  upon 
his  lip  and  brow,  yet  in  vain  would  the  most  scrutinising 
observation  seek  for  the  faintest  trace  of  nature's  patent, 
confirming  title  to  nobility  in  the  mean,  cruel,  depraved 
expression  of  countenance  of  Luttril  (Lord  Carhampton), 
commander  of  the  forces,  as  flippant,  supercilious,  overbear- 
ing, he  takes  the  lead  in  conversation,  exacts  and  engrosses 
the  chief  attention  and  homage  of  all.  His  vis-a-vis  is  Chief 
Justice  LordClonmel,  corpulent  and  vulgar,  in  each  attri- 
bute displaying  the  perfection  of  wit  and  talent,  absence  of 
dignity  and  unscrupulosity  of  honour  by  means  of  which 
he  bad  achieved  his  promotion  from  the  ranks  of  the 
democracy  to  the  station  of  a  peer,  upon  whom  even  the 
halo  of  a  coronet  could  not  confer  an  adventitious  lustre,  or 
his  ability  of  sarcasm,  swagger,  and  ridicule,  invest  with 
an  segis  that  rendered  him  invulnerable  to  the  barbed 
arrows  and  dagger  thrusts  of  those  whom  his  injustice 
and  harsh  rigour  had  converted  into  foes,   eflervescing 
with  the  impoisoned  gall  into  which  they  had  dipped  the 
point  of  the  weapons  that  ultimately  wrought  his  bane. 
Next  in  order  is  John  Toler  (Lord  Norbury),  overflowing 
with    exuberant    spirit   of   conviviality,    bonhomie^   and 
waggery,  and  retailing  with  infinite  humour  the  bon  mots 
and  lively  sallies  of  wit,  with  which  he  was  wont  face- 
tiously to  cheer  the  fiagging  heart  of  some  one  or  other  of 
the  hecatomb  of  victims  whom  it  was  his  vaunt  to  have 
sentenced  to  the  extreme  penalty  of  the  law  at  a  single 
assize.     Opposite  to  this  benign  and  philosophical  judge, 
with  brow  as  obviously  developing  the  organ  of  self-ap- 
probation   and   demeanour,  claiming  definition  of  bon 
Urn,  serene,  imperturbable,  and  complaisant,    sat  John 
C]«idiu8   Bereuordy  and  not  to  be  rivalled  in  boastful 
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pretension  of  service  to  Government  by  any.     He  ex- 
patiated freely  upon  the  merits  of  the  inquisition  estab- 
iisbed  under  his  auspices,  and  the  numbers  i¥ho,  suocumb- 
mg  to  torture  of  various  species,  administered  under  his 
personal  direction  at  his  riding-school  in  Marlborough- 
street,  and  other  flogging  depots,  had  expired  under  the 
knout,  or  goaded  into  the  delirious  raving  of  insanity 
had  become,  as  it  were,  oracles  uttering  the  doom  of  others, 
haply  unconscious  of  the  why  or  wherefore  of  their  destiny. 
In  juxtaposition  with  this  high  priest  of  sacrifice  and  ex- 
piation, oracular  response  and  divination,  towered,  erect 
and  formidable,   with  bristling  whiskers,  and  the  feline 
glare  in  his  eye  of  a  tiger  about  to  spring  upon  a  prey, 
Lord  Kingsborough,  Colonel  of  the  North  Cork  Militia, 
reputed  patentee  of  that  improvement  on  the  foolscap,  the 
pitchcap  of  more  than  the  scalping  efficacy  of  the  Indian's 
knife,  to  rend  the  skin  from  the  head,  the  secret  from  the 
brain  of  the  patient  operated  upon  by  the  simple  contriv- 
ance. 

Below  the  stall  were  duly  ranged  in  order  Town  Major 
»Sirr,  at  intervals  casting  his  blear  eyes  heavenward  at  the 
peroration  of  some  narrative  of  blood,  piously,  as  it  were, 
invoking  a  benison  on  the  deed,  his  large  bony  face  and 
ruby   complexion   sadly  defying   all  his  efforts  to  look 
sanctimonious  the  while,  yet,  not  disguising  the  bitter 
sternness  of  heart,6ngendered  by  conscious  feelings  prompt- 
ing the  necessity  of  perpetual  steel  armour  under  his 
clothes  to  protect  him  from  some  avenging  stroke  aimed 
at  his  life,  and  compelling  him  to  snatch  owl-like  by  day, 
at  his  demesne  residence  of  CuUen's  Wood,  a  few  hours' 
uneasy  rest,  not  daring  to  seek  by  night  the  slumber  that 
hushes  all  the  world  in  repose.     Covertly  jeering  at  the 
Pharisaical  demeanour  of  his  colleague,  bluff  Major  Swan, 
not  godly  inclined,  revels  in  profane  licence  of  speech,  and 
ever  and  anon  elicits  a  sigh  from  the  latter  for  his  repro- 
bate condition ;  Major  Sandys,  with  the  basilisk  gaze  of 
his  green,  mottled  eyes  concentrated  upon  the  gorgeous 
plate  before  him,  and  pondering  where  he  might  discover 
and  open  a  mine  of  the  dazzling  metal  in  which  his  soul 
d^Iiglited  ;  and  Cnptain  Armstrong,  demure,   sleek  and 
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soft  as  a  muff,  so  blauJ,  so  gracious  in  deportment^  so 
winning  in  aspect ;  the  silky  worm  that  glides  into  the  core 
of  a  fruit  and  oankers  it,  was  not  more  gentle,  more  in- 
sinuating in  its  advances  ;  his  smile  was  engaging  from 
its  very  simplicity  and  meekness ;  and  he  smiled  and 
smiled,  and  the  smile  seemed  as  much  a  part  of  his  face 
as  the  lip  it  wreathed,  and  the  cheek  on  which  it  glistened. 
He  was  discreet  and  silent,  too,  for  he  spoke  very  little, 
and  then  in  low  tone  and  measured  words ;  but  his  placid, 
sheep-like  eye  attentively  perused  every  individual,  un- 
obtrusively noted  down  every  impression  on  memory's 
tablet,  and  betimes  turned  inwardly  ;  while  his  ear  opened 
to  the  conversation  around,  not  a  syllable  of  which  passed 
disregarded,  made  mental  calculation  of  the  profit  likely 
to  accrue  firom  the  harvest  he  was  about  to  reap,  when 
mature  enough  to  thrust  into  it  the  sickle  of  the  mower. 
Yes,  Judas  may  have  had  some  qualms  beforehand  for  sell- 
ing innocent  blood;  but  this  man  had  none,  and  his  callous 
bosom  swelled  high  as,  gloating  in  the  prospect  of  the 
lucre  anticipated,   he  beheld  in  vision  the  heads  that 
were  to  fall,  and  measured  each  drop  of  the  blood  that 
should  fill  his  cornucopia  of  gold.  What  a  pandemonium ! 
eries   the  astounded    reader,    half-incredulous;    what    a 
eondaire  of  unredeemed  iniquity,  without  one  contrasting 
spot  to  relieve  the  dark  monotonous  shade  of  the  picture, 
without   one  vista  of  mind,  heart,  or  soul,  animated  or 
inspired    by    one    touch    of    divine    grace,  one   gleam 
shining  through  the  gloom; — not   one.     But  in  Satan's 
divan  is  it  not   so  ?    And   we  know  upon  high  autho- 
rity that  the  demon,  with  seven  more,  bad  as  himself> 
have  made  their  habitation  in  human  bosoms ;  here  they 
seemed   to  have  established  an  empire,  and  no  exorcist 
was  invoked  to  dispossess  them. 

The  soup  had  been  disposed  of,  and  replaced  by  a 
haunch  of  venison,  when  Lord  Carhampton,  sipping  a 
glass  of  wine,  addressed  the  host,  and  said :  *'  So  you  had 
Boch  a  busy  day  at  the  courts,  and  as  usual,  more  com- 
mittals than  acquittals,  I  fain  say?" 

**  Pifh,  ifh  V  aspirated  the  squire,  sniffling  up  his  breath 
>&d  blowing  like  Vulcan  resting  on  his  anvil.    '^We 
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weren't  idle,  I  warrant  ye;  the  black-dog*  is  oramfall ; 
we've  Bent  out  some  soore  fiats ;  three  fellows  are  sentenced 
to  swing,  and — but  whore's  the  use  o'  talking,  the  country's 
going  from  bad  to  worse."  ^ 

''Thanks  to  Lord  Moira,  Sir  John  Moore,  Gxattan, 
Burgh,  Abercrombie,  and  a  crew  of  such  officious  inter- 
meddlers  with  the  policy  of  Government,''  made  response 
Lord  Glonmel.  '^  It  is  too  bad.  Their  sympathy  witn  the 
disaffected  Papists  encourages  them  in  their  rebellion,  and 
gives  a  Eanction  to  such  lax  Protestants  as  set  themselves 
up  for  liberal,  to  espouse  their  part ;  such  dereliction  of 
principle,  and  the  arrival  of  Lord  Moira  in  the  oountiy  to 
strengthen  it,  has  been  very  unfortunate — quite  nullifies  all 
our  coercive  policy.  I  hear  Grattan  is  going  to  England?" 

"  Small  loBs  wherever  he  goes ; — the  very  worst  of  the 
lot "  observed  Claudius  Beresford,  with  a  stupid,  innocent 
face  that  seemed  to  belie  the  ferocity  of  his  natural  disposi- 
tion, till  his  words  discovered  the  bias.  '^  Plague  it !  I've 
scored  the  backs  of  fifty  with  five  hundred,  that  didn't 
half  well  deserve  the  lash  as  these  very  knaves.  Would  I 
had  the  handling  of  them  ad  libitum  for  a  day ;  and  if 
they  did  not  come  to  their  right  mind,  and  learn  wisdom, 
it  were  not  my  fault.  Government  is  too  lenient  by  far 
with  this  stiff-necked  country." 

'^  Hang  me,  I  don't  know  what  more  it  can  do,"  observed 
Lord  Kingsborough.  **  I'll  trouble  you  for  a  little  of  that 
excellent  Carlow  ham.  The  very  means  taken  for  the 
pacification  of  the  people,  and  which  would  subdue  and 
strike  terror  into  me  hearts  of  any  other  in  the  world, 
appear  only  to  stimulate  them  to  more  vigorous  resistance, 
and  I'm  sure  we  haven't  spared  the  rod  of  correction :  the 
picket,  scourge,  pitchcap,  free-quarterings,  and  half-hang- 
ings, have  all  done  their  duty ;  yet  the  effervescence  is 
working  up  to  an  explosion,  I  see  that." 

"  Psha !  because  you  are  too  indulgent,  and  only  half 
hang !  "  jocosely  cried  Lord  Norbury,  chuckling  at  his  own 
wit.  ''  Look  at  me,  now !  I'm  a  humane  man  as  any  hei^, 
and  yet  in  the  discharge  of  my  duty  I  do  not  lamely  halt 

*  The  ooinxnon  jail. 
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lialf-way,  else  would  I  have  sentenoed  a  hundred  and 
ninety-eight  men  to  be  whole-hanged  at  one  assize  ?  No, 
air,  the  moment  I  clapped  my  eyes  on  every  man  brought 
up,  that  was  enough:  with  that  intuitive  perception 
natural  to  me,  I  saw  at  once  he  was  a  culprit,  and  so 
pronounced  sentence,  qualifying  it  with  perhaps  a  little 
seasonable  jeu  (Pe^ritj  to  amuse  the  poor  fellow,  and  re- 
oondleto  meet  his]  doom  with  aangfroidy  and  to  do  tbem 
justioe,  they  are  upon  the  whole  good-humoured  enough, 
and  r«Mly  to  take  it  well.  'Paddy'  says  I,  once  to  a  wight 
that  looked  rather  disconsolate,  '  don't  be  down-hearted, 
my  lad.'  He  was  one  of  the  labourers  who  had  conspired 
to  shoot  Garhampton  for  some  little  frolic  of  my  noble 
friend  among  their  wives  and  daughters. — *  Since  this 
world  isn't  a  place  to  your  liking,  or  good  enough  for  you, 
you  ought  to  be  obliged  to  me  for  giving  you  a  lift  into 
the  other.'  '  Thank  ye ;  lone^  life  to  yer  honour/  says  the 
fellow ; '  an'  if  I  don't  like  it  1 11  come  back  an'  let  ye  know.' 
He  has  never  come  back ;  so  I'm  to  suppose  he  likes  it, 
ha,  ha,  ha !  But  that's  my  way :  the  moment  a  fellow  is 
brought  before  me  I  know  him  at  first  sight,  and  give 
him  his  eong^J* 

**  Then  you  are  a  physiognomist  like  Judkiu  Fitzgerald, 
who  can  tell  a  Carmelite  traitor  by  his  face,  and  forth- 
with apply  the  remedy  without  troubling  us  for  a  fiat,'' 
said  Loid  Clonmel. 

**  Fitzgerald  has  no  right  to  take  the  law  in  his  owi 
hands,  and  in  his  own  parlour  flog  a  man  to  the  bone,"  re- 
torted Bereeford,  angrily.  "  He  should  brin^  him  to  the 
whippingHSohool ;  but  every  man  in  a  little  authority  snapi 
his  finger  at  the  law  now-a-days,  and  does  just  what 
pleases  him." 

*'  Because  the  law  gives  him  latitude,  sir,"  cried  Major 
Swan,  brusquely.  **  Isn't  it  because  we  are  empowered  to 
cany  out  the  designs  of  Government  by  our  co-operation, 
that  it  18  left  discretional  with  us  to  use  our  authority  to 
ponish'  whomsoever  we  consider  to  be  or  have  information 
of  b^ng  maloontent  or  disaffected.  Lord  Moira  made  a 
moan  that  in  one  night,  thirty  houses  of  the  peasantry  were 
bqmed.    Had  Government  paid  atteutioa  to  him  could  we 
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have  gone  on  with  the  work.  Last  night  there  were  fifty 
set  fire  to  in  several  parts  of  Meath ;  and,  you  know,  the 
soldiers  quartered  upon  the  people  have  heen  privately 
noticed  hy  Lord  Garhampton  and  their  officers  that  they 
have  full  licence  to  act  as  they  judge  proper  where  they 
suspect  rebellion^  and  that  in  no  case  will  they  be  held 
responsible  for  their  behaviour ;  so  if  Judkin  Fitzgerald 
is  out  of  place  he  only  errs  in  zeal  for  the  Government." 

'^  Zeal  may  betimes  be  dangerous  too,  and  a  man  have 
as  much  to  fear  from  jealousy  and  treachery  of  an  adminis- 
tration ;  better  be  discreet  than  go  too  far,  even  to  serve  a 
patron/'  soliloquised  Lord  Clonmel,  with  musing  brow ; 
then  lifting  his  eyes  and  glancing  softly  into  the  face  of 
Captain  Armstrong,  he  continued,  with  bland  suavity: 
'*  How  are  affairs  progressing  at  Bond's  ?  Any  reinforce* 
ments  coming  to  the  United  Irishmen  P" 

The  gentleman  addressed  paused  a  moment  before  he 
made  answer,  then  coquettishly  dallying,  he  smiled,  sim- 
pered, looked  mysterious,  and  in  soft,  purring  tones  rejoined : 

*'  We  are  getting  on  to  our  satisfaction ;  recruits  abim- 
dant,  plans  maturing.  Fray,  don't  probe  me  deeper  just 
now«"  He  winked  significantly,  and  Lord  Glonmel,  taking 
the  hint,  resumed,  turning  to  Garhampton  : 

^^  By-the-by,  isn't  it  a  scandal  and  a  shame  to  see  a 
papist,  such  as  Byrne  of  Cabinteely,  in  possession  of  that 
fine  estate,  and  so  many  good  Protestants  lacking  an  acre 
of  land.     How  comes  it  ?  " 

"  Is  Byrne  a  Papist,  though  ?  "  said  Claudius  Beresford. 
'^  His  father,  George  Byrne,  read  his  recantation  and 
dropped  the  affix  when  he  married  the  sister  of  the  Mar- 
quis of  Buckingham." 

"  Ay,  did  he,"  cried  Garhampton,  with  a  sneer ;  "  and 
a  fine  convert  he  was :  seldom  if  ever  crossed  the  threshold 
of  a  church,  scoffed  the  bishops^  was  never  known  to 
entertain  a  minister  at  his  table  ;  and  though  he  lied  in 
lip,  in  heart  he  was  as  papistical  as  the  Pope  of  Homo 
could  desire.  Had  I  my  will  I'd  hang  all  such  humbugs. 
— But  what  of  the  present  man,  does  he  go  to  church  P  " 

"Was  never  seen  inside  of  a  church  door,"   briskly 
returned  GJonmel.    "  Married  a  papist,  old  Devereux  of 
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Carrigmanan's  daughter,  and  had  his  ohildren  baptised 
by  a  priest.     How  oomes  he  to  hold  the  property  ?  *' 

"Why,  I'll  tell  you;  easy  enough,''  cried  Claudius 
Beresford.  ''The  Buckingham  family  back  him  up, 
and  they  are  powerful ;  their  interest  and  patronage  is  his 
prop  and  shield.  So,  fitiend  Higgins,  you  needn't  be  gap- 
ing with  mouth  wide  open,  as  one  that  expected  a  plum  to 
fall  into  it.  Byrne  of  Cabinteely  is  as  firmly  rooted  in  his 
ground  as  you  are  seated  on  your  cushion.  Pass  over  the 
decanter,  Sandys." 

"  Armstrong,  why  don't  you  get  him  to  join  the  TTnited 
Irishmen ;  he  would  be  an  acquisition,"  exclaimed  Clonmel, 
eagerlj,  and  studying  the  countenance  of  the  captain  to 
leam  from  it,  had  an  object  so  desirable  been  already 
oompassed.  But  Armstrong,  fiddling  with  his  glass,  made 
hesitating  reply: 

"Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  and  I  called  uppn  him ;  he 
reoeived  us  kindly,  and  made  us  stay  for  dinner ;  but  he  re- 
fused point  blank  to  listen  to  our  overtures  ;  said  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  never  to  interfere  in  politics ;  warned  us 
against  the  danger  of  our  own  surreptitious  proceedings  ; 
hmted  that  we  would  be  betrayed  by  spies ;  in  short,  used 
such  admonition  and  caution  that,  fearful  of  Lord  Edward 
taking  alarm,  I  hurried  him  away." 

"  What  about  those  kinsmen  of  his  lately  come  from 
France,  whom  I  have  met  at  General  Cockburn's  ?'*  de- 
manded Beresford.  **  What  are  their  politics — revolution- 
ary, no  doubt  P" 

"  No,"  returned  Armstrong,  dejectedly.  '*  We  sounded 
them,  too,  and  they  won't  join  us.  Michael  is  the  only 
one  of  the  clan  we  found  pliant." 

"  I>\idge ! ''  roared  Major  Swan,  whose  potations  were 
beginning  to  render  him  animated,  ^'I'U  stake  my  soul — 
yes,  sir,  my  soul — that  every  man  of  the  name  is  a  rebel 
at  heart,  a — hiccup— covert  sneak,  disguised  Jesuit,  and 
—hiccup — I'll  pay  the  forfeit  to  Beelzebub  if  I  be  wrong 
in  my  verdict." 

Major  Sirr,  contemplating  Major  Swcm  with  afiectionate 
interest,  sighed  heavily,  threw  up  his  eyes,  and  said,  speak- 
ing thoughtfully  :  "  We  may,  by  a  very  simple  procef s 
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arrive  at  the  oonolusion  we  desire.  I  daresay  Mr.  Byrne 
is  a  very  loyal  person :  far  be  it  from  me  to  inour  reproba- 
tion by  jud^ng  or  condemning  any  man  unheard  ;  but^ 
then,  we  oannot  aooept  any  man's  charaoter  of  himself  on 
trust.  Now,  I  humbly  suggest  that  if  some  of  the  people 
about  the  village,  say  a  labourer  or  two,  or  some  of 
the  domestics  were  apprehended  and  questioned,  we  might 
elicit  some  reliable  information  as  to  the  real  opinions  and 
proceedings  of  that  family." 

"  Questioned  1  *'  growled  Major  Sandys,  darting  frofli  a 
pair  of  wolfish  eyes  a  glance  at  once  savage  and  con- 
temptuous at  Major  Sirr.  "  Are  you  spoony  enough  to 
fancy  you'll  worm  out  the  truth  by  questioning  such  lying 
knaves  P  " 

"  Then  we'll  scourge  it  out  of  them,  if  that  will  content 
you,"  returned  Major  Sirr,  with  conciliating  demeanour. 

"  Give  them  the  pitchcap,  the  picket,  and  the  rope ;  if 
these  won't  do,  try  fire  and  bum  it  out  of  them,"  said 
Major  Sandys,  mollified.  *'  Let  me  help  you,  and  see  if 
we  don't  get  some  of  them  to  swear  a  criminal  accusation 
against  this  fair-faced  gentleman,  and  pull  off  his  sheep- 
skin cloak.  If  we  do  succeed  as  I  anticipate,  mind  I 
will  covenant  for  a  share  in  the  booty ;  for  if  he  be 
found  treasonable,  all  the  Buckinghams  in  the  kingdom, 
with  the  viceroy  to  boot,  can't  save  his  neck  from  the  rope, 
and  his  estate  from  confiscation  ; — and  my  Lord  Norbury 
won't  object  to  pass  sentence." 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  facetiously  returned  the  judge, 
with  a  hideous  grimace  of  humour.  ^'  I  shall  never  demur 
to  render,  by  word  or  deed,  to  any  man  his  due;  but  this 
candidate,  being  of  more  note  than  usually  comes  within 
my  sphere,  must  be  awarded  a  funeral  oration,  to  impart 
solemnity  to  his  exit.  I  must  look  up  the  Bible  for  some 
appropriate  text.  There  is  nothing  I  like  so  much  or  more 
to  my  taste  than  weeding  the  world  of  mauvais  sujets,  and 
all  objectionable  characters." 

**  Would  I  could  minister  to  your  predilection,  and  hand 
over  Hussy  Burgh  and  Fitzgibbon  to  your  judicial  autho- 
rity, with  Magee,  and  a  few  more  I  could  name,"  muttered 
X/)rd  Clonmel,    while  lightning  flashed   from  the  eye. 
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leowling  beneath  his  morose  brow  ;  *^  then  might  I  know 
peaae  and  breathe  free  onoe  more." 

"I  shall  be  happy  to  oblige  you,  if  ever  occasion 
should  present  itself,"  returned  the  judge,  with  a  flourish 
and  gesture  of  oondesoension,  which  aping  the  ludicrous, 
set  the  table  in  a  roar.  He  was  interrupted  by  Squire 
Higgins  exclaiming : 

"  JDut  what  about  Byrne  of  Cabin teely  ?  Can't  ye  go  a 
shorter  way  to  work  ? — Can't  ye  fiat  him  ?*' 

*•  Yes,  by  a  lettre  de  cachet,  a  good  mode  of  proceeding," 
ofaserred  Carhampton ;  '^  but  he  is  so  well-hedged  in,  I 
doubt  if  we  could  reach  him  that  way." 

"  Close  investigation,"  suggested  Lord  Clonmel,  "  might 
discover  a  hole  in  the  hedge ;"  and  he  directed  a  shrewd 
glaaoe  at  Higgins,  who  quickly  caught  at  the  meaning, 
but  enlarged  uponTit,  crying  with  exultation,  and  a  leer  of 
exemeiatiDg  cunning  in  his  small  piggish  eyes :  **  Bodkins ! 
or  pick  one." 

"  The  very  thing,*'  re-echoed  Major  Sandys,  suddenly 
excited  into  a  twitter  of  exultation  at  the  openiup^  pros- 
pect of  plunder  to  be  partitioned.  "Nothing  eiioior — 
leave  the  working  out  of  the  job  to  me  ; — nothing  eabior 
than  to  supcena  a  few  perjurers,  hem ! — witnesses,  I  mean 
— ha,  ha,  ba  I  This  good  wine  of  yours.  Squire,  sets  the 
tongue  rolling  like  a  billiard-ball  from  the  mark.  Yes, 
leave  it  to  me  ;  we'll  dislodge  that  Papist  fox,  an'  put  good 
loyal  Protestants  in  his  shoes,  ha,  ha,  ha !" 

"  I  wouldn't  bet  on  your  success,"  responded  Beresford. 
**  Camden,  after  outraging  the  feelings  of  every  staunch 
Protestant  in  the  kingdom,  by  laying  the  foundation-stone 
of  the  popish  seminary  of  Maynooth,  and  bringing  popish 
bishops  to  dine  at  the  Castle,  won't  be  likely  to  set  his 
faoe  against  a  solitary  Papist ;  and  Castlereagh,  though  out 
of  temper  with  the  country,  and,  like  Achilles,  only  to  be 
appeased  by  blood,  has,  nevertheless,  among  the  Papists 
one  or  two  chums,  whom,  despite  their  creed,  he  favours. 
Depend  on  it,  if  the  influential  friends  of  Byrne  raise  a 
hullabaloo,  as  they  are  certain  to  do,  and  memorial  the 
powers  that  be,  you  will  have  your  labour  foi'  your  pains/' 
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"You  needn't  have  any  such  fears,"  returned  Lord 
Kingsborough^  looking  reassuringly  at  the  blank  visages 
of  Higgins,  Sandys,  and  the  rest.  "  Camden  hates  the 
whole  popish  brood  not  the  less  for  his  being  compelled  to 
make  a  oonoession  to  the  clamour  of  the  hottentots — ^that 
went  against  his  stomach.  Castlereagh  finds  it  expedient 
to  his  policy  to  gull  the  people  with  the  show  of  patronage 
of  one  or  two  of  their  demigods.  Do  we  not  see  that  while 
he  strokes  them  with  one  hand  he  scourges  them  with  the 
other  ?  Fitzgibbon  outgoes  him  in  detestation  of  the  country 
and  the  people,  and  boasts  aloud  he  will  make  the  Papists 
as  tame  as  cats." 

*'  Get  along ;  you've  nothing  to  fear ;  they'll  not  stem 
the  course  of  law  in  favour  of  a  Papist  in  whom  they  have 
no  special  interest,  unless  he  makes  it  himself  worth  their 
while,  and  in  that  you  can  circumvent  him." 

"  But  my  Lord  Glonmel  won't  countenance  it ;  he's  a 
patriot  and  favours  the  Papists/'  cried  Major  Sirr,  ogling 
his  lordship  with  satirical  humour. 

"  Hold  your  jaw !     I  was  a  d d  ass !"  vociferated 

Clonmel,  half-frowning,  half-mirthfuUy.  "Having  a 
talent  for  acting,  I  got  up  one  morning  moonstruck  with 
the  notion  that  I  would  play  the  double  rdk  of  tribune 
and  statesman  to  achieve  popularity,  without  one  iota  of 
sympathy  in  the  matter.  I  voted  for  the  Boman  Catholic 
Bill,  and  by  so  doing  fell  to  zero  in  Government  favour, 
without  gaining  public  applause,  as  I  wouldn't  go  the 
whole  hog  with  the  people,  like  Grattan.  I  can't  think 
how  Burgh  contrives  it :  he's  the  best  actor  I  know  of,  for 
he  keeps  with  the  people  and  Government  both ;  and  as  to 
my  patriotism,  why,  all  I  have  to  say  is,  I'd  be  sorry  to 
sanction,  by  my  example  or  approval,  the  unnatural  villi- 
fioation  of  fatherland  in  which  Lord  Glare  vents  his  spleen, 
or  the  atrocious  coercion  of  which  he  is  the  advocate  for 
crushing  the  people ;  but  as  for  courting  popularity  again 
by  patronising  this  measure  or  that,  one  man  or  another  I 
declare  off *' 

"  Isn't  that  a  hard  case  about  young  O'DriscoU  P"  here 
chimed  in  Major  Swan,  diverting  the  theme  to  another 
current.   "  As  fine  a  young  fellow  as  ever  you  saw,  Protes- 


THE  OLD  HUGUENOT  HOUSE.  29 

taut  and  all,  ohouse  J  out  of  his  father's  estate  and  illegiti- 
matised  by  some  flaw  in  his  birth  that  debars  him  from 

inheriting " 

"Glad  of  it; — conceited  puppy!"  ejaculated  Claudius 
Beresford. 

"  One  of  the  godly  saints  that  all  your  blandishments 
oould  not  entice  to  become  one  of  our  club  in  that  Arcadian 
locality  and  elysian  bower  of  Crane-lane,"*  laughed  Kings- 
borough,  winking  over  a  glass  of  punch  at  the  squire,  who 
naively  returned,  pursing  his  flabby  nether  lip : 

**  I  hate  these  pious  ones ;  they  come  to  no  good  for  all 
their  sneaking  whine  and  cant." 

'^  He's  a  great  crony  of  as  big  a  Pharisee  as  himself, 
Moira's  chaplain,  Berwick,  that  I  was  within  an  aim's  ace 
of  having  sent  on  board  a  transport  for  meddling  in  favour 
of  some  rebel  scoundrels  I  thought  fit  to  punish  at  his  gate," 
exdaimed  Carhampton,  and  with  an  expression  of  coun- 
tenance that  in  its  concentrated  malignity  was  scarcely 
short  of  demoniac,  he  added,  jerking  his  head  menacingly : 
"  He  had  better  be  careful,  lest  I  may  put  my  threat  into 
execution  some  day." 

"Look  you  here,  now,"  said  Clonmel,  interposing, 
"  parsons,  Sishops,  and  churchmen  of  every  grade,  I  hate 
the  cloth ;  they  are  beginning  with  that  insolent,  avaricious 
despot  Ager,  a  self-seeking,  greedy,  hypocritical  lot.  I 
pick  but  one  grain  of  wheat  out  of  the  bushel  of  chaff,  and 
that  man  is  Berwick.  Let  him  alone.  And,  faith,  I'm  sorry 
for  Maurice  O'Driscoll ; — not  that  I  think  many  men  are 
worth  being  sorry  for ; — but  his  father,  Sir  Phinius,  a  jolly 
old  toper  and  foxhunter,  was  the  most  reckless,  hospitable, 
and  best  sample  of  an  Irishman  I  ever  knew.  Many  a 
pleasant  day  I  spent  with  him  in  Garryowel,  where  the 
wine  flowed  like  water  and  we  turned  the  night  into  day, 
and  followed  the  hounds  from  mom  till  night.  His  wife, 
too,  an  Englishwoman  and  a  Protestant,  was  as  nice  a 
person  as  ever  I  met.  Pity  any  informality  in  the  marriage 
should  have  illegalised  it  and  cast  her  son  adrift.  I'd 
help  him  if  I  could;  but  out  of  office  myself  now,  what  can 
I  do?" 

*  An  infamous  gambliog-house  kept  by  Higgina. 
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''  Psha !  the  milk  of  human  kindness  will  never  st&g^ate 
in  your  bosom !"  cried  Beresford,  ironically.  *'  Methought 
Carleton's  ingratitude  had  cured  you  of  the  weakness  of 
making  men ^" 

"Worthless  wretch!"  aspirated  Olonmel,  scowling 
wrathfuUy. 

"  O'DrisooU  would  just  pay  you  in  the  same  coin.  Gxdl- 
ford  Colandisk  is  worth  a  score  of  such  holy  humbugs." 

Clonmel  smiled:  ''Ay,  Guilford  Golandisk  is  a  cork 
that  would  float  when  a  plummet  would  go  to  the  bottom. 
He  has  the  great  talent  of  prevaricating  with  a  plausible 
face,  and  he  is  not  afflicted  with  that  propensity  to  veracity 
that  mars  many  a  man's  fortune." 

''  Neither  does  he  make  wry  faces  at  pleasure,  or  set  up 
to  be  a  censor  of  others  by  implied  deprecation,  refusing 
to  join  in  their  amusements  or  make  himself  one  with  them 
in  any  pursuit,"  fiercely  retorted  Beresford,  who  discerned 
a  latent  sneer  in  the  invidious  commendation  of  his  firiend's 
eulogist.  "  Guilford  for  my  money ;  I'm  glad  the  shock- 
headed  Davidsons  have  got  possession  of  Garryowel." 

"  I*m  not,'*  said  Carhampton. 

"  Why  ?"  cried  Beresford,  snappishly. 

"  Because  it  will  be  the  means  of  tlurusting  the  pauper 
for  ever  into  our  path  to  jostle  us  for  alms." 

"Pooh,  spurn  him!"  And  with  this  exhortation,  the 
cloth  being  removed,  the  gentlemen  turned  round  to  the 
fire  and  to  cigars.  Beresford  continued  in  laudation  of 
his  £riend :  "  It  puzzles  me  why  Sir  Henry  Oavendish,  who 
stands  so  well  with  Government,  to  whose  politics  he  is 
such  an  obsequious  bolster,  doesn't  get  a  shove  up  for  his 
relative  Ghiilford.  Many  a  one  with  half  his  pretensions 
has  climbed  over  his  head.  Now,  I'll  lay  a  wager, 
O'Driscoll,  if  he  don't  make  out  to  pension  himself  on 
some  patron,  will  be  for  putting  his  shoulder  to  the  wheel 
to  work  upward :  he's  just  a  fellow  that  looks  like  it,  vigo- 
rous and  pushing." 

*'  Look  you  here,"  said  Clonmel,  *'  I  don't  mean  to  dis- 
parage Guilford ;  he's  just  the  man  to  thrive:  fashionable, 
eminently  gifted  with  finesse,  engratiating  in  manner, 
pever  ru£led  in  temper,  insinuating  with  all ;  yet  he  lacks 
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energy ;  lie  is — let  me  say  it  in  plain  words — ^an  idle 
spendthrift,  whom  no  patronage  could  benefit.  O'DrisooU 
iB  his  antithesis,  yet  possessed  of  those  very  qualities,  or 
rather  lacking  those  yery  requisites  which  must  obstruct 
his  least  advancement  and  counteract  his  fortune.  No 
man  can  prosper  who  knows  not  how  to  dissimulate,  and 
who  presents  himself  to  the  world  labelled  as  to  what  he 
is,  an  impulsiye  man ;  showing  in  his  aspect  every  emotion 
of  his  bosom  is  an  unsealed  letter  to  be  taken  advantage  of 
by  friend  and  foe.  Aman  whose  tongue  eschewing  diplomacy 
will  thunder  out  the  words  in  his  mind  without  modification, 
and  whose  bolt  upright  spirit  won't  fiexibly  bend  to  circum- 
stances or  policy  that  is  no  man  to  prosper  in  the  zig-zag 
progress  of  life.  No,  I  wouldn't,  if  I  could,  give  my  hand 
to  uphold  such  a  ponderous  weight.  If  you  would  assist  a 
client  he  must  of  himself  help  you." 

'^Fact!"  curtly  affirmed  Carhampton,  spitting  into  the 
fire.     "  When  did  you  see  our  dure  amie,  Higgins  P" 

"  Which  do  you  mean — the  ballet  dancer,  or  that  she- 
dragon  Llwellen  P" 

The  question  had  scarcely  passed  the  lips  of  the  squire, 
when  the  door  was  flung  open  and  the  personage  distin- 
gmshed  by  that  respectable  sobriquet  entered,  unexpected 
eridently,  to  judge  by  the  consternation  and  commotion 
occasioned  by  her  appearance,  which  we  shall  only  describe 
by  saying  she  was  a  coarse,  vulgar-looking  female,  passed 
\er  premiere  jmneB8e^vfi\}i  an  excessively  bad,  forbidding 
countenance,  bold,  presuming  air,  free,  indecorous  manners 
and  flashily  attired  in  a  harlequin  combination  of  colours 
composed  of  expensive  material,  and  decorated  with  a  mass 
of  ill-assorted  yet  costly  trinkets.  Much  empressementf 
bowever,  was  evinced  by  her  gentlemen  friends  to  receive 
her  with  honour :  she  was  marshalled  to  the  chair  of  state, 
presented  with  wine ;  and  long  after  the  smirking  menials 
Lad  withdrawn,  loud  talk  and  boisterous  laughter  betokened 
that  her  presence  had  contributed  largely  to  augment  the 
social  gaiety  of  the  company. 
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OHAPTEE  III. 

MOIRA   HOUSE — USHBR's   ISLAND. 

'•  Britain,  by  thee  we  fell ;  ungrateful  isle! 
Xot  by  tby  ralour,  but  superior  guile. 
Britain,  witli  shame  confess  this  land  of  mine 
First  taught  thee  human  knowledge  and  diyine : 
My  prelates,  and  my  students,  sent  from  hence, 
Made  your  sons  converts,  both  to  G-od  and  sense ; 
Not  like  the  pastors  of  thy  ravenous  breed, 
Who  came  to  fleece  the  flocks  and  not  to  feed.'* 

Swift. 

MoiRA  House  !  What  reminisoenoes  of  the  past  are  oon- 
jured  by  the  name  of  this  onoe  patrioian  dwelUng !  What 
subject  of  meditation  for  the  moralist  of  the  present  day  !-^ 
what  theme  upon  which  to  dilate  to  point  a  moral  or  adorn 
a  tale ! — what  traditions  of  public  note  or  private  personal 
record  cling  round  its  walls,  not  mouldered  by  time,  not 
broken  by  the  iconoclastic  violence  of  the  sieger,  or  denuded 
by  the  fiery  war-trail  of  the  foe,  nevertheless  standing  a 
sad  memento,  one  among  many,  indeed,  of  vicissitude,  a 
mute  historian  of  the  wreck  and  ruin  wrought  by  the  hand 
of  the  spoiler  upon  the  devastated  metropolis  of  a  subju- 
gated country!  Situate  on  Usher's  Island,  overlooking 
the  river,  and  within  a  few  minutes'  walk  of  the  Phoenix 
Park,  the  eye  of  the  stranger  is  attracted  by  an  edifice,  too 
insignificant  to  engage  admiration,  yet  too  striking  to 
pass  by  unnoticed — a  long  stone  fia^ade  of  two  stories, 
embellished  by  many  windows,  regularly  disposed,  over- 
looking the  Liffey,  and  a  small  court  separating  it  from 
the  thoroughfare  without.  This  is  the  Dublin  mendicity, 
the  receptacle  of  the  most  wretched  paupers  and  beggared 
misery  and  refuse  of  the  city.  Not  so  at  the  period  of  our 
narrative — a  princely  mansion  located  in  the,  at  that 
time,  fashionaole  quarter  of  the  metropolis.  Moira  House, 
the  residence  of  Francis,  second  Earl  of  Moira,  and  his 
mother,  the  dowager  countess,  was  the  brilliant  scene  of 
constant  magnificent  entertainments,  and  the  familiar 
rendezvous  not  only  of  the  chartered  aristooraoy,  their 
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noble  peers,  but  of  all  the  genius  and  worth  of  the  land 
that  found  ready  patronage  and  favour  from  the  exalted 
personages  whose  enlightened  minds  and  superior  intelleo- 
toal  attainments  so  well  adapted  them  to  act  with  oourtly 
grace  the  part  of  host  and  hostess,  and  delight  the  charmed 
circle  of  which  they  were  the  centre.  Early  in  the  month 
of  March,  '98,  again  those  spacious  saloons  were  thrown 
open  for  the  reception  of  unlimited  guests;  for,  exclusively 
of  the  specially  invited,  all  who  came  were  welcome. 
Through  the  crimson  drapery  of  the  drawing-room  glowed 
the  dazzling  lustre  of  the  chandeliers ;  from  the  topmost 
storeys*  unveiled  windows  streamed  a  blaze  of  torchlight, 
reflecting  a  red  flame  upon  the  dark  water  gliding  peacefully 
along  below  and  dispersing  the  gloom  around.  The  suite 
of  lower  apartments — dining  hall,  vestibule,  &c. — basked  in 
luminous  radiance,  wrought  by  the  converging  rays  of 
many  lamps,  commingled  with  the  warmer  e£FuIgence  of 
the  ruddy  hearth.  Viewed  at  a  distance,  rising  through  the 
sombre  trees  and  extensive  gardens  (the  former  now  cut 
down,  the  latter  covered  with  buildings  and  offices),  Moira 
House  glittered  like  a  diadem  on  the  brow  of  night,  a 
thing  most  fair  and  beautiful  to  gaze  upon  entranced.  Nor 
were  other  allurements  wanting  to  add  their  quota  to  its 
attraction :  music  echoed  from  its  halls ;  the  din  and  mur* 
mur  of  surging  crowds  swell  from  its  court,  lighted  by 
flambeaux,  as  chariot  after  chariot,  how  many,  in  those 
palmy  days  of  ephemeral  splendour,  alas  I  too  soon  eclipsed, 
rolling  up,  deposit  their  gay  freight,  and  depart  to  make 
way  for  new  arrivals.  Whose  is  this  close  carriage,  coming 
slowly  along  and  obstructing  the  course  of  several  hand- 
some  equipages  following  in  its  wake  ?  It  draws  up ; 
Viscount  and  Lady  Castlereagh  alight,  and,  amid  ranks  of 
powdered  and  bedizened  footmen,  and  fussy  attendants, 
they  proceed  leisurely  up  the  great  staircase.  Swiftly 
follows  a  splendid  landau  and  pair,  and  the  suppressed 
hisses  of  the  populace,  venting  imprecations  upon  his  pre- 
decessor, explode  in  a  stormy  cheer  as  Henry  Grattan  and 
lus  wife  are  recognised  and  greeted.     Next  comes  the 

*  Taken  off  in  1826,  when,  the  houte  was  sold. 
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popular  Earl  of  Gharlemont,  and  Conolly  of  Castletown, 
whom  Government  is  not  wealthy  enough  to  bribe  with 
plaoe  or  pension  for  his  support,  in  its  effort  to  carry 
the  Union.  In  quick  succession  dashes  up  an  equipage, 
with  four  prancing  steeds,  all  hot  and  olown,  from  a 
distanoe,  and  yells  of  rage  and  execration  from  the 
populace  proclaim  the  arrival  of  Lord  Carhampton,  styled 
in  familiar  parlance  among  them  Satanides.  Darting 
a  savage  glance  at  the  mob,  his  lordship  makes  swift 
ezity  but  has  scarcely  escaped  from  the  howl  that  jars 
unpleasantly  on  his  ears  when  it  is  renewed  and  pro- 
longed, interluded  with  strange  notes  like  the  cries  and 
mewing  of  cats,  and  snarling  of  dogs,  as  a  curricle,  drawn 
by  a  pair  of  fiery  horses,  bolts  along,  and  a  fierce,  dark, 
beetle-browed  man,  with  lurid  eyes  and  menacing  aspect, 
springs  out,  scarcely  waiting  for  the  horses  to  be  pulled  up, 
and  with  the  ringing  step  and  tramp  of  a  centurion  or  a 
soldier  of  the  old  Boman  iron  legion,  he  paced  along,  and 
disappeared  within  the  vestibule,  scowling  back  silent  retort 
to  the  groans  and  hisses  rained  down  like  a  hurricane  and 
invoking  malediction  upon  Fitzgibbon,  Lord  Clare.  Suc- 
ceeding this  burst  of  frenzy  there  was  a  lull  of  silence,  as 
a  handsomely  appointed  carriage  and  four  rolled  quietly 
up,  and  the  slow,  revolving  wheels  arrested,  Robert  Byrne 
of  Cabinteely  and  his  wife  descended,  and  without  obstruc- 
tion proceeded  on  their  way.  Bobert  Byrne  was  not  a 
public  man,  hence  not  recognised  as  such ;  but  many  a 
murmur  in  the  throng,  wafting  to  his  ear  a  kindly  ^'  God 
bless  ye,  sir,"  **  Long  life  to  yer  honour  an*  the  noble  lady 
beside  ye,"  "  Good-luck  to  the  ould  stock,''  &c.,  demon* 
stratedthat  in  his  private  capacity  of  country  gentleman  of 
ancient  descent,  the  object  of  their  good- will  was  both  known 
and  respected  by  the  ubiquitous  people.  Closely  following, 
dashing  up  with  lively,  spirited  coursers,  all  animation, 
vigour,  and  suavity,  Hussey  Burgh,  and  his  presence — at 
once  courteous  and  dignified — was  hailed  with  acclamation 
that  denoted  him  as  one  of  the  popular  idols.  After  him, 
in  chariot  and  pair,  came  in  much  state  and  parade,  with 
running  footmen,  Claudius  Beresford,  and  in  swift  rotation 
Sir  John  Moore,  Lord  Kingsborough,  Judge  Day,  General 
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acnd  Mrs.  Oookbum,  Sir  Ralph  Aberorombie,  Archbishop 
Ager,  with  a  stream  of  less  oonspiouous  oelebrities ;  and 
soon  the  sumptuous  ootagonal  saloon  of  Moira  House, 
pronounced  by  John  Wesley,  in  1775,  more  elegant  than 
any  he  had  ever  seen  in  England,  was  thronged  with  a 
brflliant  assemblage  of  all  the  ^lite  of  birth,  rank,  and 
station,  and  all  the  flower  of  genius,  literature,  profession, 
art,  and  science;  convened  into  a  focus  by  the  magic  wand 
of  a  host  who  was  not  only  a  peer,  but  a  gentleman  in  the 
true  use  of  the  term,  who,  while  offering  refined  hospitality 
to  all,  directed  his  courtesy  to  each,  and  never  lost  sight  of 
the  least  as  well  as  the  highest  in  company ;  and  the  fasci- 
nating manner  of  a  hostess,  peculiar  to  hereditary  lineage, 
simple,  polished,  inartificial,  which,  combining  dignity 
with  affability  and  goodness  of  heart,  imparted  the  ease 
and  charm  of  a  home  circle  to  the  reunion,  where  even 
adverse  politicians,  for  the  time  being,  waived  hostile 
attitude^  and  without  rancour  advocated  each  his  opinion, 
or  maintained  his  ground,  fencing  with  wit  and  argument 
to  worst  his  opponent,  and  if  not  converting  a  proselyte,  at 
least  dispelling  a  prejudice.  Conspicuously  occupying  a 
velvet-cushioned  chair,  near  a  window  which  reached  £rom 
the  ceiling  to  the  floor,  and  whose  sides  were  inlaid  with 
mother-of-pearl,  lounges  in  easy  attitude  Lord  Castle- 
reagfa,  and  cold  as  an  icicle,  impassive  as  a  statue,  he  appears 
to  Usten  with  apathetic  snule  of  real  or  feigned  indifference 
to  a  warm  discussion  maintained  between  several  gentlemen 
grouped  close  at  hand.  Their  debate  is  so  interesting  (for 
they  are  rivals  in  politics),  and  carried  on  with  so  much 
fire  and  vehemence  of  declamation,  that  circle  after  circle 
of  intensely  excited  auditors  form  a  cordon  around  them, 
and  baulking  the  efforts  of  the  hostess  to  restore  the 
kaleidoscopic  aspect  of  the  saloon  with  ever- varying  yet 
commingled  particles.  It  is  broken  and  divided  into  two 
seotions — the  card-tables,  monopolised  by  several  coteries 
of  ladies  and  a  few  gentlemen  at  one  end,  and  the  den^e  . 
ooncourse  at  the  other.  In  the  full  blaze  of  her  proud 
beauty.  Lady  Castlereagh,  standing  beside  a  young  man 
of  bright,  laughing  aspect,  occupied  with  the  puerile  pastime 
of  playing  a  quizz,  alternately  with  air  of  curiosity  and 
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attention,  oontemplated  her  noble  husband,  to  deoipher 
what  impressions,  if  any,  were  wrought  upon  his  phlegmatic 
nature  by  dint  of  sharp  home  thrusts  and  side  blows 
betimes  levelled  with  aim,  or  glunciug  haphazard  from  the 
conflicting  parties  at  himself,  but  imperturbable  as  idol  of 
Dagon  throned  in  its  nioh,  pinnaol'ed  above  the  wrangle  of 
mortals  to  which  it  was  sublimely  inaccessible.  Lord  Castle- 
reagh  heard  Walter  Hussey  Burgh,  the  favourite  of  Govern- 
ment, in  stormy  retoi*t  to  Lord  Clare,  loudly  inveighing 
Hgainst  his  patron,  and  championing  the  patriot  cause,  as» 
fearless  and  deprecating,  he  exclaimed : 

'^  I  am  prepared  with  proof  to  maintain  the  assertion  I 
make  here,  aud  shall  renew  upon  every  occasion.  The 
usurped  authority  of  a  foreign  parliament  has  kept  up  the 
most  wicked  laws  that  a  jealous,  monopolisiug,  ungrateful 
Fpirit  could  devise  to  enclave  the  nation ;  to  answer  the 
most  sordid  views  the  country  is  treated  with  savage  cruelty ; 
the  words  penalty,  punishment,  and  Ireland  are  synony- 
mous :  they  are  marked  in  blood  on  the  margin  of  the 
statutes." 

'^  I  do  not  mesxL  to  deny,''  exclaimed  Lord  Glare,  with 
a  browbeating  look  at  his  intrepid  antagonist,  ''that 
coercive  measures— the  only  measures  through  which  the 
sense  of  this  refractory  malcontent  country  can  be  appealed 
to — are  in  force,  but  I  deny  that  they  are  one-half  as  severe 
as  they  are  alleged  to  be,  or  as  the  exigency  of  the  need 
requires ;  and  if  the  perverse  people  so  much  complain  of 
the  application  of  the  rod,  let  them  be  taught  by  it  to  learn 
t  he  lesson  of  subordination  and  good  behaviour  it  inculcates : 
so  prove  their  title  to  exemption  of  punishment." 

'*  To  utter  invectives  against  people  under  pretence  of 
advice,  and,  in  goading  them  to  insurrection,  sanction 
ourselves  with  pretext  for  slaughtering  them,  is  methinks, 
sir,  weak  argument  in  our  favour,"  gravely  chimed  iu 
Henry  Grattan,  meditatively  resting  his  broad  Indian 
chin  of  talent  upon  his  hand,  and  rather  looking  away 
from  than  at  Lord  Clare,  who  with  high,  imperious  tone, 
rejoined : 

'^  You  jump  at  wholesale  conclusions,  Grattan,  as  absurd 
as  they  are  without  foundation^  in  your  enthusiastic  devotion 
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to  your  hobby.  Ton  advance  the  ohimerioal  ohai^  that 
because  a  few  disaffected  ringleadei^  of  sedition  are  chastised, 
ve  are  goading  the  people  to  insurrection.    I  deny  it  I" 

"  Unfortunately,''  returned  Grattan,  meeting  the  wrath- 
ful eye  of  his  adversary  with  a  firm  brow,  "  we  have  evi- 
dence against  you.  I  appeal  to  the  officers  of  the  army 
standing  beside  us — to  Lord  Kingsborough,  Lord  Car- 
hampton,  Sir  Italph  Aberorombie,  Sir  John  Moore,  and  all 
— wnetberthey  cannot,  and  do  not,  by  virtue  of  the  Mutiny 
Act — an  Act  of  the  British  Parliament — ^fine,  confine,  torture, 
and  execute  at  will  and  pleasure  upon  their  own  judgment 
and  verdict  their  fellow-subjects  here ;  nay,  more,  have 
not  the  very  soldiers  licence  to  ill-treat  and  injure  in  their 
lives  and  property  the  people  upon  whom  they  are  quar- 
tered? Is  a  country  so  circumstanced  freeP  Have  a 
people  so  deprived  of  protection  and  security  for  life  and 
property  nothing  to  complain  of,  no  excuse  for  standing 
up  in  their  own  defence  against  aggression  and  tyranny  P ' 
"Pooh,  pooh,"  cried  Lord  Kingsborough,  contemp- 
tuously. ^'  Doesn't  the  Czar  knout  his  serfs  P  The  more 
of  the  lash  you  give  slaves  the  better :  their  hides  are 
tough,  and  it  agrees  with  their  constitution." 

Lord  Moira,  who  stood  near,  turned  away  with  a  shrug 
of  his  shoidder,  and  observed  aloud,  with  ill-concealed  look 
of  disgust:  ^^  Seeing  what  I  have  seen,  and  hearing  what 
I  have  heard,  in  this  unhappy  country,  were  I  an  Irishman 
I  should  be  a  rebel." 

"  *Tis  hinted  by  some,  enemies,  no  doubt,  my  lord," 
gmiled  for  the  first  time,  thawing  and  breaking  the  ice  of 
reserve,  Lord  Castlereagh,  "that  you  sympathise  with 
the  rebels.  I  need  not  say  your  friends  reject  the  accusa- 
tion." 

"My  firiends  are  very  kind,"  drily  responded  Lord 
Hoira,  perceiving  in  this  insinuation  a  covert  allusion  to 
his  intimacy  with  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  whose  senti- 
ments were  too  well  known  to  be  doubted ;  "  but  be  they 
disagreeable  truths,  or  merited  encomium,  I  trust  I  am 
free-born  Briton  enough  to  speak  my  mind,  and  I  avow 
that  if  the  country  be  drifting,  as  it  is  evidently,  to  insur- 
ZMtion,  it  oan  show  cause  wherefore." 
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^^  That's  an  iosidiouB  impeaohment  of  the  Goveitunent,'' 
said  Lord  Oare,  bitterly,  **  a  serious  aocusation  against  Pitt, 
whose  policy  it  impugns.  I'd  warn  you,  my  lord,  be  more 
guarded  in  expressing  yourself.** 

Here  Lord  Clonmel  interposed,  and  though  animated 
with  little  interest  in  the  country  or  the  people,  yet  for 
the  sufficient  reason  of  opposing  his  hated  antagonist,  he 
warmly  undertook  its  defence,  exclaiming  with  sten- 
torian energy,  and  with  knitted  brows  frowning  back  with 
interest  the  dark  frown  of  Fitzgibbon. 

*'  The  noble  Moira  has  not  said  amiss.  The  Irish  are 
the  most  oppressed,  abused,  and  pillaged  people  on  the  face 
of  the  earth ;  Bussian  serfs,  Turks,  Hottentots,  cannot  be 
compared  in  condition  with  that  to  which  they  are  reduced 
by  British  government  and  British  planters ;  and  if  they 
\^ere  not  so  content  to  stuff,  and  guzzle,  and  submit  to  the 
state  of  things,  long  since  they'd  have  brought  their  masters 
to  the  right-about :  but  drunkenness  is  their  bane,  and  gives 
the  greedy  hordes  of  English  and  Scotch  swindlers  such 
advantage  over  them;  yes,  there's  the  rock  they  go  to 
pieces  upon,  excess  in  drink." 

*'  I  crave  your  pardon,  my  lord,  for  declining  to  believe 
you  have  solved  the  question  of  the  enigma  that  militates 
ngainst  our  national  cohesion  and  holds  us  in  chain  of 
bondage,"  exclaimed  a  sonorous  voice,  slightly  tinted  with 
a  foreign  accent,  and  a  suspicion  of  brogue.  Every  eye 
turned  inquisitive  as  Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byme,  with  easy 
address  the  former,  and  open  smile  the  latter,  advanced 
into  the  circle.  "I  may  not  deny,"  continued  Hugh,  for 
it  was  he  who  spoke,  and  his  countenance  expanded  with 
humour,  "  that  we  of  the  mere  Irishry  are  keen  enough  to 
appreciate  a  good  thing,  and  wise  enough  to  enjoy  it. 
Hence  we  by  no  means  profess,  like  good  Mahomedans,  to 
abjure  the  wine  cup,  or  surreptitiously  quaff  it  in  our 
sleeve — farther  still  from  our  heart  or  our  thought  to  put 
on  demure  lip  and  denounce,  as  an  evil  tiling,  the  soul- 
inspiring  elixir  of  our  mountain  dew ;  but  this  I  deny, 
point  blank,  that  we  addict  ourselves  more  to  the  beguiling 
stimulant  than  our  English  neighbours  around  us,  who,  if 
the  indulgence  be  blamablci  should  themselves  set  us  a 
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Ibetter  eitample«  For  instance,  as  it  is  not  censurable,  I 
may  quote  examples  without  risk  of  detraction.  Is  it  not 
well  known  that  Judge  Boyd,  regarding  the  beverage  as 
truly  can  de  vie,  keeps  a  supply  of  it  on  the  desk  before 
bim  when  in  court,  to  revive  from  time  to  time  his  flagging 
spirit  ?  Have  we  not  seen  Baron  Moncton  swaying  along 
by  zig-zag  lines  to  the  bench,  and  Chief  Justices  Jeffreys 
and  Scroggs,  Dawson,  and  others  of  English  name  and 
pedigree  under  convivial  influence,  jostling  sober  citizens 
and  progressing  by  circuitous  rotation,  threatening  their 
perpendicular  with  ignoble  shock,  to  their  destination? 
1  ou  must  allow  I  cite  evidence  in  support  of  my  plea ;" 
and  he  closed  his  peroration  with  a  loud,  cheery  laugh, 
leisurely  applying  a  pinch  of  snuff  to  his  rather  red  and 
inflated  nostril. 

Lord  Clonmel  surveyed  the  speaker  with  smooth,  silky 
smile,  whose  chief  expression  was  confiding  innocence  and 
engaging  frankness.  Lord  Castlereagh^  same  time,  with 
aspect  half-amused,  half-sardonic,  lifted  his  gold  eyeglass 
and  contracting  his  eye  into  a  parenthesis  of  wrinkles, 
ogled  Hugh  with  scrutinising  attention  ;  but  Lord  Clare, 
whose  animosity  to  Lord  Clonmel  was  yet  exceeded  by  the 
detestation  and  scorn  in  which  he  held  his  native  land, 
broke  forth  in  rabid  vituperation : 

"  Bosh,  sir !  the  people,  that  is,  the  Irish  popish  class  of 
the  population  you  stand  forward  with  so  much  confidence 
and  presumption  to  defend  or  extol,  I  know  not  which, 
are  beyond  your  ability,  or  any  body  else's,  to  belaud :  a 
drunken,  lying,  thieving,  knavish  lot.  Would  we  were  quit 
of,  to  Beelzebub  T* 

A  brief  pause  succeeded  this  oration,  for  Hugh  O'Byme, 
alternately  pale  and  red  with  speechless  wrath,  seemed  as 
he  glared  upon  the  speaker  like  one  at  a  loss  for  words  in 
which  to  launch  out  in  crushing  retort.  Grattan  and 
Hussey  Burgh,  with  compressed  lips  and  moody  brow,  were 
silent ;  no  one  appeared  to  care  to  draw  down  upon  his 
head  the  lightning  from  the  electric  battery  of  Lord  Clare's 
domineering  insolence,  when  a  young  man,  of  noble  bear- 
ing, lofty  in  stature,  and  of  fair  complexion,  swung  himself 
tlffough  the  circle,  and  vis-a-m  oonfronting  the  despotio 
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lord  chancellor,  whose  frown  had  oft  annihilated  many  ft 
lees  resolute  spirit,  coolly  addressed  him  while  he  abruptly 
swept  a  tangle  of  auburn  curls  from  a  bold,  expansive 
brow,  and  his  lips  curved  in  a  scornful  smile,  spoke,  too, 
with  somewhat  of  an  English  accent,  and  his  physiognomy 
was  altogether  more  Saxon  than  Celtic  : 

"  Halt,  my  Lord  Glare !    Snaffle,  whip,  and  spur,  where 
are  you  galloping  to  with  the  character  of  the  country  ? 
Bom,  bred,  and  reared  in  it,  son  of  an  English  mother, 
therefore  impartial;    son   of  an    Irish  father,  therefore 
patriotic,  I  claim  to  know  as  much  of  my  countrymen — I 
mean  the  infamous,  Irish,  popish  class — as  any  man,  and 
deny  utterly  that  you  have  drawn  an  accurate  picture  of 
them.    Most  true,  there  is  abundance  of  thieving,  lying, 
knavery,  and  vice  in  the  land ;  but  where  do  we  meet  it  on 
every  hand,  at  every  turn,  but  among  the  hog's  draff  of 
alien  import?     Look  here — a  hundred  years  ago,  Sir 
Henry  Piers,  himself  of  English  stock,  describes  the  soul- 
logues,   as  the  Irish  called  them,  that  is,  the  English 
newly-imported  farmers  and  planters  of  Westmeath,  as  a 
crafty  and  subtle  lot  in  all  manner  of  bargaining,  full  of 
equivocation  and  mental  reservation  in  their  dealings  in 
fairs  and  markets,  where  in  cheating  and  lying  they  make 
it  their  work  to  overreach  anyone  with  whom  they  deal. 
Now,  I  maintain  these  worthies,  who  were  not  long  enough 
in  the  country  to  be  so  soon  corrupted  by  contact  virith  the 
air  or  with  the  soil  of  it,  and  had  little  or  no  communi- 
cation with  the  aborigines,  who  were  all  banished  to  hell 
or  Gonnaught,  to  be  infected  so  easily  by  their  example, 
must  have  come  over   to   the  country  ready  schooled 
adepts;  hence,  when  we   have  to  find  fault  with  our 
countrymen's  morals,  let  us  be  just  and  saddle  the  right 
horse." 

As  the  young  man,  flushed  and  excited,  paused  and 
gazed  around  with  air  of  conscious  triumph  and  self-appro- 
nation,  fearless,  and  defiant  of  Fitzgibbon  s  mortified  aspect, 
and  the  deprecating  sneers  of  Glaudius  Beresford,  Lord 
Garhampton,  and  Lord  Eingsborough,  for  which  he  felt  the 
approving  smiles  of  Grrattan,  Burgh,  and  others  an  ample 
equivalent,  Lord  Garhampton  slunk  aside  as  Claudius 
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Beresford,  hastening  to  the  relief  of  his  orestfallea  friend, 
said,  with  cool  sang /raid: 

*'  I'm  sure,  my  dear  O'DrisoolI,  there  is  no  need  to 
lose  temper  and  evince  so  muoh  heat  of  argument  on  a 
subject  of  import  so  small  as  the  vices  or  virtues  of  your 
ragged  aborigines.  If  it  will  please  you  to  laud  the  idols,  why 
we  shall,  par  complaisance^  vote  the  tatterdemalion  orew  all 
Olympic  deities,  canonise  rags,  and  swear  that  mud  hovels 
are  paradisiacal  bowers*  Don't  look  so  grumpy;  we 
shall  leave  you  nothing  to  complain  of  on  the  score  of 
our  liberality,  ha,  ha,  ha !" 

Miles  O'Byrne  who  till  now  had  been  a  mute  auditor, 
wrestling  with  a  chaffed  and  fuming  spirit,  broke  all  control 
of  himself,  and  ignoring  the  oft-repeated- cautions  of  his 
more  prudent  kinsman^  BobertByrne  of  Oabinteely,  stepped 
up,  and  despite  the  warning  adjuration  whispered  in  his  ear, 
"For  God's  sake,  Miles,  beware  of  making  enemies!" 
the  unsubdued  Milesian  spirit  flashed  out,  and  without 
TOsillanimity  or  trepidation,  withal  calmly,  he  spoke,  facing 
beresford : 

''You  shall  pardon  me,  sir,  for  observing  that 
taunts  and  stinging  jibe  and  sarcasm  levelled  at  the 
poverty,  nakedness,  and  misery  of  our  people  come  with 
Lll*graoe  from  your  lips.  When  the  invading  alien  and 
usurper  first  came  among  us,  long  ere  the  name  of 
Beresford  was  heard  of,  an  Jblnglish*  historian  tells  us 
of  the  cotamore  in  common  use  among  the  people,  so 
oapaoious,  warm,  and  commodious  as  to  furnish  their 
house  by  day  and  their  bed  by  night ;  their  linen-dyed 
shirts  of  thirty  yards,  their  gold,  their  wealth — where  is 
it  all  gone  ?  You  found  the  poorest  clothed ;  you  have 
left  the  wealthiest  naked ! " 

"Upon  my  veracity,  Mr.  Byrne,"  returned  Claudius 
Beresford,  with  mocking  sympathy ;  "  if  what  you  state 

be  true "     And  he  rolled  up  his  eyes,  and  raked 

his  beard  with  his  fingers,  sparkling  with  gems. 

*'Ay,  there's  the  hitch,"  exclaimed  Lord  Oarhamp- 
ton,  sneeringly.  ''Not  in  the  least  doubting  Mr.  Byrne's 
statement——" 

*  Spenwr  and  others. 
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"  O'Byme/'  interposed  Miles. 

Without  noticing,  his  lordship  continued:  *'l8  the 
statement  of  the  historian  of  those  benighted  times, 
whoever  he  was,  worthy  of  credit  ?  The  man,  no  doubt, 
was  a  papist ;  and  the  Eight  Hon.  George  Ogle  asserted 
only  a  few  days  ago  that  no  papist's  word  was  reliable, 
that  a  papist  would  swallow  a  false  oath  as  easily  as  a 
poached  egg,  ba,  ha,  ha ! " 

**And  were  the  Bight  Hon.  George  Ogle  to  repeat 
the  same  words  in  my  presence,  I  would  smite  him  in 
the  face,  and  say  to  his  teeth,  he  lied,"  retorted  Miles, 
indignantly,  the  blue  veins,  swollen  with  wrath,  stand- 
ing out  like  cordage  on  his  lurid,  stormy  brow.  "  If  it 
please  you,  my  lord,"  he  added,  haughtily,  *'to  bear 
him  my  gauntlet,  I  shall  hold  myself  prepaid  to  meet 
his  message." 

"I  don't  believe,"  responded  Oarhampton,  with  in- 
sulting contempt,  ''that  my  honourable  friend  would 
accept  a  message  to  meet  anyone,  ahem!  not  quite  re- 
cognised— that  is,  excuse  me,  not  quite  on  par " 

''Say  it  out!"  exclaimed  Miles:  ''not  a  gentleman 
up  to  his  mark,  or  according  to  his  definition!"  And 
he  uttered  a  laugh  of  derision,  and  towered  with  air  and 
mien  so  formidable,  that  Carhampton  subsided,  cackling 
in  a  murmur,  ''  Ah,  ahem,  ah,  papist,  you  know,  I  mean  1 
Ogle  is,  ah !"  Miles  exploded  in  a  sentence,  that,  to 
render  concisely,  on  our  part,  consigned  Ogle  as  a  free 
gift  to  the  realm  below ;  and  boiling  with  ire,  he  was 
turning  to  withdraw,  when  a  little  man,  with  a  crooked 
face  all  distorted  with  comic  humour,  and  beaming  with 
talent,  laid  his  hand  upon  his  elbow,  saying:  ''Hold, 
my  irascible  friend ;  only  it's  out  of  court  I'd  charge 
you  counsel's  fee  for  my  opinion.  I've  a  little  devil 
of  a  scrivener  in  my  office;  his  father  was  a  broom- 
seller,  and  his  mother  is  a  washerwoman  that  makes  up 
shirt-frills  nicely; — look  there,  she  does  mine.  Well, 
the  little  object,  her  son,  is  saving  up  money  to  buy  a 
peerage ;  so  if  you  take  a  leaf  out  of  his  book,  and  in* 
vcfit  your  money  or  honour,  no  matter  which,  in  some 
one   of  the  titles    now  auotioxuQg  off  to   the  highest 
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bidders,  you  will  be  fully  qualified  to  exchange  shots 
to  your  heart's  content  with  the  first  duellist,  and  neither 

duke  nor  honourable  can  say  you  nay .    I'll  leave 

the  fee  to  your  lordship's  generosity :"  and  grinning 
and  bobbing  his  head,  the  odd  little  man  stood  smirk- 
ing at  Miles,  till  Lord  Carhampton,  nettled  and  irate, 
addressed  him  petulantly : 

*'  Pray,  Mr.  Curran,  is  any  allusion  affecting  me  con- 
veyed in  your  very  satirical  and  ambiguous  speech  P" 

"My  good  lord,*'  retorted  Curran,  with  asperity, 
"  if  I  drop  my  cap  must  you  needs  stoop  to  pick  it  up  ? 
And  if  you  will  put  it  on,  whether  it  fit  you  or  no,  how 
can  I  help  that  ?  Don't  pester  me  with  such  querulous 
puerility." 

Carhampton  sloped  away,  but  Claudius  Beresford, 
unawed  by  wholesome  fear  of  the  rod  of  Currants  caustic 
wit,  maliciously  said,  accosting  Hugh : 

**Pray,  Mr.  Byrne,  are  you  of  the  number  of  those 
astute  philosophers  and  wise  statesmen  who  sympathise 
with  the  revolution  in  France  ^" 

"  Far  from  it  V*  bluntly  returned  Hugh ;  "  we  were 
attached  to  the  throne,  and  repudiated  the  ferocious 
fBustions  that  have  disgraced  themselves  and  their  country." 

"  Then,  Mr.  Byrne,  you  do  not  interest  yourself  particu- 
larly in  our  American  war  P" 

"  I  must  beg  to  set  you  right,  O'Byrne  is  my  name,*' 
said  Hugh,  loftily,   as  he  noted  the  studied  slight  im- 

iJied  by  the  mispronunciation  of  his  patronymic,  and 
aying  emphasis  on  the  prefix,  despite  the  appealing  look 
of  Robert  Byrne,  who,  with  anxious  eyes,  he  saw  watching 
him  apart. 

**  Pooh  I*'  interposed  Lord  Clonmel,  twirling  his  thumbs  5 
"what  does  it  signify?  What  use  is  a  handle  to  your 
name  P  Your  relative  is  content  to  be  Mr.  Byrne,  and 
he's  the  head  of  the  family/' 

**  Chaeun  h  son  gout*^  said  Miles ;  "  Mr.  Byrne  of 
Oabinteely  has  a  right  to  please  himself;  the  same 
pi^ege  I  claim  to  be  awarded  myself." 

"  O'Syme,"  here  remarked  Hussey  Burgh,  with  glow- 
ing smile    of  appreciation,    "is    undoubtedly   a  name 
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of  evil  augury  to  Saxou  ears.  A  manuBcript  of  tlie  fif- 
teenth century  states  that  'Emon  Oge  O'Bjrne  entered 
with  force  the  king's  castle  of  Dublin,  and  led  away 
prisoners  and  booty  to  a  vast  amount.'  Hence,  our  ap- 
prehensions are  not,  perhaps,  unjustifiable  upon  hear- 
ing the  dread  name  again  bruited  to  our  ears,  on  the 
very  scene  of  his  ancestor's  foray.*' 

'*  A  swarm  of  howling  savages  from  the  hills  they 
were,"  groaned  Bishop  Ager,  with  cough  and  wheeze. 
**  I  wonder  any  man  blessed  with  the  advantages  of  the 
civilisation  conferred  upon  him  by  our  Government,  doesn't 
blush  with  shame,  and  strive  to  ignore  and  forget  his 
barbarian  ancestry,  instead  of  perpetuating  the  memory 
and  setting  it  up  for  a  boast." 

Lord  Clonmel,  who  detested  the  bishop,  made  swift 
way,  and  smiled  benevolently  upon  Hugh,  striding,  like 
a  Titan,  to  level  him  with  a  thunder  bolt;  and  evea 
Lord  Clare,  grimly  amused,  condescended  to  look  with 
mollified  interest  upon  the  dauntless  champion,  whose 
bold  bearing  and  high  spirit  challenged  his  respect — 
when  not  colliding  with  his  own — while  all,  in  deep 
siuspense  awaited  the  clash  of  the  rival  combatants.  Hugh 
spoke  in  accents  hollow  and  vibrating  with  passionate 
emotion : 

"  Ignorant,  indeed,  your  Grace  must  be  of  the  history 
of  your  country  and  mine  to  advance  such  assertion  at 
this  hour  of  the  day.     This  is  not  the  time  or  place" — ^he 

{^lanced  at  Lady  Castlereagh,  twirling  h^r  fan,  and  the 
aughiug  youth  beside  her,  playing  his  quizz*  with  aooele« 
rated  energy — *'  to  enter  upon  an  argumentative  dissertation 
to  refute  an  idle  calumny,  or  dilate  upon  incontestable  evi- 
dence ;  suffice  to  say,  upon  the  testimony  of  ancient  his- 
torians of  erudition  and  reliability,  corroborating  each 
other  with  proof>  that  whatever  of  enlightenment  or  know- 
ledge in  religion,  arts,  science,  literature,  and  civilisation 
^ou  vaunt  to-day,  England,  first  emerging  from  barbar- 
ism, obtained  from  Ireland,  and  owes  to  her  early  Irish 
preceptors,  who  expended  life,  and  the  labour  of  weary 

*  A  toy  then  in  f  Mhioii. 
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yean,  utirequitfed  by  any  earthly  guerdon,  In  her  service, 
Henoe,  the  stigma  with  which  your  Grace  would  brand 
my  country  and  my  ancestors,  is  as  absurd^  as  though  a 
pupil  just  half  perfected  in  his  education,  were  to  turn 
about,  in  a  splenetic  fit,  and  revile  the  school  and  the 
master  from  which  he  had  received  the  rudiments  of 
learning  that  inflated  him  with  a  vain  complaisance  in 
his  own  abilities. 

"I  only  quote  Cambrensis  for  my  authority,"  responded 
Bishop  Ager,  heaving  a  deep  respiration,  and  with  a  oon- 
'temptuous  look  at  his  adversary,  whom  he  beheld  already 
annihilated  by  the  missile  he  was  about  to  hurl :  *'  Cam- 
brensifl  tells  us  that  the  Irish  were  truly  barbarous,  not 
only  in  the  fashion  of  their  dress,  but  in  their  long,  luxu* 
riant  hair  and  beard,  all  at  variance  with  modern  custom." 

" Indeed!'*  retorted  Hugh,  scornfully.  "Well,  per- 
haps so.  If  the  hair  and  mode  of  costume,  by  which 
various  people  designate  their  nationality,  be  a  criterion 
by  which  to  judge  of  their  claim  to  civilisation  or  refined 
taste,  we  shall  waive  the  question,  and  accept  the  impeach- 
ment, which  we  may  share  in  common  with  French, 
Spaniards,  Chinese,  Turks,  and  Arabs,  who,  I  daresay, 
all  respectively  hold  their  modes  to  be  the  gauge  and  test 
of  perfect  social  refinement  and  excellence.  But  I,  too, 
oan  quote  Cambrensis,  giving  another  version  of  his  ex- 
perience, and  drawing  a  line  of  demarcation  between  the 
Saxon  and  Celtic  races.  He  says :  *  The  Saxons  are  not 
to  be  compared  in  bravery  or  intelligence  to  the  magnani- 
mous race  of  the  Celts.'  Waiving  his  further  animadver- 
sion and  invective,  out  of  good  taste,  I  shall  merely 
'  oonfine  myself  to  this  one  passage  of  the  English  historian, 
in  citation  of  our  title  to  respect  on  the  score  alone  of 
merely  natural  superiority  to  those  who  would  so  stupidly 
and  glibly  defame  us.  Again,  Gerald  Barry,  speaking  of 
the  Irish  race,  says,  '  they  came  from  the  grandest  race 
that  he  knew  of  on  this  side  of  the  world,  and  that  there 
are  no  better  people  under  the  sun/  How  do  you  recon- 
cile such  contradictory  statements  but  by  candid  admission 
of  your  own  whimsical  inconsistency  and  prejudiced  judg- 
mentP'' 
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The  bishop,  bewildered  and  puzzled,  looked  helplessly 
blank  and  wrathful,  and  the  subject  was  likely  to  have 
died  in  peace,  when  an  officer,  in  the  uniform  of  the 
Camolin  cavalry,  seeing  his  Dagon  floored,  hastily  came 
to  the  rescue  of  the  portly  god,  and  set  him  again  upon 
his  legs. 

"  Sir,"  he  exclaimed,  drawing  up  his  fine  figure,  and 
surveying  Hugh  with  the  air  of  an  autocrat  dictating  to 
a  serf,  "  yoUr  illustrations  are  all  one-sided  versions. 
You  appear  to  be  a  person  of  some  education,  however  ; 
hence,  doubtless,  you  have  heard  of  Dean  Swift,  as  good 
an  authority  as  can  be  quoted,  and  what  is  his  opinion  ; 
what  does  he  say  of  your  boasted  race  of  mere  Irish  P 
*  That  he  would  no  more  consult  them  on  any  matter  than 
he  would  swine,  and  that  he  no  more  considered  himself 
an  Irishman,  because  he  happened  to  be  born  in  the 
country,  than  an  Englishman,  born  in  Calcutta,  would 
consider  himself  a  Hindoo,'  so  much  did  he  despise  your 
paragons." 

**  What  else  did  he  say.  Captain  Esmond,  worthy  of 
recording,  this  celebrated  iJean  ?  '*  quietly  demanded  Hugh. 

"Say,  sir?''  reiterated  Captain  Esmond,  with  sharp, 
sententious  voice,  and  glancing  at  the  youth  with  the 
quizz,  "  Why,  sir,  what  more  could  he  say  P  Did  it  not 
express  all  that  could  be  said  in  a  volume  P " 

"Surely,"  chimed  in  the  young  man,  suspending  a  moment 
his  quizz  to  make  the  sagacious  observation,  "  that  a  man 
being  born  in  a  stable  didn't  make  him  a  horse." 

Hugh,  with  a  smile,  half-derisive,  half-compassionate, 
turned  to  look  at  the  last  speaker,  in  whose  wild,  boyish  ^ 

{)hysiognomy,  not  being  an  adept  in  reading  the  mystic  ' 
ore  of  futurity,  or  deciphering  fortune  by  visual  hiero- 
glyphics or  oracular  speech,  he  failed  to  discern  the  future 
hero  of  the  Peninsula  and  Waterloo,  the  renowned 
Wellington ;  so,  after  indulging  in  a  sarcastic  smile  at 
the  expense  of  the  flippant  lad,  he  reverted  to  his 
antagonist,  and,  in  a  tone  marked  by  calm  bitterness, 
said : 

"  Dean  Swift  was  a  wise  man  till  he  became  less  than 
that   which   he    scoffed; — ^nevertheless,   he   would   have 
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added  disoernxnent  to  wisdom,  and  been  commemorated 
for  juBtioe,  had  he  added,  in  extenuation,  that  oen- 
tories  of  brutalising  English  tyranny  and  oppression 
had  at  length  wrought  such  change,  and  done  its  work. 
What  else  could  be  the  result  of  enforced  ignoranoe  and 
banished  religion,  but  darkened  minds  and  warped  in- 
tellects?— of  persecution,  famine,  and  misery,  but  the  evils 
consequent  thereon?  You  may  not  convert  men  into 
helots,  and  wonder  to  find  them  acquire  the  vices  of 
slaves ; — 'tis  too  much  to  expect  from  human  nature.  If 
you  violently  expel  the  divine  instincts  of  humanity  from 
his  bosom,  marvel  not  to  behold  him  transformed  to  a 
savage  beast.  This  you  have  done  in  time  gone  by, 
this  you  are  doing  to-day  with  the  people,  as  far  as  lies 
in  your  power.    'Ware  the  retribution.*' 

'*  Then,  sir,"  said  a  very  elegant-looking  young  man, 
who  had  just  come  from  the  card-table,  and  with  bland 
smile  and  insinuating  accent,  addressed  himself  to  Hugh, 
"  rebellious  and  revolutionary  subjects  would  meet  with 
lenient  forbearance,  in  lieu  of  condign  punishment,  at 
your  mild  hands.  No  doubt  you  advocate  the  principles 
of  the  French  Revolution  and  the  American  War !  " 

"Not  both,"  curtly  returned  Hugh.  "Deprecating 
Oovemment  despotism  and  oppression  in  any  land  " — ^he 
smiled  involuntarily  as  his  glance  encountered  the  alarmed 
visage  and  imploring  eyes  of  Byrne  of  Cabinteely  fixed 
upon  him,  with  mute  entreaty  to  guard  his  words — "  I 
know  not  what  other  course  was  open  to  America  to  pre- 
serve her  freedom  than  that  which  she  has  been  compelled 
to  adopt.  France  had  no  such  plea  to  urge.  Of  her  Re- 
volution we  have  seen  enough  of  the  results  to  disgust  tis 
with  such  reformation,  and  we  have  only  to  read  our  own 
daily  statistics  of  crime  to  know  what  store  of  tools,  adapted 
to  any  villainy,  infamy,  and  iniquity,  are  ready-made  at 
band  and  fashioned,  to  desire  to  see  such  used  or  made 
the  weapons  of  sedition  and  anarchy." 

"But ,"  resumed  the  young  man,  courteously.   His 

further  elocution  was  abbreviated  by  Lady  Moira  charg- 
ing into  the  group,  which  she  dispersed  right  and  left, 
exclaiming^  authoritatively: 
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"  Come,  come,  you  gentlemen,  not  being  gifted  with 
the  patience  of  Job,  I  may  no  longer  see  my  drawiDgroom 
converted  into  a  debating  olub.  Time  enough  when  we 
lose  our  Parliament  to  set  up  a  little  one  of  our  own. 
Here,  Quildford  Colandisk,  suspend  awhile  your  argument 
with  Mr.  0*Byme,  and  betake  yourself  to  the  Muses — 
Mr.  Moore  and  Miss  Fitzpatrick  are  going  to  give  us  a 
melody." 

**  Mr.  Byrne  would,  I  daresay,  prefer  a  jig,"  said  Lord 
Carhampton,  who  would  perist  in  calling  Miles  and  Hugh, 
notwithstanding  their  protest,  Byrne,  and  glancing  super- 
ciliously i^t  the  young  men." 

"  We  shall  have  dancing,  too,  jigs,  waltzes,  reels,  and 
measures  to  please  everyone/'  tartly  returned  Lady  Moira, 
brushiug  past  Carhampton,  whom  she  greatly  disliked,  but 
whom  she  was  constrained,  nevertheless,  in  deference 
to  expediency,  to  invite  as  an  honoured  guest  to  her 
assemblies.  ^^  Maurice,''  she  continued,  in  a  sotto  voce  to 
O'Driscoll,  ''  as  you  are  a  stranger  here  to-^night,  let  me  in- 
troduce you  to  a  partner ; — she  is  not  a  beauty,  but  she  is 
titled  and  wealthy,  and  greatly  admires  you." 

She  drew  him  forward  some  paces  to  where  a  lady,  with 
sandy  hair,  pale  blue  eyes,  white  eyelashes,  flat,  doughy- 
complexioned  cheeks,  sharp-pointed  nose,  and  thin  lips, very 
sharply  compressed  at  the  angles,  sat,  in  a  cloud  of  blue 
silk  and  gauze,  playing  with  her  fan,  and  ogling  them 
with  surreptitious  gaze. 

''Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  allow  me  to  introduce  Mr. 
O'Driscoll,"  and,  while  the  lady  and  gentleman  mutually 
bowed  and  smiled,  the  good-natured  dowager,  who  consti- 
tuted herself  chaperon  and  patroness  of  the  deserted 
children  of  fortune,  hurried  away  to  perform  a  similar 
kind  office  for  Miles  and  Hugh  0*Byrne,  to  whom  she 
made  herself  sponsor,  presenting  the  former  to  a  young 
lady  not  conspicuous  for  the  smallest  pretension  to  beauty, 
but  possessing  a  good-humoured  countenance,  and,  as  an 
only  child,  heiress  to  an  immense  fortune  and  estate. 
Miles  made  courtly  acknowledgment  of  the  favour  con- 
ferred, but  stole  a  side  look  from  Caroline  Danvers'  broad 
grin  of  satisfaction  to  the  more  attractive  partner  bestowed 
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upoiu  bifi  brother^  and  as  hie  eye  rested  a  moment,  charmed, 
upon  the  sylph-liie  figure  and  face  of  Ethel  Courtney,  he 
beoame  oonscious  that  he  was  himself  an  object  of  notice 
to  a  lady  of  high  patrician  grace,  who  stood  near  her,  when 
Captain  Erskine,  Commander  of  the  5th  Light  Dragoons 
and  Komney  Fencibles,  sauntering  up  with  the  easy 
swagger  and  nonchalance  of  self-important  superiority,  and 
bowing  low,  requested  Miss  Esmond  to  honour  him  as  a 
partner  in  the  first  waltz,  to  which  she  assented  with  an 
air  of  cold  indifference  that,  in  the  opinion  of  Miles,  made 
her  appear  more  like  an  empress  condescending  to  a  suit 
than  graciously  conferring  a  favour.  However,  Flora 
Clemenoe  Esmond  was  very  beautiful,  and  the  cynosure 
of  many  eyes ;  so  Colonel  Erskine  seemed  well  content 
with  the  accorded  boon.  But  now,  Lady  Moira  lifting 
her  hand  to  impose  silence,  all  stood  mute,  as  a  young 
lady  ran  a  prelude  along  the  keys  of  the  piano,  and  pre- 
sently a  plain  little  man,  whose  appearance  little  indicated 
the  soul  of  genius  that  glowed  in  beauty  within,  came 
forward  and  accompanied  as  she  sang  with  thrilling  vocal 
power — 

**  The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  haUs." — 

When  the  soul-stirring  strains  had  died  away  on  the  re- 
sounding chords,  and  the  plaudits  had  subsided  that 
greeted  the  youthful  performer,  Lord  Carhampton,  address* 
ing  the  little  man,  whose  features  transformed,  as  it  were, 
by  the  magic  of  melody  into  an  expression  almost  divine, 
seemed  to  assume  another  type,  and  eyeing  him  with  a  look 
that  could  not  be  interpreted  as  patronising,  said :  *'By  Jove, 
Hoore,  you  ought  to  be  thankful  your  nativity  was  cast 
under  better  aspect ;  that  effusion,  in  the  days  of  good  Queen 
Bess,  who  loved  not  minstrels  or  minstrelsy,  would  have 
cost  you  your  neck,  and  the  State  some  yards  of  rope  and 
the  hangman's  fee  to  boot." 

The  author  of  the  effnsion  that  would  have  displeased 
Queen  Elizabeth  turned  briskly,  and  with  a  light  and  airy 
gesture,  as  one  who  felt  rather  complimented  by  the 
remark,  said :  **  Yes,  Queen  Bess  might  have  broken  the 
vase,  but  the  elixir  it  contained  would  have  wafted  its 
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fragrance  beyond  her  reaoh»  perfumed  the  wings  df  the 
wind,  and  added  a  gem  to  the  rainbow.  Despots  may 
fulminate  ukases  against  school  and  temple,  and  paralyse 
t)te  action  of  scholar,  priest,  and  bard,  but  as  well  might 
Ibey  forbid  the  grass  to  grow,  and  the  dew  to  descend  and 
nourish  it,  or  strive  to  master  the  beams  of  the  sun 
and  exclude  it  from  shining  save  by  rule  and  compass 
within  given  space,  as  fetter  the  sublime  mind,  the  God* 
given  intellect  of  man,  or  eradicate  from  the  land  the  traoes 
of  the  Deity  in  his  noblest  work." 

"  Stuff !"  responded  Carhampton,  in  low,  half-smothered 
tone  of  contempt.  *^  It  is  such  doctrines  as  this,  dissemi- 
nated among  an  ignorant  rabble,  that  stufi  their  cloddish 
heads  with  conceit,  stimulate  them  to  aspire  beyond  their 
sphere,  to  emulate  their  betters,  and  breeds  disaffection 
and  rebellion  in  the  land,  every. 0  and  Mac  thinking  he 
is  grievously  wronged  in  not  being  acknowledged  a  royal 
prince  at  least,  and  subsidised  as  such.  Queen  Bess  was 
right,  and  proved  her  wisdom  in  exterminating  such 
incendiaries." 

No  one  responding  to  this  invective,  Lord  Moira,  with 
a  smile  of  encouragement,  addressing  the  lyrist,  said: 
**  Favour  us,  pray,  with  another  melody,  Mr.  Moore,  and 
as  Lord  Carhampton  has  suggested,  let  us  also  be  thankful 
that  our  nativity,  more  auspiciously  cast  than  that  of  our 
predecessors,  enables  us  to  enjoy,  without  incurring  penalty, 
the  exquisite  pleasure  of  Ustening  to  compositions  like 
yours." 

Thus  appealed  to,  Moore  yielded  ready  aoquiesoenoe, 
turned  over  the  leaves  of  the  music  book,  indicated  the 
song  to  his  companion,  and  with  brow  and  eye  on  fire  with 
enthusiasm,  gave 

«*  Lrt  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 
Ere  her  faithloM  aons  betrayed  her." 

Lord  Carhampton,  having  somehow  an  instinctive  oonvio- 
tion  that  this  melody  was  especially  selected  as  applicable 
to  him,"^  whose  antecedents  were  well  known,  and  fancying 

•  Luttrell,  his  ancestor,  had  a  pension  of  £500  from  William  for  betraying 
the  cause  of  King  James  at  Auglirim  and  elsewhere. 
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that  every  oy©  perused  his  thought,  with  a  glare  of  un- 
utterable mciice  at  the  lyrist,  who,  so  adroitly  turning  the 
tables  and  avenging  liiiuself,  had  rendered  him  a  butt  for 
obloquy,  when  the  acclamations  that  chorused  the  close  of 
the  tuneful  echoes  expired,  with  rude,  sardonic  laugh  ex- 
claimed, aloud :  "By  Greorge!  Tommy,  so  long  as  you  can 
fabricate  such  rhyme  to  tickle  the  ears  of  amateurs  of 
jingle,  you  will  bake  your  bread,  and  butter  it,  too,  my 
boy.  But  how,  in  the  name  of  common  sense'* — ^he  looked 
pleadingly  upon  the  faces  grouped  around,  in  every  variety 
of  expression,  some  deprecating,  some  applauding — "  can 
anyone  take  pleasure  in  such  dolorous  fiction  P    Do  you 
beUeve  in  those  fairy  tales  of  Harps  of  Tara,  and  Ked 
Branch  Knights,  and  kings  with  collars  of  gold  ?"  he  con- 
tinued, bending  with  mocking  smile  over  the  fair  pianist, 
who,  with  dark,  beaming  eye  flashing  surprise,  and  clear, 
brunette  cheek,  deepening  to  vermilion,  looked  up  and 
promptly  answered : 

"  Certainly  ;  our  ancient  history  is  as  authentic  and  un- 
doubted as  the  history  of  the  Hebrews,  with  which  it  is 
contemporary/' 

"  I  crave  pardon ;  I  should  have  remembered  you  were 
one  of  the  blood  royal,  and  hold  as  gospel  all  the  traditions 
of  the  old  dynasty,"  cried  the  discomfited  lord,  bowing  in 
affected  homage  to  his  kneebuckle ;  then  accosting  Ethel 
Courtney,  who  stood  near,  beside  Hugh  O'Byrne,  whom 
he  eyed  askance :  *^  You,  at  least,  fair  lady,  having  no 
descent  to  boast  from  the  Kings  of  Tara,  may  freely  adven- 
ture your  unbiassed  opinion  upon  the  subject." 

Ethel  glanced  shyly  at  Hugh  contemplating  her  with 
attention  and  interest,  then  at  Carhampton,  and  said,  in 
loft,  clear  accents ;  '*  Oh,  pray,  do  not  ask  my  opinion,  for 
I  fear  you  would  be  disappointed.'' 

"Fie,  fie.  Lord  Carhampton,"  exclaimed,  in  shrill  voice, 
lis  niece.  Lady  Alicia,  tossing  the  long  thin  ringlets  from 
her  cheek,  and  glancing  at  O'Driscoll,  who,  she  perceived 
with  some  chagrin,  was  more  complacently  occupied  ob- 
serving the  syren  at  the  piano  than  absorbed  with  devotion 
to  herself.  *'  Don't  you  know  the  Normans  became  more 
Inih  than  the  Irish  themselves,  and  quite  converts  to  their 
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flattering  creed?  So  Ethel  Courtney  is  no  more  an  authority 
til  an  Al^honse  Fitzpatriok,  who  I  know  believes  as  firmly 
in  banshees,  fairies,  and  witohes  as  she  does  in  beads  and 
relics,  and  worships  them  as  devoutly." 

A  fresh,  cheery  laugh,  musical  as  a  gushing  stream, 
followed  this  half-angry,  half-spiteful  address  of  Lady 
Alicia,  and  spread,  as  if  by  infection,  from  one  to  another 
of  the  circle. 

•*  Indeed,**  exclaimed  Hussey  Burgh,  mirthfully  gazing 
upon  the  bright,  breezy  face,  dimpled  all  over  with  arch- 
humour  and  fun,  "  it  must  be  owned.  Miss  Fitzpatrick, 
that  the  elfin  troop  discriminated  with  good  taste  when 
they  selected  the  sward  of  the  Emerald  Isle  for  the  scene 
of  their  midnight  revels,  and  the  gem-bespangled  oaves  of 
the  hills  for  their  abode;  and  as  for  the  witches,  what  a 
paradise  they  must  have  found  here !  In  England  we 
used  to  burn  them,  drown  them,  and  immolate  hecatombs 
of  old  women,  and  some  young  ones ;  but  that  was  because 
of  our  superior  enlightenment.  See  what  an  advantage 
that  confers  upon  society  !  But  what  has  become  of  yours  P 
we  don't  hear  of  any  such  thing  of  late." 

"  May  it  please  you,"  said  Miles  O'Byme,  with  mien  of 
apparently  careless  insouciance,   ''when   the  Lady  Alice 
Eettle  was  burned  by  her  countrymen  at  Kilkenny,  all 
our  witches  took  the  alarm,  judging  by  the  example  what 
their  own  fate  would  be,  and  fled.     Moreover,  our  savage 
people^  who  could  not  abide  the  smell  of  charred  bones, 
made  such  clamorous  outcry  and  striking  protest  against 
the  outrage  to  their  olfactory  nerves,  that  the  practice  was 
compelled  to  be  relinquished.     It  is  possible  our  masters 
may  revive  the  practice ;  atrocities  that  must  inure  them 
to  a  predilection  for  the  faggot,  and  cannot  fail  to  imbue 
the  rising  generation  with  a  taste  for  blood,  are  being 
hourly  perpetrated  upon  our  people  by  the  foreign  troops 
now  inundating  the  country.  Mr.  Hiussey  Burgh  says  true ; 
lacking  the   superior  enlightenment   of  other  countries, 
and  their  peculiar  ideas  of  civilisation  and  refinement,  the 
Irish  shrunk  ever  from  cruel  persecution,  and  the  annals 
of  the  country  can  show  no  instance  of  heretic  or  witch 
i^uffering  by  fire,  death,  or  torture  at  our  hands.  We  have 
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Vet  ike  lesson  to  learn,  aud  our  preceptors  ard  doing  their 
best  to  goad  us  to  the  odious  task.'' 

"  How  every  tub  smells  of  the  wine  that's  in  it,"  said 
Lord  Glonmel,  with  oynioal  smile  at  Lord  Gastlereagb^ 
who,  sauntering  about  the  saloon  now  with  this  friend, 
now  with  that,  seemed  ubiquitous  and  to  have  ears  and 
eyes  everywhere.  *'  I  could  easily  infer  from  your  senti- 
ments, Mr.  Byrne,  that  you  belong  to  the  United  Lish- 
men." 

''I  am  not  of  their  councils,"  returned  Miles,  ''but  heart 
and  soul  I  am  with  their  cause." 

"  That's  a  bold  avowal,"  said  Lord  Castlereagh,  aside  to 
Lord  Chmmel,  with  a  look  of  much  significance. 

Hussey  Burgh,  who  heard  and  marked  all,  anticipating 
that  Miles  would,  in  his  impulsive  ardour,  fatally  oompro- 
nuse  himself,  hastened  to  cast  his  protecting  segis  over  the 
indiscreet  champion,  and  said  aloud :  ''  The  fact  is,  had 
England  not  sown  laws  which  have  reduced  oxir  country  to 
a  state  of  Egyptian  bondage,  and,  Uke  the  dragon's  teeth, 
sprung  up  armed  men,  no  need  were  there  for  an  aggrieved 
people  to  unite  in  any  misguided  and  futile  scheme  to 
obtain  redress  by  compulsion.  Nay,  my  Lord  Castlereagh, 
take  not  amiss  my  outspoken  impeachment:  truths  are 
stubborn  evidences.  Unwise  policy  has  ruled  the  country 
from  first  to  last ;  we  cannot  expect  aught  but  a  tangled 
fabric  to  be  the  product  of  a  loom  weaving  discordant 
threads  on  jarring  machinery." 

"  Most  true ;  experience  demonstrates  beyond  a  doubt 
the  incapacity  of  this  country  to  govern  itself,"  calmly 
responded  Castlereagh,  with  a  cold,  impassive  countenance, 
and  a  keen  light,  glittering  like  wintry  sun  upon  ice,  in 
his  frozen  eye.  ''It  will  be  needful  for  other  councils, 
gifted  with  cooler  heads,  dearer  judgments,  more  sage 
understanding,  and  various  attributes  in  which  we  seem 
to  be  deficient,  to  take  up  the  administration  and  legislate 
for  us  before  the  distracted  country  shall  know  the  blessing 
of  repose." 

Fp  jumped  Henry  Qrattan,  who,  from  a  little  coterie,  of 
which  he  was  the  centre,  overheard  Gastlereagh's  speech, 
and  hastened  to  axuifrer;  "Say  out  your  meaningi  my  lord; 
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you  mean  that  a  British  parliament  must  annihilate  otix 
own  and  enact  laws  for  us  :  this  is  the  meaning  of  the 
extraordinary  phenomena  we  now  hehold  around  us— ^the 
scourging,  burning,  picketing,  half-hanging  and  whole 
hanging,  pillage,  and  merciless  cruelty  of  a  lawless  soldiery 
upon  an  unarmed,  defenceless,  unprotected,  yet  most 
peaceable  population :  to  madden  them  to  revolt,  to  crush 
them  in  blood,  and  wrest  from  their  then  feeble  or  dying 
grasp  the  last  remnant  of  the  nationality  to  which  they 
oling-*^th^r  native  parliament — is  this  not  the  programme 
sketched  out  by  William  Pitt  and  his  ministerSy  to  whi<^ 
some  parties  who  claim  to  be  Irishmen  are  lending 
themselves  P" 

**  Methought,''  sarcastically  returned  Castlereagh,  with 
settled  asperity  of  look  and  tone,  "  Mr.  Ghrattan  found  so 
much  to  disgust  him  in  this  native  parliament  as  to  cause 
him  to  resign  his  seat  and  wash  his  hands  out  of  it." 

"  True  !'*  firmly  replied  the  Tribune.  **  I  could  not  be  a 
party  to  injustice ;  I  could  not  sanction  a  parliament  that 
was  only  the  representative  of  a  faction,  that  only  gave 
voice  to  a  bigoted  ascendency,  and  ignored  the  claim  and 
the  right  of  three  millions  of  their  fellow-subjects;  that  was 
ready  enough  to  vote  for  an  improvement  of  the  land,  but 
sworn  to  withhold  improvement  of  the  condition  of  the 
people;  that  was  willing  to  make  a  road  or  a  canal,  but 
not  willing  to  strike  a  link  from  the  fetters  of  the  Catholic. 
Such  a  parliament  needed  reform.  I  could  not  achieve  it ; 
I  could  not  give  eyes  to  the  blind,  or  ears  to  the  deaf,  to 
make  ^nen  hear  wisdom .  I  resigned  and  quitted  parliament 
for  the  same  reason  that  I  am  to-morrow  leaving  the 
country,  because  I  cannot  side  with  the  conduct  of  Govern- 
ment, or  yet  look  upon  the  miseries  of  the  people,  whom 
their  wild  efibrts  to  redress  will  involve  in  deeper  ruin ; 
but  all  this  is  no  argument  for  depriving  us  of  the  right 
of  self-government,  of  making  us  a  colony  without  the 
benefit  of  a  charter,  and  our  nobles  a  provincial  synod 
without  the  benefit  of  a  parliament.  To  depend  upon  the 
will  of  another  country,  to  be  subservient  to  its  dictum, 
swayed  by  temper,  interest,  or  whim,  is  the  definition  of 
cvlav^iy,  a^d  who  is  here  so  yil^  bm  would  sell  the  freedom 
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of  hiB  BOfifi,    alienate  their  birthright,    and  make  them 
bondBmen  ?" 

"Union  with  a  oountry  so  great  as  England,'^  smiled 
Cutlereagh, "  woold^  in  my  humble  opinion,  rather  ennoble 
than  degrade  ns  to  the  condition  which  you  seem  to  dread. 
I  for   one  entertain  no  apprehension  as  to  the  experi- 

"  Loyalty  is  a  virtue  commanded  by  St.  Paul/'    chimed 
in  Bishop  Agar  with  a  husky  cough.     *^  *  Let  every  man/ 
he  says,  ^  be  subject  to  the  higher  powers/  and  hence  it  is  the 
duty  of  subjects  to  yield  implicit  obedience  to  monarohs.'' 
*' Without    contradicting    St.    Paul,    whose  precepts 
atxd  epistles  we  revere/'  returned  Grattan,  **  we  hold  a 
theory,  that  if  subjects  are  made  for  monarchs,  monarohs 
are  made  also  for  subjects ;  and  that  if  it  be  a  duty  of  one 
to  render  homage,  the  same  rule  exacts  of  the  monarch 
to  rule  with  wisdom  and  justice  those  who  have  acknow- 
ledged his  jurisdiction.   Bat  as  for  our  parliament,  though 
great  men  should  apostatise — for,  unfortunately,  my  Lord 
Uastlereagh,  you  are  not  the  only  one  ready  to  abdicate 
your  own  privilege,  and  resign  that  of  others  entrusted  to 
your  keeping,  by  pandering  to  Q-overnment — nevertheless 
our  cause,  the  nation's  cause,  will  live ;  the  patriot  orator 
may  die  /'  and  Grattan's  voice  quivered  with  emotion, 
and  his  eye  of  fire  saddened ;  for  failing  health  whispered 
to  his  heart  a  presentment  that  his  days  were  numbered  ; 
yet  he  continued  in  strain  solemnly  impressive  :  "  The  im- 
mortal fire  shall  outlast  the  organ  which  conveyed  it,  and 
the  breath  of  liberty,  like  the  word  of  the  holy  man,  shall 
Dot  die  with  the  prophet,  but  survive  him,  and  evermore 
calling  to  the  nation,  with  clarion  voice  shall  forbid  its  slum* 
W,  and  wake  it,  generation  after  generation,  to  restless  strife, 
till  the  dawn  of  a  glorious  resurrection  shall  burst  upon  its 
head.''     Exhausted  by  his  excitement,  G-rattan  sunk  into 
a  seat,  hastily  drawn  forward  by  Hussey  Burgh,  who  per- 
oei?ed  his  failing  strength,  and  Lord  Moira  hurried  to 
pioouxe  a  glass  of  wine,  which  soon  revived  his  guest. 

Meanwhile,  Lady  Moira,  who  had  been  enjoying  a  We-a^ 
iite  with  Tommy  Moore,  and  a  few  others,  now  made  a 
li^  to  the  orchestra.  A  waltz  was  immediately  played  by 
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the  band.  Ix)rd  Moira  led  off  mth  Lady  Oastlereagh ; 
Hussey  Burgh  made  overture  to  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok,  but 
she  was  engaged  to  Guildford  Colandisk ;  Lord  Clonmel, 
too  obese  in  figure  to  trip  the  light  fantastio  toe,  steered 
for  a  card-table,  and  planted  himself  between  a  ponderous 
couple,  who  had  just  wanted  a  fourth  with  their  vis-a^vis 
to  make  up  a  hand  at  whist ;  Lady  Moira,  having  seen 
every  eligible  individual  provided  with  a  partner,  and  the 
room .  a  scene  of  whirlgig  animation,  paired  off  with 
Bobert  Byrne  of  Cabinteely  for  a  game  of  loo  ;  Mrs. 
Byrne,  with  Lady  O'DriscoU,  the  jGrrattans,  and  a  few 
others,  gathered  in  a  coterie  for  a  conversazione  ;  Arthur 
Wellesley  had  laid  aside  the  quizz  to  take  up  with  a  flirt ; 
and  Oastlereagh,  Fitzgibbon,  Claudius  Beresford,  and  a  few 
more  kindred  spirits  retired  to  hold  divan  in  a  remote  recess ; 
while  Sir  Ralph  Aberorombie  and  Sir  John  Moore  sat 
and  conferred  together  in  a  nook  of  one  of  the  windows 
overlooking  the  river,  and  the  Earl  of  Charlemont,  with 
Connolly  of  Castletown,  stood  in  another,  gravely  discuss- 
ing the  events  of  the  time. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  MISSES  WARBECK  HIGOENBGGGAN. 

"  To-nigbt  we  striye  to  read  as  we  may  bes^ 
This  city,  like  an  ancient  palimpsest, 
And  bring  to  light,  upon  the  blotted  page, 
The  mournful  record  of  an  earlier  age/' 

Endicott. 

It  was  late  the  morning  after  the  evening  of  the  reunion 
at  Moira  House,  and  a  nne  crisp  frosty  March  day  it  was ; 
the  breakfast-table  was  laid  in  the  front  parlour  of  one  of 
the  best  houses  in  Dawson-street ;  a  clear  fire  was  burning 
on  the  polished  hearth,  and  beside  it  sat,  prim  and  upright, 
in  gown  of  stiff  black  silk,  and  coiffure  of  Mechlin  lace, 
Miss  Warbeck  Eiggenboggan,  looking  over  the  morning 
paper,  with  her  feet  ou  a  velvet-covered  boss,  while  her 
lister,  Mil99  Fapny,  superintended  the  arrangements  of  the 
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break&st,  out  the  oold  ham,  put  water  into  the  oliina 
teapot  from  a  silver  urn,  hissing  and  steaming  before  her, 
and  betimes,  in  a  rough,  diotatorial  voice,  issued  some  order 
to  the  butler,  a  demure-looking,  elderly  man,  who,  in  white 
apron,  and  reddish  hair,  combed  sleek  over  a  low,  pro- 
jecting brow,  stood,  tray  in  hand,  near  the  door,  awaiting 
commands. 

The  Misses  Warbeck  Higgenboggan  were  persons 
of  great  esteem  in  the  opinion  of  the  world,  and  of  great 
oonaequenoe  in  their  own — first,  in  right  of  social  position^ 
which  was  good ;  and  independence,  which  was  comfort- 
able; and,  secondly,  on  the  score  of  having  lived  six  decades 
of  years  in  a  wicked  world,  sinless  amid  the  sinful,  bearing 
characters  which  defied  the  tongue  of  malice  to  asperse, 
and  sustaining  the  reputation  of  principle  so  rigidly  righte- 
ooSy  that  they  were  never  known  to  pardon  in  others  faults 
they  would  nave  abhorred  in  themselves,  or  weakly  to  ex- 
ease  the  least  deviation  or  downward  slope  in  any,  from 
those  heights  of  perfection  which,  by  their  own  experience, 
they  had  found  so  easy  to  attain,  so  more  than  easy  to 
hold.  Hence  it  is  not  subject  to  marvel  that  the  Misses 
Higgenboggan,  the  terror  of  the  ungodly,  and  the  criterion 
and  model  of  excellence  and  respectability,  were  looked 
upon  with  veneration  by  old  and  young,  and  promoted  by 
general  consent  censors  of  public  morals,  inquisitors 
proper  to  adjudicate  upon  all  cases  of  scandal  real  or  sup- 
posititious, arbitrators  of  the  fame  good  or  bad,  according 
to  the  light  in  which  they  might  see  it,  of  their  neigh- 
bours, and,  in  virtue  of  their  office,  styled  in  whispers, 
**  The  Momine  and  Evening  Chronicles." 

To  describe  the  appearance  of  the  Misses  Warbeck  Higgen- 
boggan, we  shall  merely  say  their  personal  appearance  was 
not  00  pleasing  as  one  might  be  led  to  infer  from  their  un- 
Uemifihed  fame.  The  elder  lady  was  short  in  stature,  stout  in 
figure,  active  and  muscular  in  limb;  her  face  wasshort,  broad, 
rankled,  and  of  the  complexion  of  tanned  leather;  her  heavy ' 
<^in  was  feathered  with  downy  beard;  her  nose  was  thick 
and  unshapely  ;  and  her  square  forehead  and  shaggy  brows 
loomed  over  little  pebble-coloured  eyes,  flinty,  brisk,  and 
vigilant;  her  qo^i^tef^ai^ce  yv^as  paatter-of-f^ct,  hard,  an4 
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shrewd.  Of  her  sister  we  need  say  but  that  save  in  height, 
being  tall  and  slim,  with  features  rather  pinched,  she  was 
her  fac  simile ;  and  to  render  the  likeness  more  complete 
they  dressed  the  same,  and  each  wore  beneath  their 
coiffure  a  front  of  little  barrel-curls  of  reddish  brown  hue, 
fringing  their  foreheads,  and  adding  to,  by  contrast,  rather 
than  detracting  from  the  appearance  of  age. 

**  John,"  called  Miss  Fanny  to  the  butler,  after  she  had 
to  her  satisfaction  adjusted  the  tea  and  coffee,  eggs,  and 
bread  and  butter. 

"  Yes,  'am,"  responded  John,  with  alacrity,  and  in  accent 
more  mellifluous. 

**  Tell  Miss  Fitzpatrick  we  are  wailing  breakfast  for  her." 

''  Ma'am/'  returned  the  butler,  and  his  voice  hesitated. 

"  WeU— what  ?" 

"  Miss  Fitzpatrick  hasn't  come  in  yet,  ma'am.'* 

"  Why — what — where — is  she  out?"  cried  Miss  Fanny, 
turning  and  envisaging  John  with  a  severe  look,  while 
Miss  Warbeck  laid  down  her  paper  on  her  lap  and  sourly 
contemplated  the  menial. 

"  She  went  to*Mass,  ma'am,  to  Denmark-street  or  Liffey- 
street,  I  heard  Mrs.  Jolly,  your  maid,  say,"  returned  John, 
with  a  sulky  manner,  that  seemed  to  denote  it  was  against 
his  will  he  answered. 

"  To  Mass !"  cried  Miss  Fanny  Warbeck. 

"  To  Mass  !"  re-echoed  Miss  Warbeck. 

"  That  will  do,  John  ;  you  may  go,"  said  Miss  Fanny. 

Exit  John,  with  screwed  lips,  and  Miss  Fanny  turned 
to  her  sister : 

"What  a  thing!  I  suppose  this  is  another  holiday  ?  " 

"  The  girl's  infatuated,"  responded  Miss  Warbeck,  in 
tone  of  despair. 

*'  Ton  know,  Sophy,"  said  her  sister,  in  aggrieved  maii- 
ner,  "that  when  we  took  Alphonse,  two  years  ago,  out  of 
compassion,  left  as  she  was  a  penniless  orphan,  and  at  the 
request  of  our  brother,  Jeremiah,  her  uncle,  it  was  his  hope 
and  ours  that  our  precept  and  example,  virtuous  training 
and  society,  as  well  as  asense  of  her  own  interest,  would  have 
weaned  her  from  her  superstitions  and  error ;  but  she  is 
only  becoming  more  hardened,  more  inveterate  than  eyert" 
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"I  deidare,  Fanny/'  exclaimed  Sophy,  "if  it  were  not 
for  the  handsome  income  Jeremiah  allows  for  keeping  her, 
and  the  likelihood  of  her  soon  being  taken  off  our  hands  by 
some  one  or  other  of  those  apes  that  make  a  fool  of  her 
with  their  admiration,  I  would  tell  her  plainly  things 
could  not  go  on  so ;  that  we  should  retract  our  consent  to 
her  following  her  own  religion,  since  we  find  she  is  so  per- 
sistent in  her  rejection  of  truth,  and  insist  upon  her  going 
to  church.  At  any  rate,*'  she  added,  after  a  pause,  **I 
must  gire  her  a  lecture  upon  the  impropriety  of  her 
oondnot/' 

**  No  use,  my  dear ;  she  lets  it  in  at  one  ear  and  out  at 
the  other.  It  was  only  last  week  I  heard  her  with  my  own 
ears,  when  the  Bey.  Nathaniel  Lamb  called,  cry  to  the 
butler,  as  she  made  her  escape  from  the  parlour,  '  Say 
I'm  not  at  home,  John.'  I  took  her  to  task  and  admo- 
nished her  in  the  most  serious  manner  upon  the  sinfulness 
of  lying.  Would  you  believe  that  after  I  had  talked 
myself  hoarse,  in  the  belief  that  she  was  paying  deep 
attention  to  all  I  said,  she  raised  her  saucy  face,  with  a 
look  of  such  simplicity,  and  said :  *  Aunt  Fanny,  I'm 
puzzled  about  these  ribbons ;  would  you  have  me  choose 
cherry  oolour  or  primrose  for  my  new  Leghorn  hat?'  I 
protest  it  so  took  away  my  breath  I  did  not  know  what  to 
answer  her.  If  she  were  eight,  instead  of  eighteen,  I'd  have 
given  her  a  good  slapping." 

**Her  Uncle  Jeremitm  allows  her  too  much  pocket^ 
money,"  retiumed  Miss  Sophy,  with  emphatic  gesture :  **  a 
hondred  a  year,  paid  quarterly,  is  a  great  deal  too  much 
for  a  girl  to  have ;  and  only  I  borrow  a  few  pounds  from 
her  now  and  again  for  cards,  which  she  does  not  ask  me 
fw,  I  would  write  and  tell  him.  I  wonder  what  she  can 
do  with  it  all :  she  does  not  spend  it  on  clothes  or  jewels ; 
for  I'm  sure  her  dress  last  night  was  shameful — a  white 
cambric  muslin  and  a  coral  necklace,  just  like  a  child  !  I 
really  blushed  to  see  that  vulgar  Miss  Darner  and  satirical 
Lady  Lottrell  surveying  and  evidently  criticising  her 
appearance  with  so  much  effrontery ;  then  did  you  see  how 
indecorously  she  laughed,  without  the  least  mauvaise  honte^ 
fit  something  Lady  Alicia  said  P   Only  for  the  cards  in  my 
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band  at  the  time,  and  that  fat  woman  Darner  watohmg 
for  the  trump,  I'd  have  given  her  a  look  that  would  have 
recalled  her  to  a  sense  of  where  she  was.  But  these  papists 
are  intractable ;  I  fear  'tis  in  her  blood/' 

^^  I  took  notice  she  and  Guildford  Colandisk  bad  their 
beads  together  all  the  evening,  though  several  times  I  saw 
Maurice  O'DriscoU  striving  to  ingratiate  himself  with  the 
vain  creature,"  said  Fanny,  taking  the  sugar-tongs  in  her 
band  and  preparing  to  fill  out  tea. 

"  And  she'll  end  by  marrying  the  handsome  prodigal, 
you'll  see,'*  cried  Miss  Sophy,  with  asperity ; — **  not  that  I 
would  think  O'DriscoU,  a  young  man  without  a  penny,  a 
better  match  for  her.*' 

''  And  not  too  strict  in  bis  principles,"  added  Fanny. 
'^  Both  Maurice  and  his  mother  belong  to  a  class  I  detest, 
and  that  is  your  liberal  Protestants,  who,  forsooth,  are  for 
letting  everyone  have  their  own  opinion,  and  go  their  own 
way  :  such  as  these  are  no  better  than  enemies  in  the  camp, 
playing  into  the  hands  of  the  adversary.  Now,  how  re- 
spectable it  would  be  if  Alphonse,  instead  of  throwing 
herself  away  upon  such  tinselled  creatures,  and  forfeiting 
her  last  chance  of  conversion,  would  but  be  said  by  us, 
who  have  her  interest  at  heart,  and  marry  that  sensible, 
fatherly,  good  man,  Nathaniel  Lamb,  who  has  everything 
to  recommend  him — married  experience,  knowledge  of  the 
world,  a  sacred  calling,  good  independence,  and  a  fine 
congregation  ; — ^how  nice  it  would  be  ! — ^but  no " 

"  Hush,  here  she  is,"  muttered  Miss  Sophy,  with  an 
audible  sigh,  and  at  the  moment  the  parlour  door  opened, 
and  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  hurried  in,  out  of  breath. 

"  Oh,  Aunt  Sophy,  Aunt  Fanny,  I'm  so  sorry  to  have 
kept  you  waiting,"  cried  the  young  girl,  throwing  off  her 
fur-tippet  and  Donnet,  and  hastening  to  seat  herself  at  the 
breakfast-table.  ^'  But  I  was  delayed,  aunty,  and  did  not 
think  youd  be  down  so  early,  having  been  home  so  late 
last  night  as  we  were,"  she  continued,  apologetically,  and 
fixing  her  eyes,  dark  and  mournful,  upon  the  gloomy  face 
of  her  senior  aunt,  whose  eyes,  bent  upon  an  egg  which 
she  was  opening,  did  not  observe  her,  but  the  other,  who 
Wft9  wntching  her  sharply,  exdaimed,  magisterially: 
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"  What  delayed  you  ? — what  ails  you,  child  P — Tou  are 
not  yourself.  What  makes  you  look  so  woe-begone 
and  dullP^'  The  mist  that  had  gathered  to  a  tear 
stood  like  a  gem  glistening  a  moment  on  the  dark 
eyelash  ere  it  fell^  and  with  a  sob  Alphonse  exclaimed 
in  turn: 

'*  I  met  old  Kurse  Lanigan  on  my  way  home  ;  she  was 
almost  out  of  her  mind  with  grief,  and  told  me  how  her 
brother  had  been  picketed  last  night,  and  his  two  sons 
flogged^  to  make  them  discover  or  inform  upon  the  United 
Irishmen  ;  and  how  her  daughter  Esther's  husband  was 
seized  ooming  home  from  his  day's  work,  and  sent  bound 
on  board  a  transport  going  out  to  America ;  and  her  own 
boy,  Denny,  half-hanged ;  she  doesn't  know  why.  She  was 
running  half-mad  and  heartbroken  to  the  doctor  to  get 
something  for  them,  and  hadn't  had  a  morsel  herself  for 
two  days,  and  was  all  night  up  doing  her  best  to  nurse 
them.  Oh,  aunt,  isn't  it  terrible  ?  She  said  the  people 
all  expect  nothing  else  but  to  be  slaughtered.  What's  the 
meaning  of  it  P  '^ 

*'  And  was  that  what  delayed  you? ''  drily  demanded 
Sophy." 

•*Te8,  to  be  sure,''  indignantly  retorted  the  niece, 
with  dry,  anger-flashing  eyes.  *'  I  took  the  poor  creature 
into  a  cake  shop,  for  she  cried  so ;  everyone  was  star- 
ing at  us,  and  I  made  her  take  some  buns  and  a  cup 
of  coflee,  and  stood  with  my  back  to  the  door,  and 
wouldn't  let  her  out  till  I  knew  she  had  eaten  and  drank 
enough,  then  I  let  her  go,  and  came  away  home,  promis- 
ing to  call  on  her  by-and-by.*' 

"  Tou  gave  her  money,  too,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Fanny, 

"  Well,  I  hadn't  much  to  give  her,  only  a  couple  of 
shillings ;  but  it  wasn't  money  so  much  as  comfort  the 
poor  soul  wanted." 

"  I  daresay,"  sneered  Miss  Sophy.  **  Poor  people  are 
very  high-spirited,  and  never  want  money,  or  make  poor 
mouths— oh,  dear,  no !  But,  may  I  ask,  how  come  you  to 
be  BO  tight  ?  'Tis  not  on  dress  you  spend  your  uncle's 
allowance.  You  give  it  to  your  brother,  I  suppose,  to 
tolster  him  up  in  his  profession,  ?^nd  lavish  it  on  everyoQO 
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that  tells  you  a  tale  of  distrefis.  I  know  I  was  greatly 
annoyed  to*  see  the  figure  you  made  last  night  among  bo 
many  well-dressed,  fashionable  girls,  of,  I  daresay  not 
half  your  means ; — not  so  muoh  as  an  ornament  in  your 
hair  had  you  V* 

"  Oh,  yes,  aunty,  I  had  a  coral  comb.  There  wad  Ethel 
Courtney  had  not  as  muoh,  and  yet  she  looked  beautiful ; 
and  I  overheard  Mr.  O'Bjrne,  her  partner,  whisper 
someone  that  it  looked  like  a  coronet  of  gold." 

"  But  she  wore  a  silk  dress,"  expostulated  Fanny,  "  I 
fear  people  will  think  our  niece  is  a  beggar.'* 

*'  DO  I  am,  aunty ; — ^that  is,  you  know,  I  hare  nothing  of 
my  own.  But  Ethel's  dress  of  amber-green  I  didn't  like 
half  as  well  as  Flora  Esmond's  of  scarlet  gauze  over  white 
satin,  with  the  gold  ornaments  ;  she  looked  like  a  queen. 
But  Ethel's  was  very  pretty,  and,  I  daresay,  cost  a  deal  of 
money.  I  think  I'll  get  a  black  velvet,  aunty ;  would  you 
like  me  to  ?  " 

**  Yes,  it  will  be  a  pleasing  contrast  to  your  black  hair, 
dark  eyes,  and  dark  complexion,"  returned  Miss  Sophy, 
ironically. 

"  Oh,  dear,  I  forgot ! "  ejaculated  Alphonse,  crestfallen. 

"  Yes,"  resumed  Miss  Sophy,  with  an  aspect  of  wisdom  ; 
^'that  is  because  of  your  head  being  so  turned  by  the 
flatteries  of  the  hair-brained  fops  and  coxcombs  you 
encourage,  with  so  little  sense  of  the  decorum  and  modest 
reserve  becoming  a  young  lady ;  hoping  to  fall  in  for  a  fine 
fortune  by  your  uncle,  whose  heiress  it  is  thought  you  may 
be,  as  he  is  old,  sickly,  and  childless,  they  all  strive  who 
shall  be  the  lucky  man.  If  you  were  wise  as  Buth, 
Bachael,  Bebecca,  or  any  of  those  good  women  of  whom 
the  Bible  tells  us,  you  would  cashier  all  those  silly  creatured, 
most  of  all  Guildford  Colandisk,  and  give  your  hand  to 
that  truly  worthy  man,  Nathaniel  Lamb." 

"  Aunty,  if  you  love  me,"  cried  Alphonse,  throwing  up 
her  hands  in  horror^  ^'  don't  speak  of  it  again  :  an  old 
daddy-long-legs  who  ran  away  from  one  wife,  and  had 
another  run  away  from  him ; — oh,  aunty ! " 

"  My  dear,  don't  set  yourself  up  to  be  a  lecturer  of  your 
betters,  and  a  Pharisee  who  knows  and  keeps  the  l^w 
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better  than  others,"  angrily  vociferated  Miss  Sophy,  with 
eyes  deepening  to  a  shade  of  verjuice  green.  ''Our  frieud^ 
the  Bev.  Nathaniel  Lamb,  is  a  vessel  of  election,  worthy  of 
all  honour.  His  first  wife  was  a  person  who  was  in  every 
respect  a  etumbling-blook  to  salvation,  a  person  with  in- 
compatible temper  with  whom  he  could  not  live  happily  ; 
hiB  next — it  only  proves  the  guileless  innocence  of  the 
young  man's  unsuspecting  nature — she  trepanned  him  into 
a  union,  and  then  deserted  him,  spreading  everywhere^  to 
justify  herselfy  odious  calumnies  against  his  character; 
but  in  each  case  he  has  legally  and  correctly  taken  out  a 
divorce,  so  that  he  is  free  as  air  to  suit  himself  again. 
He  made  us  the  confidantes  of  his  troubles,  for  which  he 
honestly  condemns  his  own  folly ;  paid  us  and  you  the 
high  compliment  of  saying  he  was  sure  you  would  be  just 
the  person  to  make  him  happy  again,  and  that  if  you 
would  accept  his  offer  he  would  settle  upon  you  six 
hundred  a  year  ;  and  you  know  how  liberal  he  has  been 
to  U8  in  presents,  and  offered  to  be  to  you,  but  that  like  a 
spoiled  child,  you  sulked  and  rejected  them,  wounding,  I 
must  say,  without  remorse,  his  feelings,  and  reserving  all 
your  sympathy  for  beggars,  and  your  smiles  for  fellows 
like  Colandisk  and  O'DriscoU,  and  Lord  knows  who  else, 
who  live  from  hand  to  mouth,  and  could  neither  maintain 
you  in  afEluence  nor  respectability.  What  folly  !  But  sorry 
I  am  to  say  it,  Alphonse,  you  take  entirely  after  your 
father  and  nothing  after  our  side — that  is,  your  mother's 
side  of  the  house.'' 

"  But  mamma,  I  have  heard  you  say,  was  not  at  all  like 
you,  aunt^  being  only  a  half-sister,  and  your  father's  second 
wife,  whom  he  foolishly  fell  in  love  with,  married  when 
you  and  Aunt  Fanny  were  grown-up  girls,"  returned 
Alphonse  with  furtive  smile,  as  soon  as  the  voluble  lady's 
rushing  tide  of  speech,  a  moment  subsiding,  suffered  her  to 
speak  : 

"Exactly,"  replied  Miss  Fanny,  with  lofty  air  of 
displeasure  ;  *'  my  father's  second  wife  was  a  Mac  Mahon, 
as  poor  as  Job,  and  proud  as  Lucifer ; — a  papist,  too,  who 
•con  turned  his  weak  head,  and  made  him  go  with  her  to 
ICaaa.'' 
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"  And  80  vain  of  her  family  ! "  chimed  in  Miss  Sophy. 
"  But  we  soon  let  her  know  that  we  thought  a  deal  more 
of  our  own,  which  was  every  whit  as  good,  and  though, 
perhaps,  not  quite  so  rotten  with  age,  we  were  old  enough 
to  be  respected  ;  our  grandfather,  a  trooper  in  the  service 
of  William  the  Third,  having  fought  under  him  at  the 
Boyne,  and  being  granted  a  large  tract  of  the  enemy's 
confiscated  land,  he  settled  in  the  country,  and  became 
the  founder  of  our  family,  now  three  generations  ancient, 
and, is  alas!  dying  out  for  lack  of  heirs  male; — ^but, indeed, 
we  consider  ourselves  just  as  old,  and  of  as  much  conse- 
quence as  any  family  in  the  land." 

To  this  evident  fact  Alphonse  could  not  well  oppose  a 
negative;  in  her  heart  she  silently  believed  they  considered 
themselves  vastly  superior.  However,  as  she  sipped  her 
tea,  her  thoughts  reverted  to  the  subject  from  which  they 
had  been  led  to  digress  far  away,  and  she  was  beginning 
to  muse  in  a  fit  of  abstraction  upon  the  calamities  that  had 
befallen  her  dear  old  nurse,  and  what  could  be  done  in  the 
case,  when  the  sharp  voice  of  Miss  Sophy,  again  falling 
upon   her  ear,  and  addressed  to  her,  bfoke  her  reverie : 

"  Alphonse,  by-the-by,  I  want  the  loan  of  a  little  money. 
I  had  a  run  of  bad  luck  at  cards  last  night,  and  lost  a  good 
deal,  all  owing  to  that  great  red-faced  cook,  Mrs.  Damer, 
who,  I  am  certain,  cheated  me  out  of  honours,  and  more 
than  once  dealt  me  such  wretched  hands,  out  of  spite,  I 
could  almost  suppose,  because  I  spoke  my  mind,  as  I  always 
do,  and  said  her  big  bouncing  daughter  would  be  improved 
by  a  little  fining  down  of  her  figure,  and  a  little  schooling  to 
refine  her  manner,  which  is  so  free  and  romping.'' 

Alphonse  laid  down  her  cup  with  an  amused  look  and 
said  :  "  Now,  surely,  Aunt  Sophy,  you  did  not  go  hurt 
poor  Mrs.  Damer's  feelings  to  such  an  extent  as  that?  " 

"  Nonsense,  child ! — why  not  ?  She  thinks  a  great  deal 
too  much  of  that  girl,  and  lets  her  run  riot,  while  the  old 
dotard  of  a  father  lavishes  upon  her  gold  uncounted.  To 
see  the  three  feather  beds  stuffed  into  a  carriage  is  enough 
to  give  one  a  headache,  and  the  poor  things  think  they'll 
catch  a  lord  for  her ;  so  the  mother  one  day  gave  me  to 
understand  that  her  Carline  was  sure  to  marry  a  nobl9« 
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man,  that  she  had  only  to  pick  and  ohoose  among  a  lot 
that  were  dying  for  her.  "  'Tis  a  pity  to  keep  them  so 
long  in  suspense."  I  made  answer.  I  have  no  doubt  but 
her  weight  in  gold  will  buy  her  a  lord,  and  that  her  father 
oan  well  afford  to  give.  But,  in  my  opinion,  she  might  do 
as  well  without  looking  so  high ;  for  who  are  the  Darners 
but  low  merchants? — and  I  wonder  at  Lady  Moira  to  fill 
her  rooms  with  such  rubbish." 

•'  But  I  think,  aunt,  they  claim  to  beof  the  Portarlington* 
family''  said  Alphonse. 

'*  The  Portarlington  family  does  not  reoognise  them," 
said  Miss  Fanny,  pompously  ;  it  would  never  answer,  you 
know,  child,  for  families  of  wealth  and  consequence  to 
acknowledge  all  the  poor  relations  or  relatives  who  have 
lost  cast  by  misalliance,  or  following  business;  such  have  no 
right  to  intrude  upon  the  aristocracy.  And  who  was  Mrs. 
Darner  but  a  Booth,  a  horse  doctor's  daughter  ?  Suppose 
Darner  himself  to  be  up  to  the  mark,  which  he  is  not, 
being  a  tea  importer,  and  late  purchaser  of  a  fine  estate  !" 

**How  much  money  do  you  want,  Aunt  Sophy?  "  said 
Alphonse,  standing  up  from  the  breakfast-table. 

"  Let  me  see  ;  five  pounds,  I  think,  will  do; — and  for 
goodness*  sake,  will  you  get  yourself  a  silk  dress ;  I'm  tired 
of  looking  at  that  old  merino." 

*'  Very  well,  aunty,  I  will.  What  colour  shall  I  choose  P" 

"Your  Aunt  Fanny  will  go  with  you  to  the  silk  mercer's 
and  see  you  get  a  good  rich  silk ;  and  don't  be  taking  a 
leaf  out  of  the  book  of  Ethel  Courtney,  and  making  your- 
self a  subject  of  comment  to  the  world.  I  wish,  too,  you 
could  carry  your  head  with  a  little  assumption  of  dignity  : 
not  that  I  want  you  to  have  a  toss  in  it,  or  give  yourself 
the  affected  airs  of  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  or  Caroline  Darner, 
or  their  friend,  Susan  Gubbins,  all  of  whom  I  saw  whisper- 
ing, tittering,  and  jibing  behind  your  back  last  night ; 
and  at  Ethel,  too,  though  I  don't  know  why,  for  she  was 
well  dressed  ;  but  in  general  she  is  so  dowdy,  and  to  think 
of  her  presuming  last  summer  to  visit  us,  to  come  up  to 

*  "  Bamer,  the  founder  of  the  Portarlington  family,  was  a  Cromwellian 
a>ldier  of  fortone,  enriched  hj  great  con&cation  grants  ;  he  was  also  a 
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our  drawing-room  in  a  muslin  dress :  fortunately  you 
were  not  at  home  or  you  would  have  made  her  quite  wel- 
come ;  but  we,  by  our  formal,  distant  manner,  soon  let  her 
see  we  would  not  tolerate  such  disrespect ;  so  she  took  the 
hint  and  has  not  come  near  us  since.  The  worst  of  it  is,  her 
cousin,  Flora  Esmond,  who  is  the  very  model  we  would 
have  you  imitate,  seems  to  have  taken  umbrage  at  our 
rebuke  of  her  cousin,  and,  though,  waiving  ceremony,  we 
have  called  over  and  over,  she  never  now  returns  our  visits, 
and  is  always  so  reserved  when  we  meet  in  society,  besides 
declining  our  invitations  to  tea ;  I  cannot  understand  how 
good  church-going  persons  can  be  so  resentful.  Are  you 
going  to-day  to  buy  your  dress  ?  " 

"  No,  Aunt  Sophy,  I  must  go  to-day  to  see  those  poor 
things,  and  what  I  can  do  for  them." 

'^  Tou  don't  mean  to  say  you  are  going  to  lanes  and 
alleys  to  see  these  people  ?*' 

"  Tes,  aunt ;  why  not  ?*' 

"  Improper,  my  dear,  most  improper,  and  highly  danger- 
ous," cried  both  ladies  in  a  breath.  ^*  A  young  lady  going 
by  herself  to  Lord  knows  where !  " 

"  Only  to  Little  Mary-street,  aunt,  where  nurse  has  a 
room,"  pleaded  Alphonse. 

"  To  garrets  and  cellars.     No,  positively  you  shall  not." 

''You  could  let  Mrs.  Jolly  come  with  me,  and  she 
would  carry  a  parcel  for  me ;— or  John  P" 

"  No,  my  dear,  I'll  do  no  such  thing ;  how  could  you 
presume  to  ask  it,  to  send  our  maid  or  the  butler  to 
where  there  is  every  risk  of  infection  from  fever  and  other 
diseases,  incidental  to  the  filthy  dens  of  the  poor.  Mr. 
Lamb  will  be  here  by-and-by,  and  if  you  will  give  him 
any  charity  for  them  he  will  be  only  too  happy  to  oblige 
you  by  taking  it  to  the  creatures,  but  I  forbid  you  going 
on  any  account."  Alphonse  looked  utterly  disconcerted, 
and  to  cheer  her  Miss  Fanny  added : 

"  And  you  know,  my  dear,  it  wouldn't  be  wise  of  us  to 

meddle,  or  in  any  way  interfere  in  the  cause  of  those  who 

have  made  themselves  amenable  to  justice,  and  whom 

,  the  law  has  deemed  it  advisable  to  punish  ;  we  might  be 

judged  guilty  of  complicity  by  appearing  to  mamfest  a&f 
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mterest  about  them.  See  how  nearly  the  ohaplain  of  Lord 
Moira  implicated  himself  in  his  foolish  interposition  about 
the  creatures  Lord  Carhampton  sentenced  to  chastisement ; 
only  for  the  patronage  of  liord  Moira,  Mr.  Berwick  had 
hiinself  been  punished  as  a  rebel ;  so  be  advised  by  your 
Aunt  Sophy,  and  stay  at  home  to-day  and  rest,  as  we  shall 
be  going  to-night  to  the  theatre.  It  is  just  half-past  one/' 
continued  Miss  Fanny,  looking  at  her  watch ;  **  we  have 
loitered  so  long  at  breakfast !  Visitors,  I  daresay,  will  be 
soon  dropping  in ;  we  had  better  get  to  the  drawingroom. 
Go,  child  ^  and  change  your  dress ;  by-the-by,  Sophy, 
I  wonder  Lord  and  Lady  Edward  Fitzgerald  were  not  at 
Moira  House  last  night ;  be  sure  let's  not  forget  to  ask  about 
it;  also  about  those  strangers  whom  her  ladyship  intro- 
duced, we  must  make  inquiries — ^O'Byme,  I  think,  was  their 
name ; — 'tis  of  so  much  importance  to  investigate  people 
nowadays."  With  this  sage  remark  Miss  Fanny  made  exit. 
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"  Why  drag  again  into  the  ligbUof  daj 
The  crrort  of  an  age  long  paesed  away  ? 
I  aniwer :  For  the  lessons  that  they  teach, 
The  tolerance  of  opinion  and  uf  *-peecli, 
Hope,  Faith,  and  Charity  remain — these  three  : 
And  greatest  of  them  all  is  Cbarity." 

PROLOQUE  TO  "BXDICOTT." 

This  select  seminary  for  y onng  ladies,  thongh  only  estab- 
lished a  oouple  of  years,  and  not  exactly  claiming  to  be  of 
the  first  class  of  educational  academies,  was  nevertheless  in 
a  very  flourishing  condition,  numbering  over  forty  boarding 
pupils,  chiefly  the  daughters  of  attorneys,  parsons,  merchants, 
and  other  professional  men,  who,  for  the  stipend  of  fifty 
pounds  a  year,  exclusive  of  accomplishments,  received  the 
advantages  of  a  good  English  and  Christian  education, 
irarranted  to  compete  with  the  best  in  the  city.  It  was 
eonducted  by  the  Misses  Hodgens,  assisted  by  their  mother, 
tnd  an  aunt.  Mrs.  Hodgens,  originally  a  soft-goods  shop- 
keeper, now  the  widow  of  a  minister,  who  had  kept  a  boys' 
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sohooL   xnuoh  upon  the  Squeers'  models   was  a  large, 
fiery-faoed  woman,  destitute  of  the  smallest  pretension  to 
feminiDe  Boftness,  or  ladylike  deportment.      Her  small, 
bilious-looking  eyes,  were  keen  and  searching ;  her  coun- 
tenance, aided  by  a  red,  oarbunoled  nose,  excessively  thin 
and  pointed,  harsh  and  forbidding ;  her  step,  as  she  paced 
along,  had  the  weight  and  energy  of  a  trooper  hastening 
to  battle,  and  her  voice  loud,  strong,  and  emphatic  as 
that  of  a  captain  giving  orders  on  the  quarter-deck  of 
a  transport ;  her  department  was  that  of  superintendent 
and  housekeeper  of  the  establishment.   She  never  appeared 
to  visitors.    Miss  Medlicott,  her  sister,  who  had  seen  some 
seventy  solar  revolutions,  was  a  spare,  attenuated  woman, 
with  little  cunning,  China  blue  eyes, peering  with  icy  glitter 
from  their  deep  sockets,  contracted  mouth,  showing  through 
a  dent  in  the  upper  lip  a  row  of  long,  sharp,  yellow  teeth 
that  gave  a  rat-like  look  to  the  feature,  a  pointed  nose  and 
chin  that  appeared  smitten  with  an  inclination,  some  might 
define  as  a  magnetic  attraction,  drawing  them  together ;  her 
withered  cheeks  were  puckered  into  wrinkles,  and,  being 
entirely  devoid  of  hair,  the  neatest  and  whitest  of  crimped 
cambric  frills  bordering  a  mop  cap  and  surmounting  a 
great    many  bandages,  set  off  her  furrowed  brow;   her 
long,  kite's  claw  of  a  hand,  partly  from  early  training, 
partly  owing  to  natural  conformation,  might  be  compared 
to  a  delicate  machine  contrived  to  produce  the  most  elabo- 
rate and  exquisite  needlework  and  embroidery;  hence,  Miss 
Tabathia  Medlicott  was  with  equal  propriety  judiciously 
appointed  to  initiate  the  pupils  in  the  craft  of  stitching, 
hemming,  felling,  darning,  making  buttonholes  and  hern- 
boneing,  sampler  marking,  tatting,  embroidery,  &c.  &o. 
Miss  Jemima  JSodgens,  whose  summer's  last  rose  was  on 
the  wane  and  showing  symptoms  of  the  sere  and  yellow 
leaf,  had  a  medium  figure  inclined   to  embonpoint,  large 
saucer  eyes  of  no  distinct  colour,  vague  in  expression, 
and    prominently  staring;    a   double   chin   and   nether 
lip,  that  protruded  beyond  the  upper  one,  imparting  a 
sullen  aspect  to  the  countenance ;  her  cheeks  were  large 
and  fiat,  but  she  had  a  quantity  of  beautiful  amber  hair, 
which  she  wore  falling  in  a  mass  of  curls  over  her  neck 


THE  MiflSBS  HODOims'  flCHOOL.  69 

and  slioiildersy  which  Yenus  herself  might  have  envied. 
Miss  Jemima^s  provinoe  was  over  the  writing  and  aiith- 
metio,  the  globes  and  maps.    Miss  Hodgens,  senior,  the 
principal  with  whom  we  are  most  concerned^  was  also  of 
medium  proportion  in  figure,  tending  rather  to  slight; 
her  lineaments,  too,  were  symmetrical,  but  her  complexion, 
roughened  and  seamed  by  a  virulent  attack  of  smallpox  in 
childhood,  did  not  make  amends  by  softening  a  physi- 
ognomy in  itself  hard,  unpleasing,  and,  in  all  respects,  a 
duplicate  on  a  minor  scale  of  the  mother's ;  her  eye,  bleared 
by  distemper,  was  opaque,  rigid,  and  dull ;  cold,  phleg- 
matic, inanimate,  she  was  never  out  of  temper,  and  never 
seen  to  smile,  a  monotonous  sameness  of  aspect  that  was 
most  wearisome  and  repelling,  daily  greeted  all  with  whom 
she  oame  into  contact ;  she  lived,  as  it  were,  by  rote,  and 
acted  by  system.    Yet  though  attractive  neither  in  person 
nor  manner.  Miss  Julia  Hodgens  stood  high  i'ov  meritorious 
deserts  in  the  esteem  of  the  public,  and  was  at  once  the 
idol  and  oracle  of  all  the  old  maids  and  matrons  of  the 
city,  by  none  of  whom  was  she  held  in  more  repute  as  an 
example  of  piety,  wisdom,  and  industry  than  by  the  Misses 
Warbeck  Higgenboggan,  who  in  every  emergency  were 
wont  to  consult  her  opinion  to  judge  whether  it  tallied 
with  their  own,  which  it  mostly  did.   Miss  Hodgens'  office 
WHS  to  catechise  the  classes,   issue  prospectuses,  receive 
pupils,  and  wait  upon  visitors.     Besides  this  staff  there 
was  an  auxiliary  supplement  of  daily  masters  for  drawing 
and  languages.    Mr.  D'Alemain  instructed  in  dancing, 
and  there  were  two  music  mistresses  regularly  employed. 
The  domestic  menage  consisted  of  boy  to  open  the  door  and 
give  an  air  to  the  house,  a  white-haired,  pink-eyed,  tallow- 
cheeked  youth  of  fifteen,  with  a  pert  housemaid  and 
parlonrmaid,  all  imported  for  their  English  accent  and 
BQperior  respectability  from  London,  and  who  stipulated, 
along  with  high  wages,  that  they  should  mess  to  them- 
lelves,  and  not  be  obligated  to  mix  with  the  nasty,  dirty 
Hirish  servants — of  which  there  w&s  but  one — to  wit,  the 
cook,  an  elderly  woman,  who  wore  a  stuff  gown,  check 
spron,  white  mop  cap,  and  a  yellow  kerchief  pinned  across 
1^  bosom,  and  isurveyed  the  dandy  butler  who  grinned 
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at  her  brogues  and  yarn  8ix)oking8,  and  the  poor  fiuidangoed 
oretirs  of  girls  that  turned  up  their  cooked  noses  at  her 
fine  homespun  woollen  oloak  and  hood,  that  she  was  wont 
to  exhibit  with  so  much  comfort  to  herself  and  pride  to 
the  ooDgregation  at  Mass  on  Sundays  in  Clarendon-street 
chapel,  with  an  amount  of  disdain  that  fairly  balanced  the 
interest.    It  was  to  this  seminary  that  Miles  CByme, 
upon  the  recommendation  of  a  lady  friend  engaged  to 
be  married  to  a  relative  of  his,  had  decided  to  send  his 
sister.    Shortly  after  his  arrival  from  France,  Hugh  being 
otherwise  engaged  Atthe  time,  Miles  unfortunately  set  out 
alone  to  negotiate  transactions,  introduced  by  one  who  had 
been  a  pupil  herself  for  a  short  period^  in  taking  lessons  to 
perfect  herself  in  some  accomplishment    There  was  no 
difiioulty  about  arranging  terms,  though  some  objections 
were  made  about  peremptory  stipulations   by  Miles  to 
ensure  for  his  sister  the  free  practice  of  her  religious 
duties  and  the  discharge  of  the  obligations  imposed  by  her 
Church ;  but  where  the  more  genial  Hugh,  with  conciliating 
tact,  would  have  smoothed  away  obstructions.  Miles  with 
a  high  hand  overruled  them.     Ill  could  the  lady  brook 
one,  whom  as  a  Catholic  she  looked  on  as  an  inferior, 
assuming  a  tone  more  of  patronage  than  deference,  dic- 
tating with  condescension  instead  of  sueing  as  a  suppliant, 
and  in  every  respect  combining  with  the  courtesy  of  a 
gentleman  the  authority  of  one  who  considered  himself  a 
potentate,  and  something  above  an  equal.     It  was  a  phe- 
nomenon strange  as  if  her  servant  were  to  turn  the  tables, 
and  deport  himself  as  on  par  with  his  betters.   So  upon  the 
conclusion  of  the  interview  the  gentleman  bowed  himself 
out,  and  Miss  Hodgens,  on  her  way  back  to  the  schoolroom, 
mentally  reviewed  the  matter,   and  came  to    the  con- 
clusion that  the  new  pupil,  whom  she  had  not  yet  seen, 
but  whose  quarter's  pension  she  held  in  her  hand,  must 
not  be  equally  favoured  with  the  others.     Entering  the 
room,  she  took  a  survey  of  the  forms  at  either  side,  with 
twenty-four  young  ladies  all  in  a  row,  shivering  with  blue 
noses  and  red  fingers  over  their  slates,  then  at  the  well- 
slacked-down  fire  and  glistening  fire-irons  ;  standing  still, 
she  called  aloud  in  shiill  Toioe :  *^  Attention !'' 
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lostantly  every  slate  was  lowered  and  every  eye  ri vetted 
upon  the  speaker^  who  proceeded : 

"  Young  ladies,  a  new  pupil  is  to  be  introduced  to  you 
to-morroWy  and  I  have  only  to  observe  that  as  she  is  not 
your  equal  in  social  status^  or  in  any  way,  being,  in  fact, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  a  Papist,  it  will  not  be  necessary  for 
you  to  receive  or  consider  her  as  one  of  yourselves.  Of 
course  you  will  be  polite  and  ceremonious,  but  there  must 
be  no  amalgamation,  no  understanding  between  you.  You 
wiU  indeed  have  to  say  your  lessons  in  class,  and  dine  and 
all  that  in  concert ;  but  there  it  must  end.  Intercourse  I 
strictly  forbid.     Do  you  comprehend  ?" 

An  afiSrmative  being  gieen  to  the  effect  that  they  did  com- 

Eiehend,  and  Miss  Hodgens  having  taken  another  survey  of 
er  pupils,  who  were  distiDguished  for  prim,  formal  manners, 
sly,  demure  faces,  constrained  and  affected  deportment, 
wiUidrew,  beckoning  Miss  Jemima  to  follow,  who  promptly 
obeyed  the  signal,  leaving  a  monitress  in  her  place,  under 
whose  regimSy  when  the  door  was  closed,  there  was  a  sudden 
rush  to  the  sepulchred  fire*  a  sudden  gabble  of  tongues,  and 
flitting  to  and  fro  of  restless  limbs  long  quiescent  under  pres- 
sure ;  but  the  only  allusion  made  to  the  newcomer,  who  had 
been  thus  announced,  was  by  an  engaging  little  child  of 
six,  who  put  up  her  rosy  mouth  to  an  older  pupil  and  said  : 
**  Lizzy,  what's  a  Papist  P — is  she  a  black,  like  Uncle 
Dick's  Samboy  the  nigger,  that's  coming  to  school  to-r 
moiTOwP"  But  time  was  too  precious  to  be  squandered 
by  the  briefly  enfranchised  Lizzy,  who  was  doing  her  best 
to  wheedle  a  companion  for  a  loan  of  a  surreptitious 
novel,  to  attend  to  the  questioner,  and  Maggie  Dillon 
remained  unanswered  to  ner  own  specidations.  In  the 
family  sittingroom,  where  the  elders  were  convened  in 
eouncil,  Mrs.  Hodgens  looking  over  a  file  of  bills,  Miss 
Tabathia  mending  a  stocking,  Miss  Hodgens  speaking, 
and  Miss  Jemima  looking  on,  the  following  colloquy  was 
proceeding: 

"  I  wonder  you  took  her  on  such  terms,"  Mrs.  Hodgens 
Hid,  having  heard  Miss  Hodgens'  narrative  of  the  Eusi- 
'*  I  never  heard  of  anything  so  insolent." 
^I  wouldn't  have  8n£Eered  her  to  cross  the  threshold 
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but  for  fear  of  disobliging  Mies  Harvey,  who  interested 
herself  so  in  the  matter/'  responded  Miss  Hodgens,  in  an 
angry  tone,  though  in  reality  she  was  stolid  as  usual. 

**  Psha !  Julia,  what  nonsense !"  cried  Miss  Medlioott, 
petulantly,  jerking  the  thread  with  whioh  she  was  darning 
to  get  it  through.  "  What  about  Miss  Harvey,  who's,  I 
hear,  going  to  make  an  old  fool  of  herself  and  marry 
Captain  Gregory  Byrne,  a  Papist,  too  P  I  wonder,  with 
her  fine  property,  she  wouldn't  ohoose,  if  wed  she  needs 
must,  someone  that  had  a  chance  of  heaven." 

'*  And  think  what  a  scandal  it  will  be^  and  bad  example, 
to  see  a  pupil  of  ours  going  to  Mass,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,"  observed  Jemima,  twisting  a  curl  round  her 
finger. 

''I  shouldn't  so  much  have  minded  if  the  gentleman 
had  been  civil  and  not  so  exacting,"  soliloquised  Miss 
Hodgens.  '^I  could  have  overlooked  and  winked  at  a 
little,  to  decoy  her  along  gently  by  example  and  precept 
from  her  errors ;  but  when  he  laid  down  the  law  like  a 
magistrate,  I  would  have  declined  further  overture,  only, 
you  see,  we  are  indebted  to  Miss  Harvey  for  some  of  our 
best  pupils  from  the  county  Wexford,  and  who  knows  how 
she  might  resent  it  if  we  disobliged  her  ?" 

"Why  didn't  you  go  consult  the  Misses  Warbeck 
Higgenboggan  about  it  before  you  closed  P"  demanded 
Miss  Tabathia. 

"  Where  was  the  use  ?  They  couldn't  have  advised  me 
in  this  case,  except,  perhaps,  against  my  interest ;  and  as 
for  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  if  she  knew  we  had  a  Gatholio 
pupil,  she'd  be  for  getting  acquainted  and  make  bad  worse 
by  her  silliness." 

'*  What  about  fish  P  I  suppose  it  would  stick  in  her 
throat  to  eat  meat  on  a  Friday ;  and  where  are  we  to  get 
fish  for  her  when  it  is  so  scarce  and  dear  P"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Hodgens,  rattling  her  bunch  of  keys  in  a  sudden  burst  of 
excitement,  and  looking  tremendously  practical  and  cal- 
culating. 

^'Perhaps  she  might  be  content  with  apple  dumpling 
or  jam  roUP"  suggested  Miss  Jemima,  ''or  seakale.  or 
omelet  P" 
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Miss  Tabathia  looked  over  her  speotacles,  and  said: 
"  Fadge,  my  dear ;  if  we  gave  those  dainties,  it  would  be 
holding  ont  a  premium  for  Popery :  not  a  girl  in  the  school 
bat  would  be  envying  the  Papist,  and  rebelling  against 
roast  beef.  GKve  her  what  I  daresay  she's  better  used  to-r- 
potatoes  and  milk." 

"Yos;  only  there's  a  vulgar  sound  about  it,  and  I 
wouldn't  like  it  to  go  out  of  the  school; — and  only  twelve!" 
soliloquised  Miss  Hodgens.  ^^ It  is  very  aggravating;  but 
I'll  find  a  way  through  the  difficulty.'*  With  this  con- 
clusion she  left  the  sittingroom  to  return  to  the  academy ; 
as  also  did  Jemima. 

The  following  day,  as  appointed,  Euphemia  0*Byrne 
was  oonducted  by  a  servant,  Miles  not  being  himself  able 
to  bring  her,  to  the  seminary,  which  Miss  Hodgens 
construed  into  a  further  insult.  So  when  the  trunk  was 
deposited  in  the  hall,  to  be  carried  upstairs  by  the  boy,  and 
Euphemia,  dressed  in  a  new  cloth  pelisse  of  ruby  colour, 
and  gray  beaver  hat,  nicely  trimmed  with  ribbons  to  match, 
was  ushered  into  the  schoolroom  by  the  parlour-maid, 
Amelia  Buggy,  she  was  left  for  some  moments  standing 
in  the  centre  of  the  room,  we  cannot  say  unnoticed,  for 
every  eye  was  fixed  upon  her.  Miss  Hodgens  surveyed  her 
from  her  desk,  but  went  on  with  a  letter  she  was  writing  ; 
Miss  Jemima  stood  still  over  a  globe  at  the  other  end  of 
the  room  to  stare ;  Miss  Medlicott  laid  down  her  piece  of 
embroidery;  and  Mrs.  Hodgens,  hearing  of  the  new  arrival, 
sauntered  in  accidentally,  as  it  were,  to  have  a  look  at  her. 
In  Euphemia  there  was  nothing,  at  first  sight,  to  distin- 
gui^  ner  from  the  ordinary  run  of  children.  She  was 
small  for  her  age ;  her  sun-embrowned  complexion  wore 
the  rich  bloom  of  health ;  her  hair,  black  as  ebony,  and  cut 
short,  fell  in  wavy  clusters  upon  her  neck ;  her  nose,  mouth, 
and  ohin  were  sharply  cut,  and  betokened  a  character  of 
firmness  and  resolution ;  her  brow,  massive  and  prominent, 
did  not  appear  to  indicate  so  much  of  talent  as  of  deep 
thou^htfulness ;  but  in  her  well-set  brown  eye,  so  dark 
that  it  almost  shaded  into  black,  there  was  a  well  of  light 
that  sparkled  and  glowed  with  an  animated  spirit  that 
infused  an  ever-varying  expression  of  its  own  emotions 
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into  every  lineament,  alternately  reflecting  upon  them  a 
gush  of  sunshine  or  eclipsing  them  in  jshadow,  and  render- 
ing it  not  easy  to  decipher  from  a  coimtenanoe  ever  in 
transition  and  yielding  to  the  impression  of  the  moment, 
the  real  character  and  disposition  of  its  owner;  hut  many 
hours  had  not  elapsed,  nevertheless,  before  the  Misses 
Hodgens,  their  parent,  and  their  aunt,  who  were  all 
tolerably  well- versed  in  the  art  of  analysing  physiological 
traits,  obtained  a  pretty  good  insight  into  those  of  their 
pupil.  Having  folded,  addressed,  and  sealed  her  letter, 
Mies  Hodgens  sat  upright  in  her  chair  of  dignity,  and 
called  out  in  her  highest  contralto :  ''  Come  hither,  child !'' 

With  a  long,  swinging  step,  that  rebounded  with  elastic 
spring,  Euphemia  cleared  the  space  between,  and  stood 
bidfore  the  mistress.  Her  deportment  could  not  be  called 
forward,  yet  it  certainly  was  not  shy  or  bashful ;  and  after 
giving  a  few  moments  sternly  to  scrutinize,  and  bear  down 
the  unquailing  eye  bent  upon  her,  Miss  Hodgens  suddenly 
suspected  that  she  herself  was  undergoing  a  similar  process 
of  mental  investigation  under  the  perusing  gaze  that  so 
intently  studied  every  line  of  her  visage,  every  motion  of 
her  eye.  Withdrawing  her  baffled  scrutiny,  and  pushing 
aside  the  lank  tendrils  of  her  scanty  hair,  she  addressed 
her  pupil :  "  What's  your  name,  child  ?" 

^'Euphemia,  ma'am."  The  response  betrayed  an 
accent-  more  peculiarised  by  brogue  than  that  of  her 
brothers.  In  speaking  her  native  tongue,  which  she  did 
with  fluency,  her  voice  was  well  modulated,  and  pleasant 
to  the  ear^  but  the  English  was  yet  so  far  a  foreign 
language  to  her,  that  her  accentuation  and  grammatical 
accuracy  were  wofully  at  variance  with  her  facility  of  ex- 
pressing herself  intelligibly  in  it. 

**  Euphemia  what  P"  returned  Miss  Hodgens,  opening 
and  shutting  her  mouth  as  if  the  lips  collapsed  with  a 
spring. 

"  O'Byme,  ma'am." 

''  Byrne,  if  you  please ;  we  have  no  O's  or  Macs  here.'' 

"  Very  well,  ma'am." 

The  reply  was  so  clearly  entoned,  and  with  such  ready 
oompUanoe,  that  Miss  Hodgens,  taken  abaoki  looked 
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up  with  a  suddenly  mollified  expression,  that  lingered, 
however,  in  doubt  at.  sight  of  the  inflexible  lips  and  mirth- 
ful eye  before  her. 

'*  That's  a  good  child/'  audibly  miurmured  Miss  Ta- 
bathia,  viewing  her  from  a  distance ;  **  I  know  she  will  be 
a  docile  pupil,  Julia,  and  do  whatever  she's  bid.  Won't 
you,  dear  P' 

'^  Yes,  ma'am,''  responded  Euphemia,  turning  to  con- 
template the  old  lady  with  attention. 

''Now,  see  that,"  chuckled  Miss  Medlicott,  drawing 
near  and  patting  her  cheek ; ''  the  child  only  wants  to  know 
and  be  taught  what's  right,  and  shell  be  a  credit  to  us. 
Are  you  hungry,  dearf' 

*'No,  ma'am,"  returned  Euphemia,  thawing  in  the 
sunshine  and  growing  confidential.  ''Miles  and  Hugh 
made  me  eat  a  hig  breakfast  before  I  came,  and  put  lots 
of  nice  cakes  and  sweet  things  into  my  trunk.  Will  you 
have  some  P" 

"  No,  my  dear,  not  now ;  but  give  them  to  Miss  Hodgens 
to  keep  for  you,  and  she*ll  deal  them  out,  according  as  you 
deserve  them." 

This  was  an  arrangement  that  did  not  appear  quite 
adapted  to  the  understanding  or  satisfaction  of  the  pupil. 
She  grew  silent,  thoughtful,  cloudy;  and  when  Miss 
Jemima  approached,  and  in  gentle  tone  obligingly  asked 
for  the  key  of  her  box,  the  child  a  moment  hesitated,  then, 
with  brow  deared,  and  eye  and  lip  firm  and  smiling,  she 
said: 

"  Please,  ma'am,  I'd  rather  keep  them,  and  have  a  feast 
with  them,"  pointing  to  the  scholars. 

The  Misses  Hodgens  and  aunt  came  to  a  standstill; 
they  discovered  the  docile  pupil  had  a  will  of  her  own,  and 
ootdd  assert  it  without  timidity  or  any  apparent  effort. 

"  Go  and  sit  down  at  the  end  of  the  form  there,  and 
take  off  your  hat,"  said  Miss  Hodgens,  wishing  to  gain 
time  to  reflect  upon  the  best  method  of  proceeding  with 
her  independent«looking  charge. 

Euphemia  set  off  with  the  same  swinging  trot,  and  took 
up  the  desired  position  next  to  Maggie  Dillon,  whose 
eyes  of  ouzioeity  scanned  her  from  head  to  f oot,  while  the 
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three  mistresses  put  their  heads  together,  and  passed 
sundry  votes  unoomplimentary  to  the  object  of  their  ani- 
madversion. 

"Quite  untrained  and  wild,"  observed  one.  "Very 
obstinate,"  remarked  another.  "  We'll  have  a  deal  of 
trouble  with  her,"  bemoaned  a  third.  "  She  walks  as  if 
she  were  treading  a  bog  or  galloping  after  a  pony/'  chimed 
in  Mrs.  Hodgens ;  "  and  her  accent  would  disgrace  a  Hot- 
tentot !     What  sort  of  people  can  she  belong  to  ?'' 

Meanwhile,  little  caring  for  the  strictures  of  the  elders, 
Euphemia  proceeded,  in  a  matter-of-course  sort  of  way, 
to  make  herself  at  home  and  comfortable  with  her  class- 
fellows.  Waiving  all  unnecessary  formality  of  introduc- 
tion, she  opened  conversation  with  Maggie,  by  asking 
confidentially :  "  What  lessons  have  we  got  to  learn  P" 

Maggie,  recollecting  the  injunction  of  the  preceding 
day,  and  perceivine  Miss  Hodgens'  eye  turned  in  that 
direction,  dropped  her  head  and  made  no  answer.  Eu- 
phemia, undaunted,  turned  to  another  and  older  girl,  and 
wiiispered : 

**  Aren't  we  allowed  to  spake  ?'* 

Miss  Lucy  Brown  put  her  finger  to  her  Irp  in  tokto  of 
silence,  which  Euphemia  comprehended  at  once,  and  betook 
herself  to  play  with  a  toy- watch  Hugh  had  given  her,  and 
to  take  soundings  of  her  entourage, 

Mrs.  Hodgens  and  Miss  Medlicott  withdrew,  Miss 
Hodgens  and  Jemima  resumed  their  occupation,  and  for 
nearly  half  an  hour  she  was  left  undisturbed  to  her  pas- 
time. This  state  of  things  soon  became  tiresome  to  her 
restless  spirit.  Eising,  she  went  boldly  to  the  mistress, 
and  said,  in  a  tone  rather  subdued : 

'*  Flase,  ma'am,  may  I  go  and  lave  my  pelisse  and  hat 
in  my  room  P" 

**  You  have  no  room,  child ;  and  never  leave  your  seat 
without  permission,  or  ask  questions,"  replied  Miss  Hod- 
gens, tartly.  "  You  may  go  this  time ;  but  mind  in  future 
what  I  say.    Maggie,  take  her  to  the  dormitory." 

Away  went  the  pair,  each  eyeing  the  other  askance,  as 
they  ascended  the  staircase.  In  the  dormitory  Euphemia 
staffed  at  the  number  of  beds  ranged  along  the  wall,  but 
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said  nothing.  She  threw  her  hat  on  that  which  she  was 
shown  as  hers,  took  off  her  pelisse,  and  flung  it  aside  with  a 
discontented  air,  adjusted  her  hlue  cashmere  frock,  tied  on 
a  sash,  unlocked  her  trunk  to  find  a  ribbon  for  her  hair, 
took  out  a  large  paper  of  sugar-almonds  and  other  confec- 
tions, gave  a  handful  to  Maggie,  standing  inquisitively  by. 
The  child  took  them  shyly,  and  commenced  testing  their 
merit,  while  Euphemia,  her  own  mouth  fuU  of  sugar- 
candy,  stood  to  brush  her  hair  at  the  glass.  Presently 
Maggie  sidled  up  dose,  looked  archly  into  her  face,  and 
said  : 
"  I  taught  you  war  all  black," 

''  What  ?"  returned  Euphemia,  suspending  mastication, 
and  looking  puzzled  at  the  child. 

"  I  taught  you  war  all  black,  like  Sambo,''  was  the 
response. 

Looking  more  mystified  than  enlightened,  Euphemia 
bluntly  answered :  "  What  would  make  me  black  ? — what 
put  such  a  thought  into  your  head  P" 

"Because  aren't  ye  a  Papist?"  was  the  innocent  re- 
joinder, delivered  in  perfect  .good  faith,  and  with  evident 
disposition  to  conciliate.  "  Miss  Hodgens,"  continued  the 
fairy,  unheeding  Euphemia's  blank  stare  of  wonder,  "said 
you  war  a  Papist,  and  only  for  that  we'd  have  got  a  holi- 
day she  gives  with  every  new  pupil.  Why  are  ye  Papist, 
'Phemia  ? — can't  ye  say  ye  won't  beany  more  so  naughty, 
and  we'll  get  leave  to  play  P" 

"  Get  out,  ye  little  leprechaun  ! — ^how  bad  you  are  for 
play  !"  was  the  retort  courteous,  as  Euphemia,   now  tho- 
roughly  enlightened,  but  apparently  nonchalanty  locked 
her  trunk,  took  a  paper  full  of  bonbons,  and  descended 
with  her  small  chapcrone  to  the  schoolroom,  which  to  the 
new-oomers  imsophisticated  eyes  presented  quite  another 
aspect  to  that  which  it  had  when  she  left  it,  but  which, 
with  quick  perception,  she  soon  ascribed  to  the  circum- 
stance of  the  two  Misses  Hodgens  having  gone  to  the  par- 
lour, and  again,  for  brief  space,  made  a  monitress  their 
bcum  tenem.    Some  of  the  girls,  huddled  on  their  knees, 
were  warming  their  chilled  fingers  at  the  entombed  mass 
of  smouldering  beat  in  the  grate,  othe^  were  flitting 
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about  and  ooshering  in  pairs  and  groups,  with  eager 
gesture.  Euphemia  coolly  mingled  among  them.  Her 
parcel  was  soon  espied,  and  not  the  smallest  hesitation  was 
manifested  in  accepting  the  bonbons  she  lavished  with 
careless  profusion  and  indiscriminate  partiality  among  big 
and  little ;  and  great  was  the  favour  and  esteem,  unwit- 
tingly by  herself,  canvassed  and  won  by  her  open-handed 
liberality  ;  for  Euphemia  had  no  other  motive  in  dispensing 
her  store  than  to  gratify  the  inclinations  of  a  munificent 
nature,  made  happy  by  simply  conferring  pleasure  or 
benefit  upon  others.  At  length  some  of  the  elder  ones, 
struck  with  shame  or  remorse,  cried  out  to  the  greedy 
juveniles  clamouring  for  more : 

''  No,  not  another  shall  you  get ;  keep  some  for  yourself, 
little  one — and  it  was  well  you  didn't  give  the  key  to  old 
Puss — that's  what  we  call  her — but  mum's  the  word,  you 
know; — it's  little  you'd  have  got  of  them,  for  Jemima  has  a 
sweet  tooth,  I  can  tell  you.  Have  you  got  any  story-books  ?" 

Euphemia  frankly  owned  she  had. 

"  Won't  you  lend  them  to  us  P — what  are  they  P — ^how 
many  have  you  got  P"  were  the  next  questions  showered  upon 
her.  The  response  being  satisfactory,  she  was  admonished 
again  to  hide  them  away,  as  by-and-by  her  key  would  be 
required,  to  have  her  clothes  assorted,  and  in  brief  space, 
notwithstanding  the  prohibition  of  Miss  Hodgens  against 
all  understanding,  a  very  cordial  good-will  subsisted  be- 
tween all  parties,  that  for  the  present  sheathed  in  myrtle 
the  sword  of  creed,  and  defied  the  gospel  of  bigotry  to  mature 
the  seed  of  discord  in  any  bosom.  So  for  the  first  day 
Euphemia  progressed  pretty  well,  had  her  lessons  marked 
out,  was  once  more  admonished  not  to  make  the  supersti- 
tious sign  of  the  cross  before  or  after  grace  (which  dictum 
she  obeyed  in  sullen  silence),  was  ridiculed  for  carrying  about 
idolatrous  beads  and  medals,  and  forbidden  to  exhibit 
them,  and  sent  at  night  to  say  her  own  Popish  prayers  by 
herself  in  the  dormitory.  So  far  so  well.  But  the  day 
following  was  Friday,  and  Miss  Hodgens,  true  to  her 
undertaking  not  to  control  her  pupil's  conscience,  but 
sketohine  out  her  own  programme  of  action,  said,  address- 
ing Euphemia,  just  as  a  mie  sirloin  of  roast  beef  exhaled 
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its  savoury  odour  from  the  foot  of  the  table,  with  the  ac- 
oompaniments  of  a  leg  of  boiled  mutton  at  the  head,  a 
meat  pie  at  one  side,  and  a  ham  at  the  other : 

''  Some  of  the  young  ladies  can't  abide  the  smell  of  fish, 
so  you  go  down  and  have  a  herring  with  oook  in  the 
kitchen/' 

Up  jumped  Euphemia.  No  mandate  could  have  pleased 
her  better ;  she  was  tired  of  school  restraint,  the  enforced 
taciturnity  of  her  companions,  and  the  rigorous  discipline 
of  fool's  cap,  rebuke,  and  rod.  Glad  to  escape  for  a  while 
to  any  change,  with  utter  indifiPerence  to  the  tempting 
fames  regaling  her  senses,  she  bounded  off  with  an  alacrity 
that  caused  the  four  mistresses  to  exchange  surprised  looks 
and  say  among  themselves : 

*'I  declare  I  believe  she  likes  it;  I  thought  she'd  have 
sulked  and  demurred  to  the  afi&*ont.  We  must  strike  out 
some  other  plan  to  fix  her." 

Meanwhile  Euphemia  made  her  way  to  the  lower  regions. 
Kitty  Burke,  a  comely,  motherly  woman  of  middle  age, 
was  busily  employed  tidying  her  kitchen,  after  sending  up 
dinner.  She  had  moved  the  roasting-jack  into  its  place, 
wiped  down  the  table,  swept  the  hearth,  put  by  the  broom, 
and  turning,  saw  a  little  girl  standing  at  the  open  door 
and  looking  embarrassed  and  wistful.  Kitty  was  good- 
natured  and  fond  of  children,  so  standing  with  her  arms 
akimbo,  and  kindly  surveying  her  with  some  curiosity  and 
surprise,  as  she  knew  the  pupils  were  never  allowed  to  go 
below,  she  said :  "  Well,  Missy,  what  do  ye  want,  alanna  ?** 

"  Are  you  Mrs.  Cook  ?  I'm  sent  to  have  my  dinner  with 
you,"  replied  Euphemia,  in  an  apologetic  tone. 

£itty's  smile  vanished,  and  unqualified  wonder  usurped 
its  place,  as  she  cried :  ''  Your  dinner  with  me,  honey ! 
why,  won't  they  let  ye  dine  with  'em  up  stairs  P" 

V  No,  Mrs.  Cook ;  Miss  Hodgens  told  me  to  go  down 
and  have  a  herring  with  you,  because  the  smell  of  fish 
sickens  some  of  them." 

*^Bad  luck  to  'em !"  was  the  energetic  response,  as  Kitty, 
vigorously  seizing  a  kettle  in  her  huge,  red  fist,  swung  it 
upon  the  fire,  and  in  the  rapid  evolution  of  her  short, 
thick-set  figure  gave  to  view  a  pair  of  ankles  as  round 
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and  solid  as  pillars  of  granite.  '^  Oome  in,  jewel,  an'  ddn't 
stan'  in  the  cowld.  So  you're  the  Catholic  pupil.  Miss 
Melia,  the  parlour-maid  towld  me  was  comin'  to-day  ?" 

Euphemia,  delighted  to  warm  herself  at  the  first  good 
fire  she  had  seen  since  she  came,  hastened  to  comply  with 
the  invitation,  and  seating  herself  on  the  oak  chair  Kitty 
wiped  as  if  with  a  determination  it  should  blush  into 
polish,  in  honour  of  the  visitor,  she  said,  with  child-like 
simplicity : 

^'  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Cook ;  I'm  afeard  I'm  giving  you  a 
deal  of  trouble." 

"  Don't  call  me  Mrs.  Cook,  aoushla ;  my  name's  Kitty — 
Kitty  Burke — an'  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  it.  An'  so  a 
herrin'  is  what  I'm  to  give  ye  for  yer  dinner  of  a  fast  day ; 
wisha,  not  while  I  can  give  ye  somethin'  betther  nor  that, 
wid  respect  to  their  ladyships,  inagh  !*  Just  wait  a  bit, 
darlint,  an'  I'll  make  a  rakin'  pot  o'  tea  an'  a  butther 
toast,  wid  a  nice  bit  o'  piokled  salmon  that  I  have  in 
the  closet,  unbeknownt  to  anyone,  that  the  purveyor 
made  me  a  compliment  of  wid  a  pot  of  shrimps  for 
myself." 

At  this  moment  the  pink-eyed  boy,  who  had  seen 
Euphemia  sent  to  the  kitchen,  as  he  laid  the  dishes — and 
naturally  perhaps  considering  that  he  might  make  free 
enough  to  cultivate  acquaintance  with  a  pupil  whom  he 
concluded  must  be  very  accessible,  and  quite  legitimate 
company,  judging  by  the  respect  paid  her  by  the  ladies — 
inserted  his  head,  and  presently  his  feet,  into  the  kitchen. 
Kitty,  stepping  down  from  a  stool  with  a  clean  doth  which 
she  bad  taken  from  a  shelf,  spied  the  intruder,  and  without 
preface  vociferated,  in  no  dulcet  accents,  and  without  much 
concern  as  to  grammatical  accuracy  or  the  suitable  adap- 
tation of  words  to  English  ears : 

"  Come,  get  along  out  o'  this  wid  yerself,  ye  divarter, 
an'  keep  to  yer  own  quarthers,  barrin'  ye  want  to  have  a 
dishcloth  pinned  to  yer  tail." 

"Pleese,  missus,  don't  be  so  unhospitable  to  refuse;  let 
a  fellar  warm  his  'ands  at  this  here  fire  that  would  roast  a 

*  Forsootb. 
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hex ; — it's  dismal  oold^  it  is/'  pleaded  the  boy,  with  dolefiil 
face  and  whine. 

£itty  was  obdurate ;  and  seizing  him  by  the  back  ooUar 
of  his  jacket,  she  trundled  him  along,  like  a  cask  propped 
by  a  stout  porter. 

''  Get  out,  I  say ;  this  is  no  place  for  the  likes  o'  you 
that  hould  yer  heads  high  whin  ye've  nothin'  to  ax  for. 
Onhospitable !  Musha,  it*s  more  o'  that  yees  take  nor  ye 
give,  anyhow.  Go  up  to  the  dhrawinroom  to  the  leedies, 
can't  ye'* — mimickiog  the  English  accent; — "the  quality, 
I  daresay,  '11  be  proud  av  yer  company,  Misther  Jeemes,  if 
yell  be  so  condisoindin'  as  to  favour  'em ;  but  ye  ain't 
good  enough  for  Kitty  Burke  that's  come  of  the  ould 
ancient  stock  an'  won't  keep  connexion  with  in- 
feriors« 

"Cuss  yer  an'  yer  hold  hancient  stock,  ye  tyrannous 
hold  woman ;  I  never  seed  any  but  a  man  'ave  the  grip  o' 
yer  fist ;  an'  yer  ankles  an'  feet,  why  a  bass  would  disown 
'em,"  indignantly  retorted  the  discomforted  James,  cast 
forth  with  ignominy,  while  triumphant Eitty,  as  she  banged 
to  and  bolted  the  door,  muttered : 

"  An'  sorry  I'd  be  to  exchange  'em  with  the  spindl(^ 
shanks  of  such  an  ass  as  you,  avic,  ne'er  alio  in  it."  Then 
turning  to  Euphemia,  whom  she  began  to  settle  in  her 
own  mind  must  be  some  child  whose  friends,  not  well  off 
in  worldly  means,  had  made  interest  to  get  her  boarded  at 
the  school  for  little  or  nothing — though  that  surmise  jarred 
with  her  knowledge  of  the  principals — eager  to  unravel  the 
mystery,  and  curious  to  make  herself  aufait  in  all  that 
related  to  the  stranger,  while  she  made  the  tea  and  buttered 
the  toast,  she  questioned  her :  "An'  what  may  be  the  name 
ye  go  by,  acusfala  ?'* 

"Euphemia  O'Byrne  is  my  name;  but  I  must  be  called 
only  Effie  Byrne  here,"  said  the  little  girl. 

"  Sorra  bit  o'  difference  it  makes,  avoumeen ;  it's  a  good 
name  whatsomever  way  ye  look  at  it.  I  know  a  Captain 
Byrne  myself,  Captain  Gregory  Byrne  of  Broomfield,  in 
the  county  Wicklow; — a  gentleman  to  the  backbone,  an'  »s 
good  as ye'd  meet  in  a  day's  walk,  and  then  there's  Mr.  Byrn^ 
of  Gabinteely,  whose  father,  shame  to  say,  dhropped  th^ 
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ould  name  whin  he  married  the  Englishwoman  ;^ — ^maybe 
yer  some  relation  to  'em  P  " 

*^  Cousin,  bat  I  never  saw  them,  because  my  father,  soon 
after  I  was  born,  went  to  France  to  relations  there ;  and  I 
was  left  to  nurse  at  home  till  he  died ;  then  mother  came 
back,  but  she's  dead  now,  and  there's  no  one  left  but  my 
stepbrothers,  Miles  and  Hugh,  who  put  me  here,  and 
Nurse  Doyle,"  said  Euphemia,  growing  more  confidential 
every  moment. 

'' Arrah,  now  thin,  dil  machree,  ye  see  I  was  right  enough 
whin  I  tuk  ye  to  be  what  ye  are,  a  rale  bom  lady,  and 
one  o'  the  good  ould  blood,"  enthusiastically  exclaimed 
Kitty,  flourishing  the  teapot.  ''  Sit  over  to  the  table,  Hiss 
Phemia,  plaze,  an'  might  I  be  afther  axin  ye  was  the 
woman  that  nursed  ye  called  Molly  P  I  had  a  oousin- 
german  that  ownded  by  lase  a  little  plot  o'  ground,  wid 
a  cow  and  a  pig,  beyant  Dunlavin  ;  his  name  was  Delany, 
Pat  Delany,  an'  he  had  a  daughter  Molly,  an'  she  an'  I 
was  great  friends  entirely,  an'  was  married  in  the  one 
month ;  but  I  come  to  live  up  in  Dublin  thin,  with  my 
man,  who  was  a  stonemason,  till  he  died,  lavin'  me  wid 
one  child,  to  go  to  sarvice.  But  Molly's  husband  was  a 
carpenther,  Thady  Doyle ;  an*  I  hear  she  has  a  house  full 
of  'em  on  the  flure  wid  her ; — but  never  seen  her  since,  or 
laid  eyes  on  one  belongin'  to  her." 

"Molly  was  nurse's  name,"  said  Euphemia,  "and 
Thady  Doyle  is  her  husband's  name.  He's  a  carpenter, 
and  they  Uve  in  Fat  Delany's  old  place  at  Slieve  Gadoe« 
near  Dunlavin.  She  has  two  boys  apprenticed  to  a  black- 
smith, and  three  girls,  one  older  than  me,'  and  two 
yoimger.  I  was  as  happy  as  the  day's  long  when  I  was 
with  them.  We  went  to  Bchool  together,  to  Father 
Murphy's  school :  that's  where  I  lamed  to  read  and  write ; 
and  of  a  Sunday  we'd  all  have  a  dance  with  the  neighbours 
on  the  green,  and  such  fun  going  to  market  on  fair-days, 
in  Joe  FitzSimons'  dray ;  and  sometimes  another  cousin  I 
have,  that  she  nursed  too,  but  older  than  me,  Miles 
O'Byme,  would  ride  over  to  spend  a^  day  with  us ;  but 

*  George  Byrne  of  Cabinteelj  married  the  aunt,  not  the  sister,  of  the 
Marquifl  of  Bucldngbam,  as  erroneously  set  down  in  a  preceding  chapter. 
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BOW,  Kitty,  it's  all  over,  and  I  don't  know  will  I  ever  see 
them  any  more/'  her  eyes  filled  and  she -began  to  cry.  j 
'<BoilH  now,  Miss  Themia,  don't,  hoist,  aianna/*' 
exclaimed  Kitty,  beginning  to  blubber  for  syippatby^ 
''In  ooorse,  ye  know,  a  yoimg  lady  that  has  to  go  into 
oompamy  yet  must  be  edioated  to  danoe,  an'  play  the 
piani,  and  spake  langoidges  of  all  sorts ; — ^but,  my  darlint, 
whin  the  sohoolin's  over,  what^s  to  hinder  ye  plazin' 
yerself,  an'  doin'  what  ye  like  yerself ; — there  now,  dhry 
yer  purty  eyes,  an'  take  yer  tay." 

Comforted  by  Kitty's  logical  view  of  the  case,  Euphemia, 
winding  up  her  grief  with  a  sob,  fell  to  work  and  resumed, 
after  awhile : 

Do  you  like  this  place,  Kitty  P  " 
Is  it  the  sitiwation  ye  mean,  ahinna  ?  Troth,  an'  I 
don't ;  an'  I  was  jist  thinkin'  whin  ye  spoke  by  what 
wondhert'ul  luck  it  come  to  pas^  that  my  owu  ouusiu^s  tos- 
ther  child  should  come  ail  the  ways  down  here,  au'  uudher 
the  very  same  roof  wid  myself;  och,  but  it  bates  the  world  1" 
*'  I  don't  like  it  either.  Kilty.  I  would  like  the  soliolars 
well  enough ;  but  1  hate  the  mistresses  all,  except  the 
one  with  the  wizeoed  face." 

*'  Ay,  the  ould  tabbyoat,  Miss  Medlicott ; — ^he's  a  rale 
beauty." 

**  She  was  the  only  one  that  said  a  kind  word  to  me 
when  I  oame." 

''  I  daresay ;  she's  a  fine  deludherer,  and  carries  a  power 
of  religion  in  her  tongue ; "  and  Kitty  twisted  hei-s  with 
an  ironical  grimaoe. 

''Her  tongue  I"  repeated  uuEophisticated  Euphemia, 
looking  perplexed. 

/'  Yis,  achorraj  in  her  tongue,  by  reason,  she  hasn't 
loom  lor  it  in  her  heart,  that's  no  bigger  or  softer  nor  a 
pippin  ;-r-but  she's  like  a  book  for  instruction  :  troth,  she 
bas  the  Bible  at  her  fingers'  ends,  an-  can  spake  texts  like 
a  dbriUed  parrot,  that  1  once  heaid  myself  say,  '  Goa  bi^ss 
Kong  Oeorge,  an'  to  hell  wid  the  Pope.'  Sure  aud  sariiu, 
it's  mathroB  over  a  piuitintiary  she  ougtit  to  be,  oulj  elie 
doesn't  believe  in  repintince,  or  that  there  is  any  vaitu 
in  the.wodd  outside  of  her  faction." 

T 
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''  But  I  don't  thiiik  she's  as  oross  as  the  others,"  per- 
sisted Euphemia ;  '^  they  are  always  soolding." 

'^  What  else  would  ye  expeot  from  varagos  like  'em, 
asthare ;  every  bird  sings  aooordin'  to  its  feather :  ye  wouldn't 
hear  a  raven  warble  like  a  thrush.  But  Jist  ye  niver 
heed  'em,  no  more  than  ye  would  a  dog  barkm',  lam  your 
tasks,  an'  mind  yer  work,  an'  keep  to  yerself ;  an'  lave 
'em  no  handle  to  tase  ye ;  an'  if  they  will,  as  some  knows 
.  how  to  do  it,  aggravate  ye  without  rhyme  or  rason,  jist 
keep  it  to  yerself,  an  o£Per  it  up,  an'  say  a  little  prayer  to 
the  Blessed  Mother;  an'  oome  to  me  the  first  minuto  ye 
can  steal  away,  an'  niver  fear  but  Eitty  '11  have  a  warm 
place  in  her  heart  for  ye ;  so  don't  be  downheartedi 
thiukin'  as  ye've  no  friend  in  the  house,  for  I  feel  for  ye 
jist  as  if  ye  wor  my  own  ;  an/  sure,  aren't  we  of  the  one 
faith^  an  sorra  bit  o'  me  'ud  be  here  myself,  if  I  oould  see 
my  way  out  of  it,  ochone  !  " 

^'  You  oould  get  a  plaoe  anywhere,  if  you  don't  like 
this/'  suggested  Euphemia. 

Kitty  shook  her  head.  "  Not  so  easy,  alanna.  Wasn't 
I  six  months  on  the  shaughraun,  sthriving  to  live  wid 
a  baby  in  my  arms?  There's  such  lots  looking  for 
sarvice  as  badly  o£P;  an'  in  one  plaoe  1  got  into 
they  said  I  should  go  to  Church;,  an'  another  I  got 
into,  it  was  expected  I'd  join  the  night.prayers  an'  read 
the  Bible ;  another  I  had  to  leave,  for  the  servants  was 
robbin'  like  fun,  an'  I  feared  I'd  have  got  into  trouble 
by  *em  ;  and  so  at  last,  when  Miss  Hodgens  offered  me  the 

J)lace  of  cook,  without  wages,  but  the  kitchen  stuff,  an'  to 
ave  me  go  to  Mass  on  Sundays,  I  thought  maybe  it  was 
the  best  thing  I  could  do ;  an'  my  little  boy  I  got  into  an 
orphanage,  an'  now  he's  apprentice  to  a  purveyors  in 
Baggot-street ;  so  I'll  jist  go  on,  till  he's  out  of  his  time 
and  seta  up  for  himself. — By  yer  lave,  honey,  till  I  see 
whose  rappin'  at  the  door/' 

''  Miss  Effie*s  to  go  up  to  her  studies,  and  her  bed's  to 
be  made  to-night  in  the  attic-room,  which  she's  to  occupy 
in  future,  as  she  disturbed  the  dormitory  last  night  talk- 
ing in  her  sleep,"  was  the  conunand  issued  by  the  mouth- 
piece, Amelia  Bug^y,  with  a  saucy  mannier  that,  to  say 
^Ae  leaati  ruffled  Kitty's  temper. 
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'^  Very  well»  Mu6  Helia,''  she  responded,  with  manner 
•8  olosely  oopied.  *^  I'll  make  the  young  lady's  room  as 
oomfortable  as  I  can ; — an'  af ther  idl  that  won't  be  mnoh,  for 
it's  a  dingy,  musty  hole,  not  one  as  I'd  put  a  child  in  that 
was  used  to  betther,  if  I  had  my  choice.  There,  araan,  go 
up  to  yer  lessons,  an'  mind  what  I  toidd  ye." 

**  I  didn't  talk  in  my  sleep,"  whispered  Euphemia,  aside 
to  the  cook,  with  a  look  of  wonder  in  her  eyes;  ''I  sleep 
too  sound." 

*'  Never  mind,  darlint.  Gto  up  stairs,  an'  keep  yer  eyes 
wide  open  an'  yer  lips  feist  shut  among  'em." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THB   MTSTBRY  OF  ATTRACTION  AND  NON-ATTBACriON. 

"Hands  of  inTisible  spirits  touch  the  strings 
Of  that  mysterious  instrument,  the  soul, 
And  play  the  prelude  of  our  fate." 

LOKOFSLLOW. 

Who  shall  expound  itP  What  physiologiBt  may,  with 
scientific  skill,  analyse  the  inexplicable  agency  by  which 
not  merely  natureJ  objects,  tangible  and  palpable,  are 
acted  upon,  as  when  the  needle  is  drawn  to  the  loadstone, 
but  that  subtle  influence  by  which  the  ethereal  element  of 
the  human  mind  is  magnetised  by  some  particular  agent 
endowed  with  the  capacity  of  communicating  the  electrio 
sympathy,  and  betimes  responding,  betimes  negative, 
sometimes  antithetical  to  its  subject  P  Again,  who  shall 
explain  the  mysterious  action  P  For  in  a  world  regulated 
by  infinite  wisdom,  nothing  happens  by  so-called  accident 
or  chances-convenient  terms  by  which  to  render  an  abstract 
interpretation  of  events  we  could  not  foresee.  Who  shall 
explain  the  mysterious  enigma  by  which  individuals,  whom 
no  anticipated  circumstance  could  have  connected,  are 
drawn  together  &oai  the  extremity  of  the  globe,  and'  from 
the  antipodes  of  the  social  sphere  to  blend  in  harmony,  or  jar 
in  diseordant  union,  while  at  the  same  time  the  unseen 
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hand  raises  invisible  barriers,  draws  an  impassable  Hlie,  fdlt, 
though  not  peroeptihle,  between  many,  whose  grooves 
of  life  run  parallel,  who  meet  on  the  same  oausewaj,  yet 
go  their  daily  course,  eonsdous  of  predilections,  of  affinities 
of  mind,  of  sympathies  of  soul,  which  no  spirit  medium 
in  their  case  amalgamating,  they  pursue  the  routine  of 
existence,  **  for  ever  separate,  yet  for  ever  near  f  " 

Such  were  a  few  of  the  reflections  made  by  Maurice 
O'DriscoU,  as  he  lounged  over  the  breakfast-table  in  lodg- 
ings in  Kildare-street,  the  day  after  the  evening  spent  at 
Lady  Moira's.  Lady  O'jDriscoU,  his  mother,  a  nice-looking 
person,  whose  fair,  soft,  matronly  features,  blue  eyes,  and 
chestnut  hair,  turned  up  under  a  neat  morning-cap,  be- 
tokened her  English  birth,  was  sitting  near  him,  listlessly 
putting  together  the  crumbs  that  had  fallen  upon  the  doth 
which  she  was  waiting  for  the  servant  to  remove.     Traces 
of  care  and  depression  were  evident  in  her  countenance, 
yet  her  manner  was  marked  by  the  quiet  composure  of 
good  breeding,  and  a  naturally  placid  temperament.  Bom 
and  reared  in  the  comfort  and  luxury  of  a  well-ordered 
and  affluent  English  home,  in  evil  hour  beguiled  by  the 
love- tale  of  a  son  of  the  Emerald  Isle,  whose  many  ex- 
cellent qualities,  fine  person,  and  high  spirit,  captivated 
her  youtnful  fancy ;  entering  into  a  clandestine  marriage 
with  the  interdicted  Papist,  being  yet  a  minor,  she  forfeited 
a  noble  dower,  was  cast  off  by  her  family,  and  with  her 
devotedly  attached  husband  repaired  to  Ireland,  where, 
proudly  installed  mistress  of  Garryoel,  and  queen  of  the 
family  and  clan,  she  ruled  a  sphere  most  new  and  uncongenial 
to  her  taste  and  habits — a  wild,  riotous,  stormy  sphere  of 
sunshine,  clouds,  and  hurricane.    Hunting  by  day  with 
wild  associates,  her  liege  lord  left  her  to  reign  alone  in  the 
stately  balls,  which  by  night  were  the  scene  of  Bacchanalian 
orgies, carouse,  and  revel.     ".The  wild  Irish!"  Yes,  in 
those  days  well  they  merited  the  contemptuous  taunt,  ap- 
plied to  them  by  friend  and  foe  alike.  But  let  us  investigate. 
Since  causes  must  produce  effects,  why  this  national  transi- 
tion from  sobriety  to  intoxication — from  staid  propriety  to 
reckless  frenzy  ?    The  Irish  chieftains  of  olden  time  dwelt 
in  their  princely  castles ;  they  hunted  the  wolf  and  red 
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games  or  ooiincils,  tkey  maintained  their  dignity  with 
aplendour,  and  their  banquets  were  held  with  Bumptuoos 
magnifieenoe ;  yet  no  unseemly,  Tulgar  excess  marred  the 
picture  or  daubed  it  into  a  caricature.  But  six  centuries 
of  alien  influx  had  overflowed  the  land ;  war  surging  upon 
war  had  swept  away  the  old  race,  had  cut  down  the  chief- 
tain patriarchs,  and  left  the  broken  ruins  that  strew  the 
land,  and  the  historic  page,  sole  mementoes  of  those  that 
were.  The  descendants  of  the  grantees  of  Queen  Elizabeth, 
of  James  I.,  Oromwell,  and  William  lU.,  who  lived  in 
nproarione  hilarity  amongst  each  other,  with  a  frequent 
admixture  of  their  own  servants,  uneducated,  uncouth, 
uncultivated  beings,  whose  instincts  were  all  material, 
gross,  and  violent,  whose  natures  were  coarse  and  rough, 
and  constitutions  robust  and  vigorous — ^a  generation  whom 
a  few  of  the  humbler  aborigines  spared  from  their  country's 
wreck,  designated  '^  half-sirs/' 

These  were  the  wild  Irish,  half-mounted  gentlemen,  who 
wore  buckskin  breeches,  well-greased  boots,  carried  thong 
whips  loaded  with  lead  at  the  butt  end,  and  rode  powerful 
horses,  whose  coats  had  never  known  the  application  of 
the  curry-comb  or  brush,  and  with  whom  some  waif  of 
better  lineage,  the  solitary  remnant  of  an  ancestral  stock, 
perchance  had  commingled  to  his  utter  de|terioration,  if  not 
destruction,  such  as  in  the  case  of  Sir  Fhineas  O'Driscoll, 
who  young,  ardent,  impulsive,  deprived  by  the  penal 
laws  of  England  of  the  means  of  education,  religious  or 
secular,  left  at  an  early  age  master  of  an  estate  his  father 
had  preserved  by  an  apostasy  which  he  cursed  with  lip 
and  disavowed  in  heart,  without  helm,  rudder,  or  com- 
pass, by  which  to  steer  his  course,  or  regulate  his  mind  or 
his  conduct,  he  plunged  into  a  vortex  of  dissipation  and 
extravagance  that  soon  began  to  absorb  a  good  inheritance. 
hehts  accumulated,  duns  stormed,  revels  augmented,  per- 
plexities increased,  and  in  the  midst  of  troubles  which 
would  have  driven  a  thinking  man  melancholy  mad,  Sir 
Phineas,  stimulated  to  the  highest  point  of  exhilaration  by 
the  example  of  his  associates,  their  patronage,  and  encou- 
ngement»  was  set  upon  as  he  led  the  tally-ho,  in  full  cry 
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after  fhe  hounds  and  shot  dead  in  a  souffle  with  bailifiis, 
leaving  but  one  child,  a  son  just  come  of  age,  to  ioonsole  a 
widowed  mother,  and  support  her  by  his  own  industry, 
the  incumbered  estate  of  his  improvident  sire  having  been 
laid  daim  to  by  some  of  his  maternal  kindred,  who  were 
not  ashamed  to  take  advantage  of  an  unjust  and  iniquitous 
law,  which  by  illegitimatising  the  son  of  a  Papist,  married 
by  a  priest  to  a  Protestant,  also  disinherited  him. 

Lady  O'DriscoU  more  than  once  had  glanced  at  her  son, 
who  apparently  immereed  in  thought,  she  conjectured  was 
brooding  sadly  over  their  altered  circumstances,  and  pon- 
dering some  means  by  which  to  ameliorate  their  condition; 
but  not  so,  Maurice's  mental  vision  was  rivetted  upon  a 
picture,  which  he  was  contemplating  with  much  undemon- 
strative  pleasure,  and  withal  a  large  amount  of  regret.    To 
speak  plainly,  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  was  the  theme  of  his 
lucubrations :  her  image  it  was  that  filled  his  mind,  and  had 
filled  it  for  many  a  day;  for  though  it  was  only  last  night 
they  had  first  met,  and  first  exchanged  speech  or  courtesy, 
he  had  seen  her  firequently  before,  admired  her  with  ever 
increasing  admiration,  questioned  concerning  her,  without 
gaining  information,  and  yearned  for  an  introduction  with- 
out knowing  how  to  obtain  it.     Once  he  had  taken  ofi*  his 
hat  to  her,  and  she  smiled  acknowledgment  and  bowed 
in  courtesy,  as  he  gave  place  at  a  public  fkte^  when 
Lord  Camden  laid  the  foundation-stone  of  Maynooth 
College.    A  young  man  in  clerical  costume,  who  much  re- 
sembled her,  accompanied  her,  he  well  remembered,  upon 
that  occasion,  and  had  shown  subsequently  much  civility 
to  himself;  but  nothing  more  had  transpired  till  last  night 
at  Lady  Moira's,  ^hen  all  at  once,  unthought  of  at  the 
moment,  and  unexpected,  his  fair  ideal  of  every  grace  and 
perfection,  appearing  before'.him  in  her  bright,  fresh  young 
beauty,  with  a  strange,  mature-looking  wisdom  chastening 
her  sparkling  features,  and  an  air  of  precocious  refiection 
beaming  through  every  gesture,  communicated  an  electric 
•hook  to  his  system,  and  left  him  awkwardly  nervous, 
blushing,  and  inactive,  to  gaze  and  gaze  and  palpitate 
with  emotion,   while  gay  and  inaouciante,  she  chatted, 
laughed,  fluttered,  and  sported  round  him.    At  length. 
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hcmenfTf  fortime  favotured  the  loDg-oherished  aspiration 
of  his  heart:  Alphonse  and  he  were  introduced,  and  nearer 
aoquaintanoe  did  not  unrobe  the  idol  of  its  oharm,  but 
realised  rather  his  fancy's  highest  conceptions  of  its  divinity. 
One  only  kill-joy  damped  the  wing  of  his  ecstasy,  and  cast 
a  cold,  vapoury  dimness  over  the  sun  of  his  spirit.  He 
had  noticed  the  attentions  of  Guildford  Colandisk,  his  evi- 
dent devotion  to  the  same  shrine,  and  also  had  discerned 
with  a  jealous  pang  that  while  she  smiled  upon  him  with 
fiascinating  sweetness,  she  appeared  to  evince  anundis^ised 
partiality  for  the  more  showy  trip-and-go-lightly  Colan- 
disk. It  was  this  point  he  was  conning  over  and  revolving 
when  the  voice  of  his  mother,  soft  and  low,  fell  upon  his 
ear,  recalling  him  to  other  theme. 

**  Maurice,  dear,  what  are  you  thinking  about  ?  Do  you 
intend  to  call  on  Mr.  Foster  to-day  ?" 

Maurice  looked  up.  **  I  believe  not,  mother ;  Foster 
can  do  nothing  for  me  at  present,  beyond  the  promise  ho 
has  pledged  to  procure  for  me  iiie  first  appointment  in 
whicn  his  interest  may  avail;  meanwhile,  I  have  made  up 
my  mind  to  accept  Tom  Taylor  s  offer  of  a  place  in  his 
counting-office :  two  hundred  a  year  is  too  good  to  throw 
away  till  I  can  do  better." 

"  I  think  you  are  wise,  dear/'  said  his  mother,  with  a 
smile  dawning  on  her  faded  cheeks  and  in  her  mild  eye. 
"  But  would  you  not  have  thought  well  of  enlisting  Lord 
Clocmel's  interest  also  in  your  favour :  you  know  what 
friends  he  and  your  poor  father  were  ?" 

"  Clonmel's  an  arrant  humbug,"  returned  her  son,  with 
kindling  brow ;  ''and  had  my  father  known  him  in  his  real 
character  it  had  saved  me  the  disagreeable,  nay,  painful  ordeal 
of  learning  it  by  experience.  A  shallow  sycophant,  whose 
god  is  himself,  whose  ambition  is  his  prime  minister,  and 
whose  dictum  promulgates  the  creed  of  mistrust  in  man- 
kind, and  craft  and  duplicity  in  dealing  with  the  whole 
world.  But  what  else,  in  sooth,  could  be  expected  of  one  who 
takes  for  his  quintessence  of  excellence  and  model  of  imita- 
tion, the  most  confounded  hypocrite  and  consummate  knave 
that  ever  sullied  the  page  of  history,  the  infamous  regicide, 
and  inlii^mi^n  butcher,  Oliver  Cromwell  ? " 
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Lady  O'DrisooIl  was  silent ;  hen  was  not  a  miod  (pilfced 
with  high  intelleotual  aoumen  ;  endowed  witha  lai^e  por^ 
tion  of  good  common  sense,  and  very  little  talent,  she 
understood  nothing  of  politios,  possessed  no  qualities  for 
intrigue  or  diplomacy  of  character ;  hence,  nothing  being 
plain  to  her  understanding  but  overt  acts  that  explained 
themselves,  all  she  could  make  of  her  son's  invective,  ful- 
minated with  so  much  energy  against  his  lordship,  whom 
she  herself  had  ever  found  to  be  the  very  pink  of  amiable 
courtesy,  was  that  he  conceived  him  to  be  ungrateful  for 
past  favour,  and  declaimed  in  the  warmth  of  disappointed 
feelings.  So  after  awhile,  simply  observing,  ''  It  was, 
indeed  y  not  good  taste  in  a  loyal  subject  to  patronise 
Oliver  Cromwell,"  she  judiciously  refrained  from  further 
.comment,  designing  to  call  herself  upon  Lady  Glonmel. 

Presently   her  son  again  addressed   her.     **  I  hope, 
•mother,  you  enjoyed  yourself  last  night  P'* 
**  Indeed,  yes,  Maurice.     It  was  very  gay/' 
"  What  agreeable  persons  those  Miss  Warbeck  Higgen- 
boggans  are,"  resumed  Maurice,  really  feeling  what  he 
said  to  be  true  ;  for  his  interest  in  Alphonse,  invested  with 
fictitious  merit  all  connected  with  her.    Bi^t  Lady  O'Dris- 
coll,  not  owning  the  same  incentive  to  sympathy,  elevated 
her  eyebrows  a  little  in  surprise « and  said : 

"  Did  you  find  them  so  ?  I  thought  them  very  starch- 
like  and  stiff;  but  perhaps  I  judged  hastily;  they  have 
promised,  however,  to  call,  apologising  for  not  having 
sooner  done  so ;  and  I  may  correct  my  first  impression ; 
but  I  thought  their  niece.  Miss  Fitzpatrick,  a  nice 
girl." 

This  was  the  very  theme  Maurice  had  been  drifting 
to  come  to.  ^'  Yes,  she  is  beautiful ! "  he  responded,  with 
heightened  colour  tingling  his  cheek. 

Lady  O'DriscoU,  not  so  enthusiastic,  made  reply: 
*'  Well,  I  don't  think  her  so  beautiful  in  an  assembly  of 
80  many  charming  girls.  I  saw  a  great  many  to.  whom 
she  could  not  be  compared  :  for  instance,  there  was  Flora 
Esmond,  who  might  rival  the  Yenus  de  Medecis  for  per- 
fect feature  and  symmetry  of  form ;  and  Ethel  Ci^ur^ney, 
with  her  golden  hair  and  pearl-like  brow — the  very  mod!el 
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18,  X  admit>  very  pretty,  though  in  type  of  feature  abe 
differed  from  all  beside." 

'* That's  just  it^  mother;  your  disorimination  proves 
your  judgment,"  returned  Maurice,  who  had  the  most 
unbounded  oonfideaoe  in  his  mother's  opinion ;  and  who 
had  been  himself  vainly  trying  to  elucidate  the  cause 
for  his  fancy's  selection  from  so  many  more  daszling 
flowers— one  that  certainly  possessed  neither  the  queenly 
lustre  of  the  rose,  the  stately  grace  of  the  lily,  nor  the 
variegated  display  of  the  tulip,  yet  which  had  attracted 
and  pleased  him  more  than  all  beside.  **  It  must  be  as 
you  say,  that  in  Alphonse's  style  of  loveliness  so  unique^ 
Oriental,  or  gipsy-like,  consists  the  secret  of  the  attrac- 
tion that  so  charms ;  moreover,  there  is  something  so 
piquant,  so  full  of  spiritual  light  and  intellectual  power 
m  the  expression  of  her  countenance,  with  such  unaf- 
fected, natural  simplicity  of  manner  that  far  transcends 
the  mere  chiselled  lineament,  or  sheen  of  brilliant 
beauty,  that  I  think  we  must  award  the  palm  to  Miss 
Fitzpatrick." 

Lady  O'DriscoU  smiled.  '^  Maurice,  I  shall  begin  to 
believe  you  are  in  love  with  Miss  Fitzpatrick." 

**  And  if  I  were,  madre  mia,  would  you  censure  my 
choioe  ?*'  he  returned,  stealing  a  glance  to  catch  the  ex- 
pression of  his  mother's  couoteoance  :  it  seemed  shaded, 
and  slowly  and  thoughtfully  she  made  answer : 

"  I  have  not  faith  in  love  at  first  sight." 

''  Then,  mother,  mine  is  not  love  at  first  sight.  You 
see  how  confidential  I  am  with  you :  not  as  some  tell  me, 
because  Fm  an  open-mouthed  fellow  that  never  could 
bold  in  my  tongue  or  keep  a  thing  to  myself,  but  because 
somehow  you  have  the  key  to  unlock  me,  in  spite  of 
myself;  and  I  can  never  keep  a  secret  from  you.  The 
fact  is,  Alphonse  and  I  are  old  acquaintances — that  is,  by 
sight.  It  seemed  as  though  fate  were  ever  throwing  her 
in  my  path,  yet  in  nor  omantic  or  sentimental  form  that 
I  could  lay  hold  on  as  a  pretext  for  introduction.  The 
first  time  I  saw  her  was  at  the  opening  of  the  Bingsend 
Docks  by  the  Lord  Lieutenant.    She  had  dropped  her 
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handkerchief;  I  picked  it  up  and  handed  it  to  her, 
bowed,  passed  on,  and  thought  of  her  no  more ;  next  time, 
was  at  the  laying  of  the  foundation-stone  of  Maynooth 
College.  I  pbroeived  then  she  was  a  Catholic,  and  some- 
how curiosity  led  me  to  take  more  notice  of  her.  I  think 
she  engaged  my  fancy  at  that  time,  but  I'm  not  quite  sure. 
Had  I  never  seen  her  again  I  daresay  I  should  have  for- 
gotten all  about  her ;  but  sometime  after  I  met  her  in  a 
place  you  will  not  guess — ^the  ward  of  an  hospital  in  Jervis- 
street.  A  poor  fellow,  a  sizar  in  Trinity  College,  in  whom 
I  took  an  interest,  had  met  with  an  accident  in  Grafton- 
street — was  run  over  by  a  waggon,  had  his  leg  broken, 
and  was  carried  to  the  hospital.  I  happened  to  be  out  at 
the  time,  met  the  stretcher,  and  accompanied  the  sufferer. 
Well,  to  shorten  the  story,  in  the  bed  next  to  that  on 
which  he  was  laid,  when  the  limb  was  dressed,  an  aged 
man  was  dying  of  some  accident,  which  had  necessitated 
the  amputation  of  his  arm  ;  a  priest  was  administering  the 
last  rites  of  his  Church,  a  lady  knelt  beside  him  praying, 
oh,  how  fervently !  Well,  by-and-by  I  got  a  view  of  her 
face,  pensive,  tearful,  calm :  it  was  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick. 
It  needed  no  more  to  rivet  my  attention  and  engage  my 
d^'^pust  interest.  Unnoticed,  I  watched  her  till  she  retired 
M»xth  the  matron  ;  then,  the  patient  being  dead,  the  priest, 
a  young  man,  whom  I  ascertained  to  be  her  brother,  came 
to  look  at  my  patient,  to  inquire  into  his  case,  and  to  ask 
if  he  could  l>e  of  any  service.  My  blood  boils  even  now, 
mother,  when  I  recollect  the  ungracious  response  of  the 
man,  whose  only  excuse  might  be  that  he  was  irritated  by 
pain  :  *  Begone,  you  Popish  villain ;  how  dare  you  intrude 
upon  me ! '  I  saw  the  young  man  blush,  as  he  turned  away. 
On  the  instant  I  rose  to  tender  an  apology,  which  the 
other  as  courteously  accepted,  saying,  with  a  sigh  and  a 
smile :  '  It  is  of  no  consequence ;  we  are  used  to  it.'  He 
withdrew,  and  I  felt  my  own  spirit  too  chafed  to  prolong 
my  visit  Since  then  I  have  casually  met  the  young 
lady,  once  on  the  promenade  in  Stephen 's-green,  with  her 
aunts ;  once  in  a  carriage  at  a  review  in  the  Park ;  once 
walking  alone  in  the  square,  yearning  yet  not  daring 
accost  her,  till  last  night  we  met." 
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*'  Well,  Maurioe,"  said  Lady  O'Drisooll,  when  he  had 
oonoluded»  **  if,  my  dear  boy,  you  were  so  oircumstanoed 
as  to  be  at  liberty  to  please  yourself,  I  have  no  doubt  but 
that  this  young  lady  would  justify  your  preference^  but 
unfortunately  you  are  not.  You  have  no  inherited  means 
of  independence.  What  Miss  Fitzpatriok's  fortune  may 
be  we  know  not,  or  bow  settled ;  a  wealthy  match  is  indis- 
pensable for  you/ 

Maurice  interrupted  her  with  a  sarcastic  laugh :  ^'  Now, 
mother  dear,  be  rational,  as  you  always  are,  on  every 
topic  but  that  of  your  son;  and  delude  yourself  not 
with  the  idea  that  every  eye  seeing  him  such  a  paragon 
as  yon  do/ he  has  only  to  whistle  an  heiress  and  a  fortune 
into  his  hands.  What  man  would  give  his  daughter, 
what  girl  would  throw  herself  away  upon  a  penniless 
man,  who  has  not  even  a  recognised  right  to  his  father's 
name — not  through  any  worse  cause  than  that  of  ignoring 
a  nefarious  law.  No,  I  must  be  thankful  for  what  Q-od 
Bends ;  luck  may  be  mine.'' 

'*  My  dear  Maurice,  you  must  not  underrate  yourself,'' 
returned  his  mother,  with  triumphant  gesture  ;  **  I  can  tell 
yon  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  the  partner  to  whom  Lady  Moira 
introduced  you  last  evening  with  kind  intention,  is  not 
insensible  to  your  merit :  she  has  a  large  fortune,  high 
connexions,  title,  every  qualification  that  could  recommend 
her  to  your  favour,  and  1  was  sorry  to  see  you  did  not  pay 
her  more  attention  than  you  did." 

Maurice  sprung  up,  looking  very  choleric,  and  exclaimed, 
in  tone  of  entreaty:  ^'  Mother,  if  I  had  to  take  a  spade  on 
my  shoulder,  or  follow  the  plough  for  a  livelihood,  1  would 
not,  to  be  lord  of  a  principality,  marry  Lady  Alicia.  It 
amazes  me  that  you  could  even  reconcile  yourself  to  the 
idea  of  such  a  daughter-in-law.^' 

**  I  admit  she  is  not  a  beauty,  but  I'm  sure  she's  very 
amiable,"  said  Lady  O'DriscoU. 

*'  Beauty  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  impetuously  re- 
torted her  son,  '^  I  am  not  one  to  be  dazzled  like  a  child 
with  the  mere  tinsel  and  glitter  of  a  toy.  There  is  more 
than  beauty  of  form  and  feature  wanting  to  Lady  Alicia : 
less  aritioal  eyes,  perhaps,  may  not  discover  it,    4-8  to  her 
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amiability  I  sball  not  qnestion  it,  but  mdrely  obserre  Bhe 
oomee  of  a  raoe  not  reputed  for  much,  and  a  family  to  whom 
I  would  not  for  any  oonsideratiou  be  allied.  Pray  refer  to 
it  no  more/' 

'^  What,  then,  do  you  say  to  Miss  Darner  P  "  said  Lady 
O'Brisooll,  sighing  over  the  oastle  she  had  built  in  the  air. 
^'  Pooh !  a  vulgar  amazon,  in  whose  alternate  fits  of 
languishing  afiPeotation  and  rollioking  humour  some  might 
^d  wherewith  to  admire ;  I  oould  never."  Again  Lady 
O'DrisQoU  sighed. 

«  Then  there's  Miss  Ghibbins." 

'*  A  female  phenomenon  of  the  biped  speoies^  destitute 
of  heart  or  brains,  and  principally  remarkable  for  an 
owlish  visage,  and  goat-like  eyes  ! — go  on." 

''How  satirical  you  are,  Maurice.''  Then,  in  tones 
more  timid : ''  There's  also  Miss  Blood  just  oome  out :  you 
oannot  deny  that  she's  pretty  ?  " 

"  One  of  the  fifteen  daughters  of  Blood  of  Ennisoorthy! 
Yes,  a  lively  little  alligator ; — but,  dear  mother,  only  think 
bf  fifteen  of  them,  and  the  others  all  grown  old  enough  to 
look  unprepossessing ;  what  a  formidable  lot  for  any  man 
to  encounter  singly  V    His  mother  laughed. 

**  Then,  there's  Miss  Grier,  an  only  child.  You  in- 
corrigible cynic,  have  you  any  objection  to  her  ?  " 

^^  Yes ;  a  pretty  butterfly,  too  sportive  and  inconstant 
to  linger  long  upon  one  flower.  Some  day  I  should  see 
her,  I  fear,  taking  wing  beyond  my  reach." 

"  Then  what  would  you  say  to  Flora  Esmond  ?  "  cried 
Lady  0*Driscoll,  in  a  paroxysm  of  despair. 

''Impracticable!  Who  ever  heard  of  goddesses  con- 
descending to  mortals  ?  No,  no ;  leave  her  upon  her 
Olympic  heights,  subsisting  on  nectar  and  ambrosia  in 
amaranthine  bowers.  She  is  not  to  be  thought  of ;  and, 
though  I  admire  her  excessively,  as  all  must,  I  am  not 
sensible  of  any  warmer  sentiment  that  would  stimulate 
me  to  the  mad  emprise  of  competing  for  her  favour  with 
Carhampton,  Mount- Norris,  Gillespie,  and  a  bevy  of 
adorers,  and  drawing  upon  my  head  the  lightning  of  her 
haughty  brother's  wrath,  who  hopes  to  see  her  queening 
it  in  high  places ;  and  as  for  Ethel  Courtney,  she  has  aot 
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the  name  of  mnoh  money.  So  adieu,  my  dear  mother, 
au  revoi'r.  I'll  just  step  oyer  to  Dame-street  and  conclude 
with  Tom  Taylor  to  render  some  of  my  time  and  service 
in  return  for  some  of  his  gold,  while  you  will  see  the 
Misses  Warbeek,  as  probably  they  will  call  to-day,"  con* 
tinned  Maurice,  taking  up  his  hat  to  go  out,  just  as  the 
servant  entered  to  take  away  the  breakfast  things. 

It  was  in  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  two  ladies — 
whose  appearance  entitled  them  to  such  distinction  at  a 
period  far  different  from  those  degenerate  days,  when 
seldom  high-bred  air,  courtly  grace,  or  elegant  toilet  dis- 
tinguished the  pretentious  madame  from  the  flippant 
milliner  or  pert  housemaid,  and  new-made  aristocrats  were 
beginning  to  parade,  with  supercilious  pomp  and  simpering 
smirk,  their  dishonourable  titles,  like  phosphoric  meteors 
amid  the  constellations,  lighted  at  a  higher  source  and 
shining  with  a  purer  radiance — ^that  two  ladies,  passed  the 
rubicon  of  immature  adolescence,  old  enough  tooe  steady 
and  companionable  with  the  aged  and  serious,  yet  suffici- 
ently  youthful  to  be  interesting  and  agreeable  to  the  more 
juvenile  portion  of  society,  were  sitting  in  the  saloon  of 
their  mansion  in  Hume-street.  Flora  Esmond,  aged  about 
twenty-three,  arrayed  in  robe  of  ruby-coloured  velvet, 
trimmed  with  swan's-down,  was  working  at  her  tambour- 
frame  ;  Ethel  Courtney,  about  a  year  older,  less  richly  but 
becomingly  attired  in  gown  of  violet  French  merino, 
trimmed  with  satin  to  match,  with  frill  and  ruffles  of  fine 
lace,  and  devoid  of  other  ornament  than  brooch  and  watch- 
chain,  was  embroidering  a  piece  of  silk  at  a  small  work- 
table  near  the  window.  Each  serene  brow  wore  a  smile  of 
calm  pleasure,  yet  mingled  with  thoughtfulness,  as  they 
conversed  in  tranquil  tone  of  ease,  occasionally  giving  vent 
to  a  low  musical  laugh,  till  the  door  was  thrown  open  by 
a  footman  in  blue  livery,  and  they  were  interrupted  by  the 
announcement  of  visitors.  With  the  gliding  step,  and 
listless  nonchahnce  of  haut  tan,  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  with 
a  patronising  "  How  d'ye  do,  dear?  "  floated  to  a  low 
chair  •close  to  Flora  Esmond,  while  her  companions,  Miss 
Qubbins  and  Miss  Damer,  betraying  in  every  untrained 
motion  the  fiossy  impresaementf  and  in  every  undisoip- 
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lined  feature  the  eager  excitement  and  audaGLty,  blended 
with  the  awkward  constraint  of  the  parvenUf  sidled  to 
the  seats  indicated  by  Ethel,  whose  hand  they  nearly 
wrung  off  in  cordial  greeting,  while  Lady  Alicia  had 
barely  extended  the  tips  of  her  fingers.  The  dress  of  all 
the  visitors  was  elaborate :  Lady  Alicia's  tolerably  tasteful, 
but  that  of  the  others  was  overdone  to  excess,  and  gar- 
nished by  a  mass  of  trinkets.  It  was  amusing  also  to 
observe  how  closely  they  copied  the  actions  of  their  titled 
friend ;  for,  when  Lady  Alicia  reclined  gracefully,  they 
lolled,  with  great  assumption  of  ease,  upon  an  ottoman ; 
and,  so  soon  as  her  voice  broke  the  chain  of  silence,  their 
tongues,  set  free,  went  like  a  mill,  as  loud  and  incessant. 

*'  Pleasant  evening  at  Lady  Moira's,''  remarked  Lady 
Alicia.  ^'  His  lordship  has  just  s6t  off  with  Grattan  to  em- 
bark for  London." 

''  Chawming  evening/'  cried  Miss  Gubbins,  vehemently. 
"  I  don't  know  when  1  enjoyed  myself  so ; — didn't  you, 
Carry  dear  P  And  everyone  was  so  well-dressed  I — the  room 
looked  quite  showy ;  and  you  and  Ethel  Courtney,  Miss 
Esmond,  were  not  the  least  beautifully  apparelled.  But 
did  you  see  Miss  Fitzpatrick  P  '^ 

**Yes;  she  looked  very  pretty,''  smiled  Ethel,  with 
covert  glance  at  Flora  Esmond,  who  in  amused  silence  was 
patting  by  her  work. 

'^  Lady  Moira  is  a  very  nice  person,  and  knows  how  to 
make  a  party  go  off  well,"  said  Miss  Damer. 

*'Yes,  she's  quite  the  lady,"  returned  Miss  Ghibbins, 
with  the  deciBion  of  one  who  conceived  herself  to  be  an 
authority,  and  competent  to  pronounce  an  opinion ;  but 
Lady  Alicia  interposed,  and  murmured  in  objection  : 

"  She's  not  exclusive  enough ;  her  assemblies  are  too 
promiscuous :  you  meet  persons  in  her  house  you  would 
not  in  another.'' 

''Quite  true;  that's  a  fact,"  cried  both  Ghibbins  and 
Damer,  in  concert.  ''  And  it  is  a  great  want  of  taste  to 
obtrude  all  kinds  of  persons  without  distinction  upon 
society,  and  quite  subversive  of  rank  to  promote  such  a 
system." 
.  '^  I  don't  think  Lady  Moira  does  that,"  mildly  retonied 
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Flora  Esmond.    '*  I  thought  our  ooiapany  last  night  was 
Tsiy  i^preeable." 

*^My  dear,  that's  not  the  point,  else  by-and-by  we 
shall  have  agreeable  shopkeepers  and  tradesmen  going  to 
the  Castle,"  retorted  Miss  Gnbbins  with  involuntary  frown. 

Flora  and  Ethel  ezohanged  smiles,  that  to  each  other 
oonveyed  the  meaning.  ''Who  is  Miss  Gubbins  her- 
self?" The  latter,  oblivious  of  gold  eliminated  from  the 
oruoible  of  a  vulgar  iron  foundry  in  Birmingham,  oon- 
tinued :  *^  Who  was  that  Mr.  Moore  that  sang  and  played, 
and  that  shabbily  dressed  Miss  Fitzpatriok,  and  that  con- 
oeited  O'Driscoll,  and  those  stiipid  O'Bymes,  that  nobody 
seemed  to  oare  much  or  know  much  about,  and  lots  of 
others  beside  P  " 

'*  It  sometimes  happens,"  said  Flora  Esmond,  '^  that  in 
acknowledgment  and  appreciation  of  superior  talent,  or 
other  equally  sufficient  merit,  to  some  are  awarded  by  gene- 
ral consent  the  privilege  of  place  to  which  they  have 
rsised  themselves,  and  which  seems  to  be  their  right ;  such 
lions  are  in  great  request  as  an  ornament,  and  worth  ex- 
hibiting. One  of  these  celebrities,  I  believe,  Mr.  Moore 
is  considered  in  every  circle  to  be ;  Mr.  O'DriscoU  is  a 
gentleman  by  birth,  entitled  to  respect ;  so  I  believe,  also, 
are  Mr.  Byrne  of  Cabinteely's  relatives  ;  and  Miss  Fitz- 

tatrick  is,  you  know,  niece  to  the  Misses.  WarbeckHiggen- 
oggan." 

*<  And  a  forward  minx  she  is,"  exclaimed  Lady  Alicia, 
with  a  sudden  ebullition  of  fire,  which  in  one  so  habitually 
apathetic  rather  took  Flora  and  Ethel  by  surprise.  '^  A 
flirt  and  a  coquette,"  continued  Lady  Alicia,  with  increas- 
iDg  fire ;  **  she  did  her  best  to  make  herself  agreeable  to 
Maurice  O'DriscoU ; — I  saw  that.'' 

*^  She  seemed  to  make  herself  agreeable  to  everyone,  I 
thought,"  laughed  Ethel.  ^*  She's  a  merry  little  thing, 
snd  I  don't  think  means  anything  but  fan :  besides,  you 
know,  it  is  given  out  that  she  is  engaged  to  Ghiildford 
Colandisk  ;  so  she  cannot  well  put  two  strings  to  her  bow." 
•  *'  Are  you  acquainted  with  her  P  "  asked  Miss  Damer. 

"No,"  returned  Ethel, colouring  slightly ;  **  once  or  twice 
the  Misses  Warbeck  and  we  exchanged  visits,  and  then 
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dropped  off,  I  don't  very  well  know  why ;  bat  we  don^ 
oare  for  the  aunts,  and  to  Miss  Fitzpatriok  we  were  never 
introdttoed." 

"  The  wonder  is/'  said  Miss  G-ubbins,  with  a  look  of 
qrmpathy  at  the  pouting  lip  and  sour  aspect  of  Lady 
Alicia,  *'  that  a  young  man  like  Maurice  O'DriseoU,  who 
has  nothing  to  recommend  him  but  his  person,  which  is 
certainly  very  imposing,  should  be  smitten  with  such  a 
fanoy  as  he  appeared  to  be  for  the  Irish  girl — she's  a 
Papist,  too — when  he  might  have  paid  court  acceptable  to 
others  of  wealth  and  rank.  I  took  care  to  let  him  know,  at 
any  rate,  that  she  was  a  dependent  on  the  precarious  bounty 
of  two  old  oddities  of  aunts,  and  gave  him  a  hint  that  any 
man  not  well  off  in  affluence  ^^ould  not  improve  his  fortune 
by  marrying  her,  or  advance  his  connection  either." 

Flora  Esmond  and  Ethel  looked  astonished  at  tine 
speaker,  who,  being  of  rather  obtuse  perception,  and  veil- 
ing upon  the  shadowy  side  of  forty,  did  not  notice,  and  con* 
tinned  declaiming  in  favour  of  the  young  friend  of  eight 
and-twenty,  whom  she  matrouised.  '' xou  know,  but 
that  on  the  mother's  side  he  has  some  good  English  blood 
in  his  veins  he  would  have  nothing  at  all  to  hold  by ;  and 
is  it  not  strange  stupidity  that  when  a  chance  offered  of 
bettering  himself,  he  would  not  avail  of  it ;  but  these  Irish 
want  ambition  and  understanding,  and  have  no  eye  to 
appreciate  superiority  in — ^iu  excellence." 

''But  did  such  a  chance  offer  itself?  "  questioned  Ethel, 
with  earnest  eyes. 

Miss  G-ubbins,  warned  by  a  wrathful  glance  from  Lady 
Alicia,  who  did  not  choose  just  then  to  own  herself  the 
subject  of  the  attraction  that  had  magnetised  her  fancy  to 
the  loadstone,  adroitly  turned  the  subject  by  asking  Miss 
Courtney  how  she  had  liked  her  partner  of  the  previous 
evening. 

"Pray,  specify  which  P"  smiled  Ethel;  "I  had  so  many.** 

'*  Oh,  you  know  very  well  who  I  mean— the  great  Ooloesus 
introduced  by  Lady  Moira." 

"  Mr*  Hugh  O'Byme?''  said  Ethel,  with  frank,  unem- 
barrassed visage.    '*  I  liked  him  very  much/' 

**  That's  more  than  I  could  say  of  my  partner,'^  giggled 
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Miss  Darner;  ''  the  autocrat  did  his  best,  I  believe,  to  be 
agreeable.  But  he  was  such  an  autocrat,  so  imperiously 
gracious,  bo  sublimely  condescending,  that  I  was  glad  to 
ship  him  off,  and  seize  upon  Jolly  Guildford  Colandisk,  to 
the  great  vexation,  I  believe,  of  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  who 
had  to  put  up  with  O'DrisoU  instead."  As  she  spoke,  she 
glanced  at  Flora  Esmond,  and  was  surprised  to  see  her 
usually  neutral  complexion  suffused  with  bloom,  and  a 
mirthful  smile  radiating  her  brow.  She  little  guessed 
that  the  peerless  lady  whom  rich  and  titled  suitors  had 
vainly  wooed,  who  had  turned  with  cold  heart  and  deaf 
ear  from  the  addresses  and  blandishments  of  the  proud 
and  noble,  who  had  knelt  to  woo  her  hand,  yielding  her- 
self to  the  force  of  irresistible  magnetism,  was  attracted  by 
the  haughty  and  repelling  Miles,  whose  nearest  advance 
to  courtesy  or  suavity  was  a  stately  bow  or  affable  smile, 
and  who  received  her  courteous  urbanities  with  a  calm 
indifference  that  little  encouraged  approach.  Yet  so  it 
was,  and  it  was  the  mention  of  his  name  that  had  sent 
the  blood  mantling  to  her  cheek,  and  lingering  there,  till 
Lady  Alicia  asked,  abruptly  : 

"  When  are  you  going  down  to  Wexford  P  " 

**  Papa  and  mamma  expect  us  for  Easter,*'  said  Ethel 
Cfourtney." 

"Will  your  brothers  go  with  youP"  demanded  Miss 
Damer,  addressing  Flora  Esmond,  who  answered : 

"  Percy,  perhaps,  may,  but  Marmion  has  to  join  his 
regiment ;"  and  as  she  spoke,  new  visitors  were  ushered  in, 
and  changed  the  theme  of  conversation. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  THEATRE. 

"  Suddenly,  as  one  from  sleep  I  started ; 
For  round  about  me  all  the  sunny  capes 
Seemed  peopled  with  the  shapes 
Of  those  whom  I  had  known  in  days  departed, 
Apparelled  in  the  loTcIiness  which  gleams 
On  faces  seen  in  dreams." 

Longfellow. 

It  was  verging  to  the  close  of  a  day,  unusually  fine  for 
the  season,  and  Miles  0 'Byrne  and  his  brother,  aooom- 
panied  by  a  fine  Newfoundland  dog,  set  out  on  foot  from 
their  lodgings  in  Blackrook,  to  proceed  to  Dublin.  As 
they  paced  easily  along  they  conversed  on  subjects  of 
exclusively  personal  interest,  bearing  neither  upon  politics 
nor  referring  even  to  their  late  introduction  at  Moira 
House,  or  subsequent  visit  of  ceremony  to  the  noble 
hostess  :  it  was  evident  no  magnetic  spell  had  yet  extended 
its  influence  to  them,  or  no  invisible  spirit  been  making  a 
busy-body  of  itself  in  their  regard.  As  a  dream  the  gay 
panorama  had  passed  from  their  mind,  and  scarcely  even 
a  thought  of  any  one  of  the  bright  beauties  that  had 
fluttered  around  them  lingered  upon  their  memory,  to  dis- 
turb with  speculative  hopes  or  fears  the  even  tenor  of 
their  course.  They  had  -got  as  far  as  Merrion,  when  a 
high  phceton,  in  which  was  seated  a  lady,  young  and 
beautiful,  beside  a  fair,  smart,  conspicuous-looking  young 
man,  who  wore  round  his  neck  a  green  kerchief,  tied  in 
large  loose  bows,  and  held  the  reins  of  a  pair  of  high- 
stepping,  thoroughbred  horses,  came  dashing  towards 
them.  With  masterly  hand  the  charioteer  pulled  up  the 
flying  coursers,  as  Miles  and  Hugh  doffed  their  hats  in 
recognition,  and  a  second  time  bowed  low  in  respectful 
homage  to  the  lady,  who  with  gracious  smile  and  inflec- 
tion of  her  head  acknowledged  the  obeisance.    Coming 
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dose  beside  the  oarriage,  the  young  men  haying  exchanged 
oordial  greetings,  the  occupant  of  the  phseton  addressed 
Miles,  in  mild,  chiding  tone  : 

''I'm  sorry  you  do  not  take  interest  enough  in  our 
cause  to  suffer  us  to  persuade  you  to  join  the  ranks.  Time 
was/'  he  added,  with  asmile,  and  shaking  his  head,  ''that 
the  O'Bymes  were  not  dilatory  to  respond  to  the  call  of 
fatherland ;  but  we  have  fallen  upon  degenerate  days." 

Miles  looked  grave.     Hugh,  smiling,  said : 

"  Nay,  Lord  Edward,  you  misjudge  us.  You  must  not 
construe  our  quiescence  into  lack  of  sympathy  with  your 
noble  cause,  but  to  an  utter  conviction  of  its  impracti- 
cability and  its  hazard." 

"-BA  bieriy  man  ami,paurquot  ?'*  exclaimed  Lord  Edward 
Fitzgerald,  turning  impetuously  to  Miles.  "  What  have 
we  to  fear  P  See  the  deplorable  condition  of  the  people ; 
can  anything  be  worse  P  The  country  is  ripe  for  insur- 
rection ;  our  plan  of  action  is  well  organised ;  auxiliaries 
are  daily  reinforcing  us,  our  society  is  thriving  to  our  best 
wishes,  and  we  are  only  resting  on  our  oars,  biding  our 
time.  The  moment  the  tricolour  heaves  in  sight  is  our 
signal  to  the  field." 

Miles  deprecatingly  shook  his  head  and  replied  in  tone 
of  solemnity : 

'*  My  Lord,  trust  me  you  are  pursuing  a  mirage ;  you 
are  founding  a  structure  upon  sand.  The  page  of  the  past 
and  the  present  is  before  us ;  we  have  eyes  to  read,  let  us 
have  understanding  to  interpret  it.  No  preconcerted 
scheme  of  independence  will  ever  come  to  maturity;  no 
patriot's  conceptions  will  ever  result  in  other  than  abortive 
issue  in  this  our  country — not  for  lack  of  heart  and  hand 
among  our  own  true  men,  nor  for  want  of  conduct  or  skill, 
but  because  we  are  encompassed  by  a  network  of  foreign 
treachery :  spies  lurking  in  every  corner,  informers  every 
hour  rushing  to  the  market  for  the  price  of  blood.  Is  it 
a  hundred  and  fifty  or  two  hundred  thousand  armed 
Hessians  in  the  field  we  would  shun  or  fear  to  encounter  P 
No ;  it  is  not  British  iron  that  overcomes  us  in  battle,  but 
British  gold  that  undermines  the  ground  we  tread  upon, 
British  gold  that  purchases  the  ears  of  the  adder  and  the 
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wiles  of  the  serpent  to  oiroumvent  our  every  step,  and 
blight  our  efforts  in  the  bud.  What  assurance  have  you 
at  this  moment,  Lord  Edward,  that  among  you  all,  brave 
men  and  true,  there  crawls  no  loathsome  reptile  besliming 
your  track?  that  in  your  bosom  you  are  cherishing  no  Castle* 
nurtured  viper,  or  no  human  anaconda  that  will  yet  involve 
you  in  coils  of  destruction  P  The  land  teems  with  the 
venomous  breed! " 

Lord  Edward  looked  startled,  like  one  to  whom  a  sudden 
flash  of  lightning  had  revealed  a  gulf  yawning  at  his 
feet.  A  cold  sense  of  dismay  for  an  instant  chilled  his 
heart ; — then,  as  if  angry  with  himself  and  the  speaker  for 
admitting  or  awaking  a  doubtful  suggestion,  he  irascibly 
cried : 

"**  What,  then,  is  our  doom  fixed  beyond  that  of  every 
other  nation  under  the  sun,  that  we  must  abide  in  our 
lielot  chains,  that  for  us  there  is  no  redemption,  that 
neither  patriot's  arm  nor  warrior's  blade  may  avail  to  break 
our  thraldom,  and  set  us  free  ?  It  is  monstrous  I  I  never 
will  assent  to  such  belief ; — what  other  countries  have  done 
we  can  do." 

**  Yes,"  said  Miles,  "  we  can,  when  for  us  shall  arise 
some  Tell,  who,  springing  like  a  volcanic  meteor  from  the 
overboiling  crater^  shall  with  fury  terrific  in  its  wrath, 
awful  in  its  power,  sudden  in  its  impetuous  course,  irresist- 
ible as  an  avalanche  of  fire,  shake  the  mountains,  and  rush 
along  without  pause  or  breath,  kindling  with  electric  fire 
the  elements  of  the  north,  south,  east,  and  west,  till  the 
simultaneous  masses  bum,  self-ignited,  in  one  glowing 
conflagration,  devouring  and  consuming  all  opposition. 
Then  shall  the  bourne  of  your  aspirations,  Lord  Edward, 
be  attained  —only  then." 

Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  smiled  complacently,  as  though 
he  conceived  the  hour  was  at  hand,  and  the  Tell  who  was 
to  sound  the  trumpet  of  Hibernian  freedom  was  forth- 
coming. 

"  Have  you  seen  Byrne  of  Cabinteely  lately?"  he  said, 
addressing  Hugh,  who  made  answer  with  a  laugh,  short 
and  dry. 

*'  Not  since  we  saw  him  at  Lady  Moira's.   Fact  is.  Lord 
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Edward,  we  stand  with  our  friends  in  a  position  rather 
anomaloas.  You  reproach  us  that  we  are  not  patriotic 
enough,  and  our  kinsman,  Eohert  Byrne,  in  dread  of  our 
too  patriotic  principles,  latterly  holding  aloof,  does  not 
encourage  an  intimacy  which  might,  he  apprehends,  cause 
his  own  loyalty  to  be  suspected ;  hence,  to  spare  him  the 
pain  and  alarm  of  our  presence  we  have  discontinued  our 
visitB  to  Clare  HUl." 

"  Prudence  is^  they  say,  the  better  part  of  valour ;  hence 
we  must  bow  to  the  eflSgy  of  a  hero,"  laughed  Lord 
Edward,  taking  up  the  reins.  "Since  we  are  not  amenable 
to  such  philosophy  come  over  this  evening  to  Frescati,  and 
we'll  talk  over  affairs.  I  don't  despair  of  making  prose- 
lytes of  you  two,  as  we  have  some  others  of  your  kin, 
more  sanguine  of  heart  and  hope." 

"  ThaiJcs,  Lord  Edward,  thanks,  Lady  Edward  Fitz- 
gerald/' replied  Miles,  as  Lady  Edward  seconded  the 
request ;  "  we  are  engaged  this  evening  to  accompany 
some  firiends  to  the  theatre,  otherwise  we  should  have  muoh 
pleasure." 

"Another  time,  then.  Adieu,  au  revoir,**  said  Lord 
Edward  Fitzgerald,  brandishing  the  whip  over  the 
horses,  as  Miles  and  Hugh  again  bowed,  and  the  phaeton 
drove  on. 

At  Lady  Moira's  assembly  Maurice  O'DriscoU  and 
Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byme,  having  been  introduced  by 
Hussey  Burgh,  were  not  slow  to  recognise  in  each  other 
oongenial  qualities  and  sentiments,  which  very  soon  ripened 
into  sincere  regard,  and  promised  the  fruition  of  a  cordial 
intimacy.  Betuming  from  having  negotiated  his  business 
with  his  friend,  Tom  Taylor,  in  Dame-street,  O'DriscoU 
met  the  brothers,  who  were  on  their  way  to  the  coach- 
offioe  to  engage  seats  for  the  ensuing  week,  to  take  them- 
selves and  their  canine  companion,  '' Bourbon,"  to  the 
county  Wicklow.  Maurice  insisted  upon  their  returning 
to  a  five  o'clock  dinner,  and  to  be  introduced  to  his  mother. 
Miles  and  Hugh,  not  having  any  particular  business  to 
occupy  them,  willingly  consented,  and  as  soon  as  they  had 
bansacted  that  which  they  had  on  hands,  they  set  out  for 
-street,  where  they  arrived  a  little  after  four  o'clock. 
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Upon  entering  the  drawingroom,  while  Miles  and  Hugh 
made  gracious  salutation  to  Lady  O'DrisooU,  who  rose  to 
receive  them,  all  the  blood  in  the  heart  of  Maurice  tumul- 
tuously  surged  into  his  cheeks  at  sight  of  the  Misses  War- 
beck  Higgenboggan,  seated  like  griffons,  in  arm-chairs  at 
either  side  of  his  mother ;  but  in  vain  his  eyes  roved  eagerly 
in  quest  of  Alphonse.,  The  Misses  Warbeck  had  only 
preceded  the  gentlemen  by  five  minutes ;  so  Lady  O'Driscoll, 
having  shaken  hands  very  friendly  with  the  two  brothers, 
and  motioned  them  to  chairs,  guessing  with  maternal 
instinct  the  thought  uppermost  in  her  son's  bosom,  while 
courteously  he  paid  his  best  devoirs  to  the  ladies,  whose 
compliments  she  already  received,  she  again  addressed 
herself  to  them  in  inquiry  for  their  niece,  and  said — 

'*  I  hope  Miss  Fitzpatriok  is  quite  well,  and  that  she 
was  not  fatigued  last  night ;  she  does  not  look  very  strong." 
Maurice  smiled  gratefully  at  his  mother,  and  glanced 
wistfully  at  the  Misses  Warbeck,  the  elder  of  whom  made 
response : 

"  Thank  you,  Alphonse  is  quite  well ;  she  has  an  excellent 
constitution  and  is  never  ill ; — but  it  is  not  everywhere  we 
take  her  with  us  to  visit.''  Maurice  thought  she  looked 
significantly  at  him.  Miss  Fanny  chimed  in  at  times ;  she 
spoke  with  a  littlestutter ,  as  she  did  now,  while  she  said  : 

*'  Whoever  has  the  care  of  young  persons,  Lady  O'Dris- 
coll,  cannot  be  too  exact,  and  in  our  niece  we  have  a  great 
charge  and  responsibility  thrown  upon  us ;  you  have  no 
idea  of  it.*' 

Lady  0*Drisooll  smiled  ns  she  glanced  at  Maurice's  now 
lowering  brow,  and  observed : 

'' Sometimes  young  persons,  indeed,  are  a  source  of 
solicitude  to  their  friends ;  but  Miss  Fitzpatrick  appears  to 
be  very  amiable." 

"  We  have  done  our  best  to  make  her  what  she  ought 
to  be;  but  she's  self-willed  and  headstrong,"  responded 
Miss  Warbeck. 

Miss  Fanny  added :  '^  Not  but  that  she  has  good  parts, 
Lady  O'DriscoU ;  and  when  she's  old  enough  to  have  more 
sense,  I  don't  doubt  but  that  she  will  do  justice  to  the 
exemplary  training  she  has  received." 
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"  I'm  afraid,  Fanny/'  said  Miss  Warbeok,  "  the  girl's 
Popish  principles  lead  us  little  to  hope  for  any  such  improve- 
ment ;  for  one  so  childish  she  is  the  most  stubborn  being  1 
ever  met  with,  and  dogmatic  in  the  assertion  of  her  opinions 
and  absurdities.     She's  quite  priest-ridden." 

"  Madame,  before  you  commit  yourself  irretrievably  in 
the  expression  of  your  sentiments,"  said  Maurice,  coldly, 
"  allow  me  to  intimate  that  any  reflections  upon  creed  may 
not  be  acceptable  to  all  the  company."  And  sensible  of  a 
very  rapid  diminution  of  his  esteem  for  the  Misses  Warbeck, 
he  looked  inquiringly  at  the  0' Byrnes. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Miles,  hfl.ughtily,  "  we  are  subjects  of 
the  Holy  See." 

"  I  thought  so,"  returned  O'DriscoU.  "  Your  name  is 
synonymous  with  Popery  and  patriotism.  By  right,  I  sup- 
pose, I  ought  to  be  myself  a  Catholic;  but  my  sire, 
nominally  a  Papist,  practically  a  freethinker,  surrendered 
me  to  my  mother's  tuition;  and  as  I  am  satisfied  that  all 
she  says  and  does  is  good,  I'm  content  to  walk  in  the  path 
of  my  training." 

"  That's  all  very  well  in  its  way,"  remarked  Miss  War- 
beck,  glowering  at  Miles  and  Hugh  with  hard,  uncompro- 
mising aspect;  ''but  it  behoves  us  to  have  zeal  for  the  souls 
of  our  neighbour,  and  in  season  and  out  of  season  warn 
the  benighted  to  seek  the  truth." 

'*  That's  very  true,  madame,''  returned  Hugh,  "provided 
we  have  authentic  knowledge  of  who  are  benighted,  and 
out  of  the  pale  of  truth.  Are  you  theologian  enough  to 
enter  upon  the  discussion,  and  prove  to  our  satisfaction  the 
fallibility  of  fiome  and  the  infallibility  of  the  Church  of 
England  ?" 

"  Come,  Fanny,  we  have  not  time  for  controversy  now," 
cried  Miss  Warbeck,  grimly  rising  to  take  leave,  Maurice, 
with  inexpressible  relief,  promptly  volunteering  to  show 
them  out,  after  which,  returning  to  the  drawingroom,  where 
he  found  his  mother  and  friends  in  amicable  tite-atite,  he 
threw  up  his  handft,  exclaiming : 

"  Mother,  you  were  right,  they  are  most  unprepossess- 
ing old  women — excuse  the  expression — ^for  my  tongue 
rebels  against  the  application  of  the  term  lady.    What  a 
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life  that  poor  little  niece  must  have  with  them !  la  it  not 
strange  the  incongruities  one  sometimes  meets  in  family 
group?'* — his  speech  was  directed  to  Miles  and  Hugh. 
*' Would  you  ever  suppose,  could  anyone  imagine,  that 
Miss  Fitzpatrick*' — ^he  was  fond  of  pronouncing  the  name 
— *'  was  at  all  related  to  the  Misses  Higgenboggan  P'* 

Miles  and  Hugh  only  smiled. 

''Did  you  not  admire  Miss  Fitzpatriok?"  persisted 
Maurice,  inquisitively. 

"Very  much,"  returned  Miles.  "But  have  we  not 
sometimes  seen  a  flower — a  violet,  primrose,  or  daffodil — 
growing  up,  bldoming,  and  exhaling  its  sweetness  among 
stinging  nettles  and  unsightly  weeds  P" 

**  An  admirable  simile !''  exclaimed  Maurice,  delighted 
with  his  friend's  eulogistic  comparison. 

Dinner  was  soon  after  announced.  Miles  gave  his  arm  to 
Lady  O'DriscoU,  and  they  descended  to  the  diningroom, 
where  they  sat  down  to  a  plain  but  plentiful  and  well-served 
family  table.  The  dog,  which  Maurice  had  greatly  admired, 
and  was  now  asking  about,  had  been  left  at  the  livery  stable : 
their  father  had  presented  the  mother  to  Queen  Mary  Antoin- 
ette, who  had  fancied  it.  Wine  was  then  handed  round,  and 
in  pleasant  converse  the  evening  passed  over,  till  it  was  time 
for  the  guests  to  withdraw.  Mutually  pleased  with  each 
other,  all  parties  took  leave,  Lady  O'DriscoU  and  Maurioe 
having  previously  engaged  Miles  and  Hugh  to  accompany 
them  to  the  theatre  on  tne  next  command-night,  and  after- 
wards to  return  with  them  to  supper. 

IJpon  the  appointed  night  the  theati^  in  Smock  Alley, 
then  the  rival  of  Orow-street,  presented  a  brilliant  spectacle. 
The  interior  of  the  house  was  divided  into  pit,  boxes,  and 
galleries;  the  seats  were  covered  with  rich  scarlet  and 
ftringe,  while  a  stuffed  hand-rail,  carried  round,  gave  them 
the  form  of  couches,  and  rendered  them  agreeable  for  atti- 
tude of  repose  or  attention.  The  pilasters  which  supported 
the  front  of  the  boxes  were  cased  with  mirror,  and  displayed 
figures  on  a  ground  of  gold  and  white ;  the  festoons,  fringed 
with  gold,  were  drawn  up  with  golden  cords  and  tassels  ; 
the  ceiling  was  elaborately  painted.  In  the  front  was  a 
drop-ourtain,  on  which  was  depicted  an  azure  firmament 
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flecked  with  white  clouds,  in  the  centre  of  which  a  harp 
shone  through  dazzling  sunbeams.  The  viceregal  box  and 
dress  oirole  were  occupied  by  the  court  and  9*  glittering 
galaxy  of  beauty  and  fashion  interspersed  by  the  red  coats 
and  decorations  of  the  officers  and  military,  and  the  rich 
costumes  of  nobles  and  gentlemen ;  the  upper  circles  were 
filled  chiefly  by  professional  men  and  their  families ;  while 
the  pit  and  galleries  were  thronged  with  a  motley  audience, 
largely  sprinkled  with  collegians,  merchants,  artisans,  &c. 
&o.,  whose  oonflicting  politics  and  opinions,  loudly  enun- 
ciated, amid  frequent  cheers,  calls  for  Patrick's  Day,  exhi- 
larating scuffles,  humorous  sallies,  explosions  of  fun  and 
laughter,  with  intermittent  alarming  eoullitions  of  popular 
ire,  combined  to.  enliven  the  interval  avanf  la  acinej  and 
fill  up  the  vacuum  between  the  acts.  Meanwhile,  upon 
the  gorgeous  stage  and  scenery  centred  every  eye,  intent 
upon  the  rising  of  the  curtain  on  the  first  act  of  the  grand 
tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

To  the  right  of  the  Viceregal  box,  graced  by  his  Excel- 
lency and  suite,  is  that  of  the  venerable  and  popular  Earl 
of  Charlemont,  crowded  with  a  number  of  his  friends,  next 
to  which  was  Lady  Moira's,  overflowing  with  a  galaxy  of 
beauty,  where  pre-eminently  shone  the  peerless  forms  of  Flora 
Esmond  and  Ethel  Courtney.  Proximate  to  that  occupied 
by  the  Chief  Secretary  and  Lady  Castlereagh,  with  their 
party,  appeared  the  Commander-in-Chief,  LordCarhampton, 
surrounded  by  a  numerous  bevy  of  intimates,  among  whom 
were  prominent  Lords  Aldborough,  Glonmel,Kingsborough, 
Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  Sir  Duff  MacDonald,  and  Miss  Gub- 
bina,  &c.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the  stage,  in  a  box  ad- 
jacent to  that  occupied  by  Lord  Clare,  gloomy  and  morose, 
GlandiuB  Beresford,  unintellectual  and  commonplace,  the 
Archbishop  of  Gashel,  demure,  pharisaical  and  sly,  and 
Lord  Norbury,  facetious,  heartless  and  grotesque,  lolled 
at  ease  with  the  arrogant  pretension  and  supercilious  con- 
Boiousness  of  the  position  to  which  the  intuitive  ability  of 
the  vulgar,  backed  by  bold  presumption  and  flagrant  un- 

grinoiple,  had  raised  him  horn  the  gutter,  Higgins,  the 
ham  Squire,  bedizened  with  chains  and  trinkets,  and  en- 
woned  by  a  ohoioe  retinue  of  asBOoiates,  whereof  in  chief 
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were  distinguished  the  formidable  triumvirate  of  Majors 
Sirr,  Swan,  and  Sandys,  with  Giffard,  Heppenstal,  Knox, 
Councillor  Magan  and  sister,  &o. — a  mean,  obscure  crew — 
human  tools  degraded  by  the  worst  passions  of  human 
nature,  and  drawn  from  the  slough  of  obscurity,  to  be 
farther,  if  possible,  demoralized  by  the  Government  which 
had  need  of  such  instruments,  to  oo-operate  with  a  higher 
class  of  miscreants,  to  excite  rebellion  in  the  country  for 
the  purpose  of  effecting  the'Union — so  hateful  to  the  people. 
Though  more  at  home  in  company  with  his  patron. 
Lord  Carhampton,  alias  Satanides,  intriguing  behind  the 
scenes  with  the  pirouette  dancers,  and  demoiselles  of  the 
ballet,  the  Sham  Squire  to-night  was  all  devoted  to  the 
spectacle ;  in  excellent  spirits  and  good-humour  he  dis- 
posed himself  to  enjoy,  admire,  and  criticise ;  in  especial, 
nis  patronising  attention  was  directed  to  a  box  occupied  by 
the  Misses  Warbeck  Higgenboggan,  their  fat  lapdog,  an 
ill-tempered  pug,  which  snarled  as  often  as  their  unceasing 
oarresses   broke    its  slumbers;  the    obsequious    footman 
standing  behind  their  chairs ;  the  pretty  young  girl,  who,  fair 
and  sweet  as  an  opening  blossom,  bloomed  beside  them ; 
the  sad  and  sour-looking  parson,  who  seemed  as  though, 
elevated  by  philosophy  or  religion,  he  contemplated  the 
worM  and  all  in  it  through  a  smoked  glass,  that  lounged 
between  the  elder  ladies^  evidently  a  favourite  with  them, 
and  cast  from  time  to  time  glances  of  disdain   and   ire 
upon  that  conceited,  vain,  and  frivolous  youth,  Guildford 
Golandisk,  who  so  manifestly  evinced  a  partiality  to  its 
vanities,  and  an  unseemly  admiration  of  the  young  lady 
above  mentioned,   despite  the  evident  disapprobation  of 
the  aunts,  who,  having  accepted  the  accommodation  of  seats 
in  his  box,  could  at  present  do  no  more  in  good  taste  than 
oppose  a  negative  remonstrance  to  such  impropriety,  which 
by-and-by  they  would  more  severely  express  their  sense  of, 
in  a  domestic  lecture  to  the  imprudent  niece.  Then  lifting 
his  gold   eyeglass,  the  Squire  ogled  a  party  of  vulgar,  fine 
ladies,  superlative  among  whom  appeared  the  portly  Mrs. 
Damer  and  her  daughter;   and  then  his  attention  was 
transferred  to  a  party  of  three  gentlemen  and  a  lady,  who, 
with  HuBsey  Burgh,  accompanied  Mr.  Foster,  the  Speaker 
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of  the  House  of  Commons,  who  had  invited  them  to  his 
box,  between  that  of  Mr.  Byrne  of  Cabidteely,  and  the 
Misses  Warbeok  Higgenboggan's.  Presently,  after  having 
indulged  in  a  good  survey  of  the  late-comers,  the  Sham 
Squire  dropped  his  glass,  and  observed  to  Major  Swan, 
with  a  waggish  display  of  wit  that  immensely  amused  his 
audience: 

"  Piffh !— piffh !— fine  thing !  'Gad,  'tisn't  every  fellow 
can  boast  of  a  foster-father  to  bolster  him  up,  an  foster  him 
in  fortime,  such  as  that  ohap  O'Driscoll  has  got  in  the 
Speaker.  His  mother's  a  fine  woman,  by  zooks ; — but  who 
are  the  trashers  his  cronies  sitting  next  Hussey  Burgh  ?  I 
don't  remember  tp^have  seen  them  before." 

It  was  now  Wbljot  Swan's  turn  to  elevate  bis  eyeglass  ; 
but  before  he  oould  reply.  Major  Sirr  made  response,  as  he 
envisaged  them  through  his  speotacles : 

"Ay,  I  know  them  well,  very  disaffected  persons  I 
hold  them  to  be,  notwithstanding  their  connection  with 
some  loyal  folk." 

'*  Eebels,  upon  my  conscience! "  broke  in  Major  Sandys, 
with  a  frown;  **  kinsmen  of  the  United  Irishman  William 
Byrne,  on  Armstrong's  list,  and  worse,  for  they  go  by  the 
name  of  O'Byrne,  proclaiming  at  once  their  principle. 
We'll  have  before  long,  I  opine,  to  introduce  them  to  the 
notice  of  Norbury." 

"  Pish ! — not  you,  indeed ;  you'd  be  afeard  of  yer  life  to 
touch  such  hornets,"  returned  the  Sham  Squire,  with 
gesture  of  disdain. 

"  Why?**  returned  Sandys,  with  one  of  equal  surprise. 
"  Why,  because  there's  Bob  Byrne  of  Cabinteely,  another 
of  the  lot  that  ye  were  to  have  noosed,  at  large  yet,  in 
spite  of  all  yer  manoeuvers  to  entrap  him;  and  will  ye  dare 
to  lay  a  hand  on  these,  so  long  as  ye  see  them  backed  by 
such  men  as  Hussey  Burgh  and  Foster ;  no,  faith,  ye  won't, 
my  cook-o'-the-waik.'' 

"  What  do  we  care  for  Hussey  Burgh,  or  Foster,  or  the 
whole  swarm  of  their  partisans  in  the  discharge  of  our 
duty?"  blurted  out  Major  Swan,  indignantly.  "Oh,  now, 
let  us  but  get  a  hold  of  'em ;  some  plausible  pretext,  you 
know>  to  go  upon ;  as  yet  we  have  none." 
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"Can't  ye  make  one?*'  put  iu  Lieutenant  Heppenstal 
placidly;  "yottVe  done  so  a  thousand  times;  so  ye  haven't 
to  be  taught  the  lesson,  unless  ye've  been  taken  with 
sudden  distemper  of  scruples,  an'  lost  yer  memory ;"  and 
the  fair,  amiable  visage  of  the  boor-descended  Heppenstal 
expanded,  in  a  serene  grin,  from  ear  to  ear. 

**  Not  that,*'  returned  Swan,  with  engaging  frankness, 
and  a  physiognomy  that  looked  mystified  by  abstruse 
pondering,  **  when  'tis  only  a  question  of  hanging  a  kish- 
ful  of  peasants,  there's  no  more  ado  about  it  than  skin- 
ning a  kishful  of  eels — who  takes  heed  of  the  clod ;  but,"  he 
shook  his  head  sagaciously,  '*  we  must  go  systematically 
to  work,  when  we  deal  with  persons  of  note,  else  there's  a 
confounded  hue  and  cry  of  injustice  got  up  among  their 
influential  friends;  no,  sir,  we  must  act  with  prudence, 
and  prove  crime  against  them  we  judge  of  ourselves  to  be 
guilty ;  hence  our  difficulty,  not  but  what  in  some  oases 
we  are  empowered  to  fiat  a  man  we  suspect,  yet,  as  I  said 
before,  if  he  be  of  much  consequence,  it  makes  such  a  noise 
as  might  eventually  defeat  our  aim.  By^and-by,  when 
we  swoop  on  the  headquarters  of  the  United  Irishmen,  I 
opine  we  shall  have  more  ample  scope  for  our  zeal.  Mr. 
Higgins,  I  think  I  have' heard  you  say  the  Misses  Higgen- 
boggan  were  relatives  of  yours  ?  " 

**  Cousins  on  the  father's  side,  but  cut  him  when  ho 
married  my  mother/'  grinned  th^  mendacious  squire, 
chuckling  at  the  ready  lie  suggested  by  his  inventive  wit. 
'*  I  dare  be  sworn  they're  sorry  enough  now,  the  old  fools. 
'Pon  my  credit,  I  believe  blood  is  thicker  than  water,  as 
I  feel  a  strange  hankering  to  forgive  them — not  them,  but 
their  father,  who  made  the  bad  blood  when  they  were 
children — and  introduce  myself.  Faith,  in  consideration 
of  that  pretty  girl,  I'll  conquer  my  natural  reluctance  to 

Sardon  injury,  and  take  tnem  to  my  heart.  And  so, 
[ajor,  nothing  can  be  done  to  oust  the  Papist,  Bob 
Byrne,  out  of  that  fine  estate  of  Cabinteely,  and  cheat  the 
kinsmen  of  his  of  the  succession." 

"  Don't  be  too  sure,"  grinned  the  Major ;  "  we  have  found 
our  way  through  more  intricate  jobs  ere  now.    Bob  isn't 
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gifted  with  a  oharmed  life  more  than  others ;  and  as  for 
these  kinsmen  of  his,  wait  till  we  nab  Lord  Edward  and 
his  aide'de-camp,  Bill  Byrne,  and  maybe  we  won't  wring 
oat  of  them  as  much  hemp  as  '11  make  a  noose  for  yonder 
hidalgos,  and  pull  down  the  crest  they  rear  so  haughtily 
among  their  betters." 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  of  the  animadversions  and 
menaces  of  which  they  were  the  subject,  and  the  clique 
whose  eyes  were  fixed  ominously  upon  them  with  no 
friendly  interest,  Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byrne  gave  all  their 
delighted  attention  to  the  gay  scene  around,  entered  freely 
into  pleasant  converse  with  Foster  and  Hussey  Burgh, 
applied  themselves  to  make  deeper  inroads  into  the  favour 
of  Lady  O'DriscoU;  and,  strange  to  say,  reciprocated 
merely  by  a  oold  courteous  smile  and  bow  the  very  marked 
and  flattering  notice  of  Flora  Esmonde  and  Ethel  Courtney, 
whose  eyes  seemed  to  beam  more  brightly,  and  whose 
cheeks  bloomed  with  deeper  radiance,  as  from  their  more 
remote  positions  they  exchanged  gracious  recognition. 
Unheedf  ul,  too^  of  the  more  overt  address  with  which  the 
less  reticent  Caroline  Damer  sought  to  woo  their  attention, 
the  eyes  of  the  young  men  often  turned  steadily  and  wist- 
fully to  where  Maurice  O'Drisooll,  contrary  to  his  wont, 
sat  musing  and  abstracted,  with  pensive  brow  and  anxious 
eye,  watching  with  absorbing  interest  every  look  and  ges- 
ture of  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  as  in  attitude  of  unconscious 
grace  she  leaned  forward  in  low,  earnest  converse  with 
Guildford  Colandisk,  with  pleading  aspect  and  voice,  en- 
gaging his  sympathy  in  favour  of  the  poor  woman  Lanigan 
and  her  family,  and  by-and-by,  brow  expanding  in  sun- 
shine, and  lips  wreathed  with  gladness^  attested  that  her 
petition  had  not  been  vain,  while  deeper  glow  suffused 
her  cheek  as  Colandisk  in  turn,  with  eager  and  impassioned 
look,  appeared  to  urge  in  whispered  tone  some  suit  which 
her  downcast  eyes  and  mute  tongue  did  not  seem  to  repel, 
or  eyen  to  discourage. 

But  the  curtain  rose,  and  every  other  thought  for  the 
moment  suspended  was  merged  in  the  opening  scene.  From 
beginning  to  end,  to  judge  by  the  hurricane  of  plaudits 
that  greeted  each  f&vourite  actor,  the  play  was  a  success. 
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and  marked  by  an  absence  of  the  tumult  and  riotous  out* 
breaks  too  often  created  by  the  gods — collegians  in  the 
galleries — and  responded  to  with  vigour  by  the  demigods 
in  the  pit,  to  the  no  small  annoyance  as  well  as  amusement 
of  the  occupants  of  the  stalls  and  boxes,  the  audience 
retired  pleased  and  orderly,  without  other  confusion  than 
the  clamour  of  coachmen  that  stopped  the  way,  the  cries  of 
orange   venders,   and  the  usual   hubbub   of  the  canaille 
Bwafmiug  the  narrow  street,     ililes  and  Hugh  O^Byrne, 
Hussey  Burgh,  and  Foster  returned  to  supper  with  the 
O'DriscoUs,  the  Darners  pouncing  upon  Guildford  Oolan- 
disk,  whom  the  Misses  Higgenboggan  considering  they  had 
honoured  enough  by  accepting  a  loan  of  his  box,  did  not  in- 
vite to  go  home  with  them,  carried  the  smiling  youth,  whom 
Caroline  irreverently  designated  bythesowJn^'M^^  of  *' Little 
Dandy,"  off  in  their  chariot  to  Merrion-square.     The  sad- 
looking  parson,  Nathaniel  Lamb,  having  been  elected  to 
the  favour  of  acoompaniug  the  Misses  Higgenboggan,  and 
their  niece  to  their  residence,  with  a  meek  humility  that 
proved  his  worthiness  of  the  compliment  conferred  upon 
him,  handed  his  patronesses  into  the  chariot,  then  with 
the  timid,  beseeching  glance  of  a  mendicant  craving  alms, 
he  offered  the  tips  of  his  fingers  to  Alphonse,  who  stepped 
lightly  in,  with  the  airy  grace  and  careless  gaiety  of  one 
whose  life,  like  that  of  a  bird,   was  passed  in  song  and 
sunshine  upon  the  topmost  boughs  of  pleasant  woodlands. 
In  vain  the  rebuking  visages  of  the  severe  aunts  in  glower- 
ing silence  chided  the  fresh,  joyous  expression   of  heart, 
gushing  happiness   dimpling  every  feature,  tinting  the 
cheek,  and  giving  lustre  to  the  eye,  seeing  not  in  these 
visible  signs  and  tokens  the  evidence  of  youthful  spirits,  a 
peaceful  conscience,  and  a  guileless  mind,  but  awful  indi- 
cations of  guilty  levity,  and  a  worldly  spirit  doomed  to  per- 
dition. 

The  Eev.  Nathaniel  also,  who,  quite  sharing  the  same 
sentiments,  placarded  his  sanctity  in  bis  physiognomy  by 
the  outward  symbols  of  sandy  hair  combed  smooth  and 
sleek  from  off  a  pale,  retreating  forehead,  behind  enormous 
projecting  ears,  eyes  bleared  and  hungry,  that  never  dare 
a  bold,  straightforward  look  into  any  face,  yet  wary  and 
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wise  as  that  of  a  serpent,  watched  and  noted  all ;  soraggy 
nose  and  cheeks  that  betrayed  palpable  marks  of  asoetio 
mortification  that  delighted  the  godly,  who  would  not  he* 
lieve^  the  assertion  of  some  detractors  who  gave  out  that 
the  parson  was  of  penurious  habits,  or  of  others  that  went 
further  and  insisted  he  was  a  miser,  who,  preferring  to 
hoard  his  gold,  grudged  himself  the  bread  he  eat ,  the 
voioe  of  Nathaniel,  too,  by  nature  thin,  harsh,  and  strong, 
his  piety  had  toned  down  to  a  nervous,  husky,  vibrating 
quaver,  save  when  in  the  pulpit  denouncing  judgment 
upon  popish  sinners,  when  it  rebounded  with  elastic  energy 
that  appalled ;  but  it  was  soft  and  unctuous  wheu,  seated 
down  at  supper  between  the  Misses  Higginboggan,  and 
vis'thvii  to  laughing  Alphonse,  he  meekly  endorsed  their 
opinion  while  masticating  a  morsel  of  roast  duck  and  bread 
sauce,  "  that  the  world  was  a  hot-bed  of  iniquity ;  the 
beauties  of  creation  allurements  to  iniquity :  that  genius 
and  talent  were  the  devices  of  Beelzebub  to  ensnare  souls  to 
ruin  ;  that  scenic  representations  were  diabolical  mimicry ; 
music  an  evil  whose  measure  had  no  limits ;  sculpture 
a  revival  of  heathenism ;  dancing  an  accursed  snare  of  the 
Evil  One  to  trip  the  unwary  into  the  gulf;  painting  and 
poetry  sheer  absurdities  and  waste  of  time ;  literature  he 
did  not  quite  condemn,  conditioning  it  were  restricted  to 
pious  reading,  and  not  the  vain  effusions  of  rhapsodists, 
ranting  about  the  glory  of  the  sun  and  moon,  the  beauty 
of  the  stars,  the  colour  of  the  clouds,  the  sky,  the  land- 
scape, balmy  breezes  and  floral  gems,  and  all  such  romantic 
twaddle,  which  he  never  could  understand  or  see  the 
sense  of." 

''Nor  I,  Nathaniel,"  dogmatically  exclaimed  Miss 
Higgenboggan.  "  Let  me  send  you  some  lobster  salad. 
I  never  read  a  novel,  or  the  production  of  any  crack- 
brained  poet  in  my  life,"  she  glanced  with  a  look  of  self- 
oommendation  round  the  table.  '^  Fanny,  I  think 
Nathaniel  would  like  some  of  that  Welsh  rabbit.  No,  I 
havenH  the  sin  of  misspent  time  to  lay  to  my  charge  like 
some  I  could  name" — she  darted  an  accusing  eye  at 
Alphonse ; — "  but  the  young  people  now  are  not  like  the 
young  people  of  my  day — obedient,  docile,  and  modest ; — 
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their  heads  are  turned  astray,  and  filled  with  notions 
that  won't  help  them  to  choose  good  husbands,  or  become 
proper  mothers  fit  to  have  the  care  of  a  family  like  those 
our  respectable  grandmothers  reared." 

"  My  dear  lady,"  drawled  Parson  Lamb,  "  you  are  a 
notable  example  of  the  truth  of  your  remarks.  Where, 
indeed,  shall  we  find  nowadays  sense  and  wisdom  like 
TOurs,  embodied  and  condensed  in  the  generality  of 
human  specimens;  but  though  as  applied  to  the  gene- 
rality of  the  sex,  the  falling  off  is  lamentable,  there  are 
yet  some  " — he  sighed  profoundly,  and  cast  an  amorous 
eye  at  Alphonse,  sipping  a  custard  with  much  apparent 
satisfaction — *'  yes,  some  I  say  " — ^he  exploded  in  an  oratori- 
cal flourish — "  some  who  are  an  honour  to  their  gender,  of 
whom  it  may  be  said" — unconsciously  his  eye  leered — 
*'  blessed  is  the  man  who  hath  made  her  his  wife,  blessed 
the  child  who  shall  call  her  mother  !  And  such  a  one  is 
your  amiable  niece,  Miss  Alphonse." 

"  Yes,  if  she  doesn't  throw  herself  away  on  a  fool,'' 
cried  Miss  Fanny,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff — old  ladies 
and  some  young  ones,  in  those  days,  were  fond  of  stimu- 
lating their  olfactories  with  the  pungent.  Alphonse  looked 
up  and  smiled ;  she  looked  so  pretty,  simple,  innocent, 
and  merry,  the  duennas'  bosoms  and  tempers  suddenly 
thawed.  Yielding  to  the  inspiration  of  the  moment,  Miss 
liiggenboggan  impressively  said,  with  a  frosty  smile, 
meant  to  be  coaxing,  twinkling  in  her  hard  eye : 

**  If  Alphonse  would  only  be  said  by  us,  and  marry  the 
man  we  would  choose  for  her — a  good,  sensible,  fatherly 
man,  who  would  live  soberly,  and  lead  her  on  the  way  to 
salvation  by  word  and  example — she  would  not  make  a 
bad  wife,  and  how  blessed  we  should  be.'' 

"Ah,  surely,  my  dear  lady,  surely,"  returned  Nathaniel, 
and  this  time  his  voice  changed  to  a  whine.  "  If  Miss 
Alphonse  would  only  hearken  to  the  promptings  of  the 
Spurit  of  WisdoA" — meaning  to  look  devoted,  he  only 

looked  abject — "  and— and ,''  he  hesitated,  stammered, 

laid  his  hand  on  his  heart,  and  quavered,  '4f  she  would 
but  only  love  the  most  devoted  slave  that  ever  sued^fur 
grace,  what  a  blessing,  what  a  helpmate,  how  the  cause  of 
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religion  and  charity  would  prosper.  Oh,  dear  Miss  Al- 
phonse,  do,  do  speak :  say  but  one  word,  one  little  sod tence, 
and  make  me  the  happiest  of  men  ! " 

Now,  if  the  simple,  engaging  Alphonse  had  conceived 
or  entertained  for  any  being  a  feeling  of  dislike,  which  was 
only  alloyed  with  that  of  contempt,  it  was  for  the  Rev. 
Nathaniel  Lamb,  the  personification,  to  her  mind,  of  all  that 
was  hypocritical,  mean,  base,  cruel,  cowardly,  deceitful, 
and  treacherous,  and  impressed  with  which  opinion,  she  had 
ever  shunned  his  society,  as  far  as  lay  in  her  power,  and 
ever  maintained  towards  him  a  most  diilling  reserve ;  but 
to-nighty  too  happy  to  be  stern,  and  secure,  as  she  thought, 
from  the  oonsequences  of  the  wrath  of  rejected  qverture, 
she  was  in  a  playful  mood ;  so  feigning  to  misunderstand 
the  suitor's  drift,  she  replied,  with  arch  humour: 

**  I  should  be  very  glad  to  inake  you  happy,  Mr.  Lamb, 
I  should,  indeed,  or  to  help  you  in  any  charity  that  will 
benefit  the  poor,  in  whom  you  take  so  great  an  interest, 
and  to  whom  you  are  such  a  benefactor." 

Nathaniel  was  in  ecstasies.  He  always  admired  Miss 
Fitzpatrick,  now  he  thought  her  an  angel.  Such  appreciation 
of  himself,  such  eulogy  from  her  dear  young  lips !  He  could 
scarcely  contain  his  rapture.  The  aunts,  too,  were  im- 
mensely gratified,  and  smiled  complacently  upon  the 
maturing  fruit  of  all  their  labours,  developing  such  un- 
looked-for result.  Nathaniel  smiled  obliquely,  and  has- 
tened to  rejoin  : 

"  'Tis  even  so  as  I  expected ;  the  sweetness  of  honey  flows 
inwisdomfromherlips  !"  His  voice,  as  we  have  seen,  could 
be  flexible,  so  he  now  modulated  it  to  a  cooing  murmur  : 
"  But,  my  precious,  my  dear  one,  it  is  not  of  the  poor  or 
of  their  concerns  I  now  would  speak  :  heaven  knows,  at 
least  I  have  ever  found  them  an  ungrateful  pack  of  lying 
kaaves,  greedy  and  sticking  as  leeches,  and  who,  like  the 
bottomless  pit,  would  swallow  up  all  your  substance  with- 
out making  a  single  return." 

"  That's  very  true,'*  chimed  in  Miss  Fanny,  with  stutter- 
ing vehemence ;  "  and  I'll  engage  all  your  charity  and 
beaevolende  makes  but  few  converts  among  them." 
'^My  dear  madam,''  responded    the  parson,  waxing 
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eloquent  under  the  combined  influenoe  of  delightful  sym- 
pathy and  prosperous  love, "  you  do  not  know,  you  oannot 
estimate  the  amount  of  my  suffering,  my  sacrifice,  and 
exertion  for  these  ingrates.  Havel  not  been  the  mainspring 
of  getting  up  subscriptions  for  flannel  petticoats,  and  Bibles 
handsomely  gilt  and  bound  in  morocco,  to  entice  them  to 
read  the  Word  ?  Did  I  not,  with  my  friend  Watkin  Waddy, 
contract  with  the  bouse  of  Butcher  and  Gammon  for  an 
unlimited  supply  of  sheeps*  heads  and  hairy  bacon  to  feed 
the  aged  and  the  sickly ;  and  did  I  not  even  expend  some  of 
the  funds  placed  in  my  hands  by  the  charitable  in  bribes 
of  shillings  and  half-crowns  to  lure  the  wretches  to  church 
on  the  Sabbath; — all  in  vain  P  A  few  humbuggers,  indeed, 
dropped  in  and  off,  but  the  mass  stuck  to  their  beggarly 
priest ;  and  it  would  bring  the  tears  to  your  eyes  to  see 
the  cliapels  thronged  to  suffocation  and  the  house  of  the 
Lord  desolate  and  empty.  But  I've  turned  over  a  new 
leaf" — and  the  parson  became  sublime  andsevere:— "  when 
the  paupers  come  now  to  me  for  alms  I  tell  them  I  give 
none  except  on  Friday.  That,  you  see,  my  dear  madam, 
is  a  masterstroke  of  policy  ;  for  on  that  day  I  have  a  table 
in  an  outhouse  laid  out  with  soup  and  meat,  and  them  that 
won't  partake  of  the  viands  go  away  fasting ;  besides,  it 
gives  me  an  opportunity  to  preach  the  Word.  Yes,  it  is 
an  admirable  plan." 

"Admirable  I"  re-echoed  Miss  Warbeck  Higgenboggan, 
eyeing  Alphonse  askance,  to  see  what  impression  such 
display  of  zeal  and  piety  made  upon  her.  "Do  you  win 
many  to  Christ  by  that  plan  ?" 

'^  Not  as  yet,"  sighed  the  parson.  "  A  few  just  come  to 
nibble  the  bait,  and  they  are  not  exactly  the  class  we 
want,  being  mostly  drunken  vagrants  and  bad  characters^ 
who  infest  the  streets,  and  would  go  to  the  devil  himself 
for  a  sop  ; — but  the  decent  poor  hold  aloof. '  But  patience, 
patience  is  my  motto,"  and  he  turned  with  beguiling  smile 
to  Alpbodse,  and  added,  in  his  most  insinuating  accents : 
"  But  when  I  shall  have  a  helpmate  in  this  dear  young 
lady " 

Alphonse  tossed  her  head  with  a  saucy  smile.    *'  You 
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forget,  Mr.  Lamb,  I  am  myself  a  Catholio,  so  I  could  be 
of  no  use  to  you." 

**  Tush,  tush,  my  dear  child ! "  responded  the  suitor, 
with  the  good-natured  tone  and  manner  of  an  indulgent 
father  humouring  a  wayward  offspring.  ^^You  are  a 
Catholic  in  name,  'tis  true;  but  do  I  not  know  the 
principles  that  have  been  instilled  by  your  exemplary 
preoeptors,  these  charming  ladies,  your  aunts  ? — and  any 
little  shortcomings,  any  little  defect  they  may  have  over- 
looked, trust  me,  whose  office  it  is  to  teach  and  guide,  to 
amend  and  set  right  in*  you.  Su£Per  me,  sweet  girl,  to 
salute  this  fair  hand."  He  extended  an  immense  bony 
fist;  but  Alphonse,  feeling  that  the  fun  had  gone  far 
enough,  retreated  a  pace  or  two,  and  with  eyes  downcast, 
and  visage  rather  abashed,  yet  resolute,  she  said,  in  accents 
half-shy,  half-bold : 

"  Fm  sorry  for  your  disappointment,  Mr.  Lamb,  but — 
but  I  can't  be  your  wife.** — She  glanced  furtively  at  her 
aunts. — "I'm  engaged  to — to  Mr.  Colandisk/*  she  ex- 
claimed, with  desperate  resolution  to  face  the  worst,  and 
have  it  over :  nor  did  she  calculate  amiss  the  efiPect  of  her 
denouement 

For  an  instant  all  stood  petrified  and  spell-bound  ;  then 
Miss  Higgenboggan,  recovering  breath  and  self-command, 
exclaimed  austerely,  as  sternly  she  envisaged  the  culprit : 

"  Engaged  to  Colandisk ! " 

'' Engaged  to  Colandisk !"  reiterated  Miss  Fanny,  with 
gesture  of  awe. 

"  Without  consulting  us ! "  soliloquised  Miss  Higgen- 
boggan. 

**  Without  consulting  us ! "  reverberated  Miss  Fanny, 
chattering  with  emotion. 

"  When,  may  I  ask,  did  you  commit  this  unparalleled  act 
of  disobedience  and  wickedness?"  demanded  Miss  Higgen- 
boggan, now  "  mistress  of  herself,  though  China  fall,**  and 
glaring  upon  the  offender  with  pretty  much  the  aspect 
and  effect  of  a  bitter  north-east  wind  upon  a  shrinking  hot- 
house plant. 

Alphonse  hesitated,  stammered,  blushed :  she  had  ex- 
pected some  such  scene,  and  had  been  arming  herself 
with  fortitude  to  bear  the  brunt ;  yet  now,  somehoN7,  \i^t 
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serve  and  spirit  seemed  to  forsake  her,  her  lip  qnivered, 
her  voice  trembled,  a  tear  dimmed  her  eye,  and  almost 
with  a  sob  she  answered : 

"  To-night,  aunt,  at  the  theatre " 

"  There,  madam  !  Did  I  not  say,"  vociferated  Parson 
Lamb,  lifting  his  voice  in  the  pause  that  ensued,  and  look- 
ing daggers  at  each  one,  **  that  the  theatre  is  the  devil's 
own  workshop." 

But  Alphonse's  voice  rose,  interrupting  him,  as  with 
passionate  appeal  she  drew  near  to  her  aunts,  and  said, 
caressingly :  '*  Aunt  Sophy,  don*l  be  angry  ;  Aunt  Fanny, 
do  say  a  word  for  me.  You  know  I  always  liked  Guildford 
Golandisk,  and  said  if  he  asked  me  I  would  marry  him  ; 
and  you  know  you  have  nothing  to  object  against  him,  in 
reality :  he  has  a  little  independence,  is  a  nice  youn^  man, 
moves  in  the  best  society,  and  is  of  respectable  family.  I 
have  not  disgraced  myself  or  you  by  my  choice,  you  can- 
not say  I  have,  aunty."      ^  , 

**  Oh,  no,  of  course  not  I*'  sneered  Miss  Higgenboggan. 
"  If  you  be  content  with  the  miserable  income  you  term 
independence,  of  the  ape  with  whom  you  have  fallen  in 
love,  and  choose  to  starve  with  him,  we  have  nothing  to 
object  against  his  respectability  of  family — that's  your 
own  affair." 

"  And  let  me  tell  you,  my  dear  girl,"  cried  Parson 
Lamb,  who  now  considered  it  incumbent  upon  him  to 
interfere  in  the  business,  and  if  possible  reclaim  this  ex- 
ceedingly injudicious  young  person  to  better  thoughts,  by 
a  piece  of  his  mind  bestowed  upon  her,  with  a  few  salutary 
maxims,  '^  let  me  tell  you,  respectability  alone,  not  based 
upon  ingredient  of  substance,  won't  boil  the  pot ;  there  is 
not  a  man  living  who  has  a  greater  scorn  or  contempt 
than  I  of  those  baubles  called  titles,  and  what  the  world, 
forsooth,  prizes  under  the  name  of  good  family,  high 
birth,  ancient  pedigree,  and  such  bombast.  Show  me,  I 
say" — his  voice  waxed  vigorous — "the  man  who  has 
boxed  his  way  up  in  the  world,  from  the  gutter  to  the  top 
of  the  hill — that's  the  man  to  be  proud  of,  to  boast  of,  not 
your  pampered  puppies,  swaddled  in  fine  linen,  strutting 
in  pumps,  and  living  upon  the  labour  of  them  that  toiled 
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and  Bpitn  before  them.   Look,  for  example,  at  my  friend 
HigginB,  vulgarly  called  the  Sham  Squire  by  feather- 
headed    young   cozoombfl  of   the  ariBtooraoy :  there's  a 
man  of  worth,  there's  a  man  that  has  raised  himself  from 
the  condition  of  a  barefooted  potboy  and  shoeblaok  on  the 
streets  to  sit  in  his  own  chariot,  and  take  his  place  like  a 
prince  among  the  highest  in  the  land.     There's  merit ; 
there's  a  subject  to  honour  I    Look,  again,  to  others  of  my 
bosom  friends,  whom  I  am  proud  to  own — Swan,  Sirr, 
Magan,  Gifford,  Sandys,  Heppenstal,  and  others,  all  self- 
made  men.     Wasn't  I  myself  a  Bluecoat  boy,  the  son  of 
a  peddler  from  Dundee  in  Scotland,  who,  when  my  mother 
went  off  with  a  sailor  and  left  him,  listed  in  the  army, 
and  left  me  a  legacy  to  his  sister,  who,  settling  with  her 
husband  in  Dublin,  got  me  into  the  Bluecoat  Hospital  P 
Yes,  I'm  proud  to  own  it,  ma'am,  Pye  ploughed  my  own 
way  up,  and  am  not  ashamed  of  my  history,"  he  added, 
now  declaiming  more  noisely,  as  through  the  fumes  of  the 
wine,  of  which  he  had  imbibed  rather  freely,  he  had  a 
hazy  perception  that  the  biography  of  himself,  hitherto 
studiously  avoided,  but  which  now,  in  the  gushing  fulness 
of  his  bosom,  candidly  disclosed,  seemed  rather  to  discon- 
cert than  delight  his  patronesses ;  then,  anxious  to  lead 
the  subject  to  another  channel,  and  tone  down  his  views 
to  a  compromise,  more   softly  he  wheezed,  with  husky 
tremor :  "  Yet  far  be  it  from  me  to  take  honour  to  myself  for 
retrieving  the  accidents  of  life  and  vicissitudes  of  fortune, 
that  humbled  my  family  pride ;  for  we  were  of  ancient 
Sooto-English  blood  ;  and  I  have  good  connexions  on  my 
aunt's  husband's  side  here  in  Dublin,  whom  I  could  not, 
without  BUI  and  shame,  disparage — I  mean  those  excellent, 
estimable  ladies,  the  Misses  Hodgens,  my  cousins,  and 
Miss  Medlicott,  that  good  soul  through  whom  I  first  had 
the  unutterable  happiness  of  making  acquaintance  with 
the  Misses  Warbeck   Higgenboggan,  whose  undeserved 
favour  I  count  as  the  chiefest  blessing  of  all  I  enjoy,  and 
through  whose  kind  mediation  I  shall  not  yet  despair  of 
winning  their  fair  niece's  hand."     With  a  graceful  bow  to 
the  ladies  he  wound  up  his  peroration,  and  quaffing  off 
the  remainder  of  a  glass  of  claret^  rose  to  depart. 
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The  Misses  Higgenboggan,  whose  intellectual  and 
mental  capacities,  not  of  the  very  highest  or  most  compre- 
hensive order,  were,  between  the  disclosure  of  Alphonse 
and  the  talk  of  the  parson,  jumbled  up  into  a  chaos  of 
bewilderment,  which  baffled  their  most  lucid  powers  to 
extricate  them  from  a  condition  they  described  as  addlisd, 
suffered  their  protigi  to  depart  without  response  or 
comment ;  and  as  Alphonse  speedily  slipt  away  to  ner  room, 
after  his  departure,  the  two  sat  together,  at  opposite  ends 
of  the  rug,  blinking  and  pondering,  wise  as  the  birds  of 
Minerva,  each  waiting  for  the  intelligence  of  the  other  to 
shine  out,  and  cast  light  upon  her  own  thought,  which 
was,  that  perhaps,  after  all,  as  it  couldn't  be  helped,  Gxdld- 
ford  Colandisk  might  not  be  so  bad  a  match,  if  there  were 
only  more  money  in  question;  but,  then,  the  assurance 
of  that  impudent  minx  to  presume  to  think  of  providing 
for  herself  and  bestowing  her  hand  without  their  consent ! 
Such  a  piece  of  effrontery  was  not  to  be  borne,  and  good 
care  they  would  take  to  make  her  feel  that  she  was  not 
free  to  act  with  independence  such  as  that.  "  ^hracious ! 
such  a  chit  of  a  bold  thing  they  never  could  have 
believed  her !  " 


qHAPTER  VIII. 

THB   "beaux   walk,"    STEPHEN's-GREEN. 

'*  We  cannot  find,  howe'er  we  strive, 

The  meaning  of  our  lot, 
Amid  a  spirit  world  we  live, 

Although  we  know  it  not ; 
And  spirits  round  about  us  move, 
Stirring  our  hearts  to  hate  and  love.*' 

The  period  of  '98  panoramas  in  vivid  hue  the  scenic 
glory  of  the  sunset  of  Ireland's  independent  nation- 
ality, and  inaugurates  the  dethronement  of  that  imperial 
majesty  which  had  been  so  lately  proclaimed  by  the  herald 
voice  of  G-rattan,  and  acknowledged  by  the  combined  as- 
sent and  action  of  the  monarch  and  the  senate  of  Ghreat 
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Britain.  What  though  red  life-drops  were  falling  in 
plenteous  showers^deluging  remote  localities — Dublin,  the 
ancient  hold  of  Dane  and  Norman,  the  camp  of  foreign 
factions,  the  city  of  vicissitude,  now  a  viceregal  fortress, 
again  the  tenalia  of  a  regicide  democracy,  anon  the  sanctu- 
ary of  a  king,  and  again  the  monopoly  of  a  usurper; 
Dublin,  the  old  Eblana  of  Ptolemy,  shone  resplendent  in 
the  full  blaze  of  the  ephemeral  splendour  that  was  hers 
when  all  the  genius,  nobility,  wealth,  and  intellectual 
power  of  the  land,  its  cultured  grace  and  mighty  mind, 
concentrated  in  the  focus  of  native  parliament,  diffused 
above,  below,  around,  on  every  side,  through  its  length  and 
breadth,  those  fervid  corruscations,  those  beams  of  brilliant 
light,  whose  warmth  imparted  the  glow,  the  sparkle,  the 
vitality  of  being,  into  every  once  languid  pulse  of  the 
country's  lacerated  heart,  strengthening  it  with  a  new- 
bom  energy  to  labour,  stimulating  its  nerveless  pinions 
with  recreated  hope  to  soar,  and  imparting  motive  for 
industry  long  discouraged,  by  supplanting  the  penalty  of 
prohibition  with  the  guerdon  of  reward.  What  though, 
to  still  the  tocsin  of  alarm,  sounded  by  the  trumpet-pealing 
tongues  of  Gbattan,  Charlemont,  Bushe,  Plunkett,  O'Neill, 
Hussey  Burgh,  and  countless  high-souled  patriots — an 
alien  faction,  whose  instincts,  from  the  fountain-head, 
sordid,  base,  mercenary,  unennobled  by  one  chivalrous  senti- 
ment, indifferent  to  a  prestige  of  fame,  and  ancestral 
honour  in  which  they  could  claim  no  part — lent  themselves 
to  the  design  and  service  of  a  jealous  alien  Government, 
and  set  themselves  up  to  auction,  bartering  independence 
for  gold?  What  though  the  prostitutes,  strenuous  to 
achieve  their  self-degradation,  set  every  engine  to  work, 
employed  spirits  of  lampoon  and  libel,  ruffianly  humorist, 
and  vulgar  and  impudent  buffoon;  engaged  the  viletraducer 
and  bribed  the  public  journalist  to  overbear,  intimidate, 
impugn,  or  sneer  down  all  the  combined  spirit,  talent,  wit, 
and  argument  of  the  phalanx  of  patriotism  arrayed  against 
them;  and,  failing  to  pierce  with  their  porcupine  quills  the 
panoply  of  giants,  now  numbered  with  the  mighty  of  old, 
and  coerce  or  beguile  them  into  the  surrender  of  their  high 
trust  and  their  manhood's  crown  of  freedom,  had  invoked 
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to  their  aid  a  reinforcement  of  137,000  troops,  to  wring  by 
brute  force,  from  noble  hands,  that  which  they  would  not 
yield  to  bribe  P  What  though  preliminary  measujes  to 
effect  the  obnoxious  scheme  of  the  Union,  then  and  now, 
this  vast  diabolical  machine,  we  cannot  individualise  its 
components  and  designate  it  human,  was  in  action  to 
goad  an  unwilling  people  to  insurrection,  that,  being  con- 
quered and  butchered,  they  might  be  plundered,  and  that 
wrenched  from  their  feeble  death-grasp,  which  in  life's 
vigorous  tension  they  would  have  guarded  as  their  heart's 
blood  P  What  though  scenes  that  would  make  demons 
rejoice,  and  angels  weep  and  shudder,  were  boing  enacted 
in  every  town  and  village  throughout  the  country,  never 
was  the  metropolis  an  arena  of  more  gaiety  and  fashion- 
able eclat.  Nightly  the  halls  of  the  senate  reverberated 
with  the  Demosthenic  eloquence,  whose  thunder,  rolling 
along  the  terrestrial  sphere,  with  lightning  flashes  from 
dark  clouds  gathered  in  accumulated  fulnessby  elements  of 
human  passions,  brewing,  seething,  and  in  fierce  collision, 
discharging  the  electric  current  in  phials  of  wrath,  were  re- 
echoed in  various  minor  detonations  by  those  of  the  world 
beneath  Olympus ;  and  full  oft,  in  stormy  uproar,  mortals  in 
multitudinous  force  entered  into  impromptu  debate,  and  ca- 
vailed  at  the  fiat  promulgated  by  the  deities  above  them, 
making  the  streets  lively  at  midnight,  which  by  day  ex- 
hibited the  spectacle  of  carriages-and-four  dashing  along  in 
quick  succession  and  endless  variety,  swarming  with  a  resi- 
dent aristocracy  and  their  showy  retinues.  Peers,  prelates, 
barristers,  officers,  castle  officials,  collegians,  and  a  miscel- 
laneous population,  jostling  in  the  crowded  thoroughfares; 
gaily-decorated  shop- windows,  stately  mansions  besieged  by 
pompous  equipages,  gorgeous  dress,  princely  forms  grac- 
ing the  saloon  and  the  promenade.  Then  night  again 
made  s^arish  with  the  exhilarating  interlude  of  theatres, 
clubs,  balls,  masquerades,  concerts,  and  all  that  could  unite 
to  evidence  the  prosperity  of  a  gay,  wealthy,  and  aristo- 
cratic city,  propped  upon  the  foundation  of  an  industrious, 
social,  and  weU-harmouising  community,  and  presided  over 
by  a  court  representing  royalty,  supported  by  noblesse,  in 
whom  met  all  the  charms  of  high  spirit,  refined  taste, 
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good  breeding,  courtly  manner^  beauty,  erudition,  and 
accomplished  grace  of  person.  Such  was  Dublin  before 
the  Union. 

In  the  afternoon  of  one  of  those  halcyon  days  which 
are  often  incidental  to  the  early  spring,  the  then  fashion- 
able promenade  of  Stephen's-green^  North,  called  the 
''  Beaux-walk,''  was  the  rendez70us  of  a  fashionable  con- 
course, leisurely  walking,  riding,  or  driving  in  chariots  to 
and  fro,  while  the  band  of  the  Dumbarton  and  Durham 
Fencibles,  commanded  by  Colonel  Skerrett,  played  under 
an  awning  upon  the  Ghreen.  Of  the  well-apparelled  motley 
throng  we  shall  take  but  a  bird's-eye  view,  as  they  saunter 
and  flow  by  in  a  continuous  stream  of  variegated  colours. 
Doubtless  in  every  bosom  there  is  a  scroll  whose  history 
might  record  a  simple  story,  an  interesting  novel,  or 
touching  romance.  But  let  them  pass :  it  is  with  those 
of  our  own  encydopsedia  we  have  only  to  be  concerned ; 
and  foiBmost,  not  most  attractive  of  our  subjects,  obtrudes 
upon  our  notice,  arm-in-arm,  linked  between  two  chosen 
Mends,  Buck  Whaley  and  Lord  Oarhampton,  dressed  in 
three-oocked  hat  fringed  with  swan's-down,  a  yellow  vest, 
with  pantaloons  to  match,  a  light-green  body-coat  with 
sharp  tails,  spangled  with  gilt  buttons,  Hessian  boots  with 
gold  tassels,  violet  gloves,  a  stiff  stock  fastened  by  a 
diamond  brooch,  and  cane  with  gold-embossed  head, 
looms  in  aght  our  quondam  bare-legged,  bare-footed 
foundling  of  fortune  and  iniquity,  the  Sham  Squire — 
Hiffgins.  Nevertheless,  his  aristocratic  supporters  seem 
to  be  proud  of  their  companion,  alternately  patron  and 
proUgi^  as  in  very  amicable  propinquity  they  stroll  along, 
ogle  this  one,  criticise  that,  nod  to  Dudley  Loftus,  looking 
down  from  his  lofty  phaeton  and  six,  with  well-bred  mng- 
firoid,  upon  the  pedestrian  crowd,  nudge  each  other  with  a 
nin,  as  some  individual  to  bo  hailed  or  to  be  avoided 
oeaves  in  sight,  and  so  on.  ''  Birds  of  a  feather,"  says 
ihe  adage,  ''  flock  together ;"  hence,  true  to  the  instinctive 
proclivities  that  gave  rise  to  the  observation,. close  in  the 
wake  of  these  celebrities  followed  three,  in  their  way 
equal  notorieties,  who,  though  differing  in  feature,  main- 
tuned  a  family  likeness  of  expression  that  indicated  them 
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all  to  be  of  kindred  spirit — to  wit,  Major  Sin-  of  Santry, 
with  Majors  Swan  and  Sandys,  his  ooadjutors.  Next 
comes  the  obese  and  ponderous  form  of  Lord  Clonmel, 
taking  the  air  in  a  barouche :  he  is  in  declining  health, 
yet  a  grin  distends  his  m^uth,  as  of  yore,  from  ear  to  ear, 
appreciative  of  a  sally  of  wit  from  the  owner  of  some  hob- 
nailed brogue  in  the  crowd  that  had  sped  a  barbed  dart 
to  the  breast  of  Lord  Clare,  hurrying  by  with  Claudius 
Beresford.  And  here  comes  Lady  Castlereagh  in  her 
landau-and-six,  smiling  bewitchingly  upon  the  friends 
whom  she  honoured  with  a  recognition,  in  chief  upon 
Flora  Esmond  and  Ethel  Courtney,  driving  slowly  by  on 
a  handsomely- appointed  outside  jaunting-car.  In  a  cum- 
brous chariot-and-four  follow  Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  Miss  Damer, 
all  looking  as  pompous  as  a  purse-proud  sense  of  im- 
portance could  make  them,  and  superciliously  viewing 
the  Misses  Warbeck  Higgenboggan  and  Alphonse  Fitz- 
patrick,  advancing  on  foot,  the  coachman  having  been  dis- 
charged the  day  before  for  insobriety.  Qrimly  disdainful 
of  the  condescending,  half-patronising  recognition  of  the 
millionaires,  the  Misses  Warbeck,  enveloped  in  mantles  of 
black  silk,  that  swelled  out  like  sails  filled  with  wind,  and 
gave  them  much  the  appearance  of  walking  balloons, 
swept  by ;  while  Alphonse,  fresh  and  bright,  in  pelisse  of 
nankeen  and  gipsy  hat  trimmed  with  wild  roses,  tripped 
beside  them ;  untrammelled  by  conventionalities  of  fashion, 
unawed  by  anticipated  lectures  on  propriety,  her  irrepres- 
sible spirit  launched  out  in  smiles' brimful  of  delight,  and 
ready  for  fun  and  frolic  at  the  shortest  notice.  She  was  happy, 
very  happy ;  for  though  she  had  stood  a  good  deal  of  bad- 
gering on  the  score  of  her  lately  disclosed  imprudence,  being 
censured,  and  scolded,  and  harassed,  the  stormy  altercation 
had  at  length  subsided  in  sullen  calm.  She  had  been 
informed,  not  graciously,  however,  that  she  might  do  as 
she  pleased  for  all  they  cared :  her  aunts  washed  their 
hands  out  of  the  bad  business.  If  it  pleased  her  to  starve 
with  the  donkey,  who  had  also,  to  their  face,  professed  his 
entire  satisfaction  with  the  programme  of  famine  rations 
sketched  out,  and  his  willipgness  to  submit  to  the  con- 
ditions of  partnership,  same  time  that  he  largely  pro-> 
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pitiated  the  adverse  deities,  and  even  made  some  advances 
to  their  favour  by  the  present  o^  a  speaking  parrot,  a 
China  mandarin,  and  a  ticket  for  the  opera,  what  was 
it  to  them  P  They  would  not  have  a  joint  less  on  their 
table.  Same  moment,  also — stiifh  is  the  instability  of  the 
human  mind — there  intruded  upon  theirs  a  mental  oom- 
paiison  quite  involuntary,  yet  somehow  most  pertinaoious, 
between  the  imaged  reminiscences  of  Parson  Nathaniel 
Lamb,  who  haunted  them  day  after  day,  surfeiting  their 
ears  with  repining  and  doleful  lamentations  of  the  loss  to 
their  church  of  a  precious  soul,  and  to  charity  of  rever- 
sionary wealth,  which,  vested  in  his  hands,  could  do  so 
much  good,  while  so  much  as  a  bouquet  of  flowers  never 
from  his  hand  expressed  acknowledgment  of  the  un- 
bounded hospitality  and  munificent  donations  lavished 
upon  him,  and  the  open  liberality  of  the  dashing  Quildford 
Golandisk,  who,  in  a  harum-scarum  kind  of  way,  was 
ever  making  some  compliment,  which,  though  by  no  means 
wanted  or  wished  for,  generally  happened  to  be  very 
acceptable  and  useful.  So,  in  a  quiescent  kind  of 
way,  Alphonse  understood  that  the  barrier  was  withdrawn 
and  the  consent  of  her  aunts  implied  to  her  engagement ; 
hence  she  was  very  happy,  and  totally  unconscious  of  the 
misery  of  which  her  felicity  was  the  occasion  to  another. 
Maurice  O'Driscoll,  a  few  nights  before,  at  the  theatre, 
had  seen  enough  to  convince  him  that  Quildford  Golandisk 
was  a  favoured  rival  in  the  affections  of  the  only  heart  he 
would  have  cared  to  woo,  or  thought  worth  the  winning. 
It  ivas  a  bitter  disappointment,  for  he  had  till  then 
cherished  a  hope  that,  notwithstanding  all  that  was  in  his 
disfavour^-an  alienated  estate  and  an  illegitimatised  name 
— he  had  also  some  inalienable  advantages,  natural  and 
acquired,  and  prospects,  too,  that  might  embolden  him  to 
the  enterprise  of  competing  for  the  favour  of  one  who, 
after  all,  digested  of  mere  accidental  entourage,  was  even 
less  ostensibly  well  circumstanced  than  himself,  an  avowed 
Catholic,  one  of  a  pariah  class,  dependent  solely  upon  the 
bounty  of  friends  for  her  support  and  protection  !  What 
difficidty  had  he  to  apprehend,  what  obstruction  tp 
his  suit?     Ambitious  he  was,   it  is  true,  but  happiness 
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was  at  present  bis  pursuit,  and  allied  to  Alphonse, 
he  felt  his  bliss  would  be  complete.  Hers  was  a  spirit 
congenial  to  his  own ;  with  that  bright  smile  gilding 
his  hearth  with  sunshine,  with  that  cheery  yoice  filling 
his  house  with  music,  for  that  beauty  to  cherish  with 
dcYotion  and  exhibit  with  pride,  for  that  heart's  meed 
of  affection,  what  could  he  not  do  and  dare  ?  He  re- 
hearsed with  rapture  the  old^l  old  story  of  lovers  from  the 
beginning,  and  dreamed  of  ecstasy,  till  a  nightmare,  an 
incubus  in  the  shape  of  Guildford  Colandisk,  came  upon 
him  and  put  all  the  fair  vision  to  flight.  Farewell  hence- 
forth every  beatific  speculation  of  which  she  was  the 
object.  Disconsolate,  discontented,  restless,  he  came  slowly 
pacing  along,  in  company  with  Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byrne, 
who  had  soon  divined  the  secret,  not  very  deeply  hidden  in 
his  bosom,  and  sincerely  pitied  the  young  man,  and  wished 
they  could  find  some  way  to  be  of  use  to  him,  either  to 
divert  his  mind  from  brooding  upon  subjects  of  regret,  or 
to  divert  it  to  another  object.  Sooner  than  they  were 
aware  that  object  presented  itself.  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell, 
surrounded  by  a  bevy  of  officers  on  horseback,  was  intently 
scrutinising  the  promenaders  on  the  pathway,  her  chief 
attention  being  engaged  by  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok.  Her  lip 
was  compressed  and  her  brow  dark,  as  with  feline  vigil- 
ance she  watched  every  movement  of  the  yoimg  girl ;  her 
gaze  became  more  basilisk  in  its  expression,  and  her 
countenance  bore  some  similitude  to  that  of  a  handsome 
fiend,  as  she  observed  the  approach  of  O'DriscoU,  and  the 
gay,  unembarrassed  greeting  of  the  unsuspecting  Alphonse 
as  she  placed  her  hand  in  that  which  would  have  retained 
it  for  ever ;  but  at  the  moment  Guildford  Colandisk  ad- 
vanced, with  Lord  Kingsborough,  and  the  swift  interchange 
of  intelligent  smiles  between  him  and  Alphonse,  eloquent 
with  meaning,  at  once,  while  it  extinguished  the  last 
tremulous  spark  of  hope  in  the  heart  of  Maurice,  and 
shaded  his  brow  with  deeper  gloom,  dispelled  the  cloud 
from  that  of  Lady  Alicia,  dressed  her  cheek  with  blushes, 
and  wreathed  her  lip  with  smiles.  Her  swift  perception 
had  taken  in  all ;  her  hated  rival  did  not  reciprocate  the 
love  of  Maurice  :  sh^  was  ii^  love  with  that  egotist,  Guild- 
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ford  Colandihk ;  O'Driscoll  was  discarded.  With  exulta- 
tion she  marked  his  downcast  mien  ;  henceforth  he  should 
be  all  her  own.  Her  interest  would  reinstate  him  in  his 
birthright ;  her  interest  would  elevate  him  to  a  position 
worthy  of  her  and  himself ;  for  fjo  her  mind  he  was  by  far 
the  most  splendid-looking,  attractive  young  man  that 
could  be  met  with.  Yes,  she  loved  him  to  distraction ; 
woo  and  win  him  she  would  at  any  cost ;  she  must  make 
him  sensible  of  her  predilection  without  loss  of  time. 

**  Crubbins,  dear,"  she  called  to  her  friend  and  companion, 
who  was  standingon  the  kerbstone  speaking  to  an  acquaint- 
ance, ''I  think  I'll  walk  a  little.''  Instantly  Captain 
Esmonde,  dismounting  from  his  horse,  assisted  her  to  alight, 
and  the  next  moment  she  had  accosted  Maurice,  and 
fairly  taking  him  captive,  with  a  smile  of  triumph  led  him 
off  arm-in-arm,  without  even  an  apology  to  the  friends 
whose  claim  she  had  so  unceremoniously  ignored  in  de- 
ference to  her  own  pleasure,  merely  accounting  for  her 
proceeding  with  the  nonchalant  observation : 

"Tm  so  glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  O'Driscoll ;  I  wanted  to 
consult  you  upon  a  certain  matter ;  have  the  goodness,  to 
accompany  me.  How  do,  Lady  Barrington  P  Gome  over 
this  evening  to  a  game  of  whist.  How  do,  Lord  Norbury, 
Charming  weather  for  walking."  And  she  passed  on  her 
way  with  her  captive,  and  out  of  sight  of  the  party,  who 
stood  looking  mutely  upon  their  transit,  till  Alphonse, 
with  a  laugh,  turned  to  Miles  O'Byme  and  said : 

«  Well,  that  was  cool!" 

'*  In  Mussulman  land,''  smiled  Hugh,  ''the  Turks  mono- 
polise the  fair  sex.  Here  the  system  is  reversed,  and  the 
fair  sex  hold  us  in  thrall.  Tell  me,  you  little  despot,"  he 
whispered,  in  lowered  tone,  as  he  saw  Guildford  Colandisk 
turn  to  converse  with  an  officer,  ''  how  many  hearts  have 
you  chained  in  your  imperial  sway  ?" 

"  I'm  very  moderate,"  she  returned  in  tone  of  banter. 
"I  ask  but  for  dominion  over  one ;  if  more  offer  I  fear 
they  will  have  to  seek  purchase  in  another  market.  But 
what  ails  your  friend,  Mr.  O'Driscoll,"  she  added,  to  turn 
the  conversation;  ''I  think  he  looks  depressed,  and  not  so 
well  as  usual?" 
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^'Got  a  bad  complaint— disease  of  the  hearti  I  fear,*' 
said  Miles,  with  grave,  abstracted  air. 

"  Poor  fellow,  I'm  so  sorry  for  him !  '*  exclaimed  Alphonse, 
in  tone  of  unaffected  surprise  and  sympathy.  *'  I  hope  it 
is  not  incurable; — what  does  the  doctor  say  P" 

Even  Miles'  imperturbable  nature,  not  prone  to  mirth 
or  swiftly  moved  to  laughter,  was  not  proof  against  the 
ludicrous  pathos  of  the  young  girl's  countenance,  and  her 
genuine  sympathy  founded  upon  her  too  literal  interpre- 
tation of  his  words ;  his  inflexible  muscles  relaxed  with 
humour,  while  Hugh's  more  spontaneous  ebullitions  vented 
themselves  in  a  shout  of  merriment.  Happening  to  sway 
himself  round,  he  was  recalled  to  a  sense  of  decorum  by 
the  unexpected  sight  of  Ethel  Courtney  and  Flora  Esmond, 
whose  car  had  drawn  near  the  footpath.  The  former, 
with  benign  aspect,  was  pleasantly  smiling  upon  him  ;  the 
latter,  with  more  earnest  gaze,  was  contemplating  Miles, 
whose  face,  turned  from  her,  was  bent  upon  the  now  blush- 
ing and  amused  Alphonse.  Hugh  and  Ethel,  as  their 
eyes  met,  mutually  exchanged  courteous  greeting.  Miles, 
soon  as  made  aware  of  the  vicinity  of  the  ladies,  rendered 
an  obeisance,  in  whose  very  humility  there  was  an  inde- 
sorible  hauteur,  and  he  turned  again  to  Alphonse ;  but 
Hugh  approached  the  ladies,  and  entered  into  conversation, 
which  they  rather  appeared  to  court,  while  the  surging 
waves  of  human  tide  swept  to  and  fro,  and  the  babble,  din, 
buzz,  and  chatter  of  speech,  which  no  one  seemed  to  guard, 
filled  all  the  space  around,  and  wafted  from  ear  to  ear  a 
Babel  of  opinions  and  sentiments,  and  as  ^luch  news, 
scandal-mongering,  and  gossip  as  would  supply  the  pages 
of  a  daily  journal.  Presently  the  Misses  Higgenboggan, 
who  had  been  chatting  with  Lady  O'Driscoll,  came  in 
quest  of  their  niece,  whom  Guildford  Colandisk  had  rejoined. 
The  latter  did  not  appear  to  be  quite  himself;  he  seemed 
unusually  ruffled  and  annoyed.  The  Sham  Squire  came 
up  and  beckoned  him  aside. 

*•  See  now,  Guildford — piffh,  hiffh! — ^here  they  come,  the 
old  tabbycats.  ^Gad,  a  fine  opportunity  I  Come,  man,  put 
your  best  leg  foremost,  and  introduce  me  to  my  cousins, 
whom  I  yearn  to  embrace." 
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"But,  Higgins,  mjdear  fellow/'  pleaded  Golandisk, 
"how  do  I  know  what  way  they'll  take  it ; — and  think  of 
all  that's  at  stake  I  Dem  you^  can't  you  have  patienoe  till 
Tm  spliced." 

*'  Piflfh,  hiffh  1  my  dear  fellow,  no  time  like  now.  What's 
the  ohjection? — and  a  good  introduction  such  as  yours  will 
clinch  the  husiness.  You  needn't  fear  I'll  cut  you  out 
with  Polly ;  for  I  can  see  by  every  look  that  you  are  the 
apple  of  her  eye." 

•*  I'm  not  afraid  of  that ; — but  the  fortune,  you  confoimded 
mill-stone.  If  the  old  ogresses  whom  I  had  the  world  of 
trouble  to  tame  down,  and  who  threw  cold  water  on  it 
when  I  spoke  of  you  before,  turn  on  me  for  keeping  com- 
pany not  to  their  taste,  and  bid  me  begone,  see  what  a  job 
'twill  be.  The  girl  without  the  fortune  would  make  a  sorry 
kettle  of  fish  for  us ;  and  these  aunts  have  so  much  in  their 
power  to  mar  or  make." 

**  There's  Carry  Damer  that's  a  deal  wealthier,"  sug- 
gested the  Squire. 

"Apumkin-headeddoUdowsy,  a  nettle-tongued  hobble- 
dehoy, that  has  as  many  nicknames  for  a  fellow  as  would 
cram  a  vocabulary,  and  doesn't  care  a  counter  for  anyone 
but  her  own  fat  self.  No,  by'r  leave,  Alphonse  loves 
me,  and  I  like  the  girl ; — ^but  we  mustn't  lose  the  money. 
Find  someone  else  to  introduce  you  to  your  cousins,  and 
be  hanged  to  ye.  What  have  you  done  with  Buck  Whalley  ? 
Here's  smiling  Swan  and  holy  Sirr  steering  towards  us. 
Adieu,  I  must  go." 

Majors  Swan  and  Sirr,  on  their  way,  were  interrupted 
by  Lord  Norbury,  waddling  up  and  asking  had  they  seen 
Lord  Carhampton. 

"We  just  met  him  and  Buck  Whuley  walking  with 
Lady  Alicia  Luttrell  and  O'DriscoU,"  replied  Sirr,  with 
severe  eye,  solemnly  fixed  upon  the  discomfited  Sham 
Squire,  hovering  about  Miles  and  Hugh  0 'Byrne,  the 
former  of  whom  was  chatting  with  Ethel  Courtney,  while 
lus  brother  stood  lounging  by.  "  Have  you  heard  the 
news  ?  " 

"  No ; — ^what  ? — any  more  arrests  ?  "  cried  Norbury,  with 
eager,  twinkling  eyes,    as  they  kept  moving   forward. 
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'*  There  will  be  no  peace  in  the  country  till  the  class  who 
supply  the  insurgents  be  cut  off  to  a  man.*' 

"  Ay,  just  so  ;  we're  hard  at  it ; — but  that's  nothing 
new,"  cried  Major  Swan.  "The  Pomfrets  are  come  to  town." 

"  Pooh  !  that's  no  news ;  we  were  shaking  hands  with 
Mother  Hubbert  a  while  since.  Children  all  grown  out  of 
the  shoe ;  a  fine  brood,  egad,  of  lads  and  lasses. — ^What's 
become  of  Toby's  half-brother,  Prendergast  ?  " 

"  Know  nothingabout  him.  But  keep  your  ear  open,  my 
lord  ;  we'll  have  news  anon  that  will  set  the  ropes  swing- 
ing ;  Cockaigne's  friends  have  not  been  misemploying  their 
time  over  here.  Toby  Pomfret  is  a  trump ;  and  Armstrong 
and  Reynolds,  who  were  with  me  this  morning  at  three 
o'clock,  have  made  more  startling  disclosures  :  in  fact,  the 
hounds,  I  expect,  will  in  a  few  days  be  in  full  cry  after  the 
game.'' 

They  were  near  enough  now  for  Miles  O'Byme  to  hear 
the  last  outspoken  words.  He  turned,  and  looked  them  full 
in  the  face,  but  did  not  imderstand  the  allusion,  and  at  the 
moment  the  Miss  Hodgens*  school  of  young  ladies,  whom 
she  liked  to  exhibit  on  the  promenade,  came  by. 

''  A  fine  handsome  lot  o'  young  leedies,  sir,"  cried  the 
Sham  Squire,  making  a  bold  sally  to  get  into  conversation 
with  Miles,  who  made  no  response,  but,  minutely  in- 
specting the  train  as  it  filed  along,  wondered,  though  he 
felt  pleased,  not  to  see  Euphemia  among  them.  The 
baffled  Squire  looked  hard  at  the  stem,  phlegmatic  counte- 
nance of  his  vis-a-vi^,  then,  time  not  serving  to  further 
speculation,  he  withdrew  to  join  more  congenial  spirits, 
and,  shortly  after,  the  O'Byrnes,  making  their  conge  to 
Ethel  Courtney  and  Flora  Esmond,  retired. 

**  Ethel  Courtney  is  a  nice,  friendly  little  thing,"  ob- 
served Hugh  to  his  companion,  as  they  walked  along 
Baggot- street ;  "  and  very  pretty,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

"Yes,  she  appears  to  be  unaffected  and  interesting," 
briefly  responded  Miles. 

**  Her  cousin,  Miss  Esmond,  is  very  beautiful,  and  at 
first  sight  more  attractive,"  added  Hugh.  "I  was  sorrv 
you  appeared  so  cold  and  distant  in  your  manner ;  I  think 
she  felt  it." 
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'*  I  intended  she  should ;  I  have  no  wish  to  ingratiate 
myself  with  that  family,*'  returned  Miles,  gloomily. 

"  Oome  now,  come  now,  Miles,  there's  no  use  in  it  ; 
what's  done  can't  be  undone,''  said  Hugh,  with  emphasis. 
"  Would  you  make  the  present  generation  responsible  for 
the  acts  of  the  past  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  would,"  sharply  replied  Miles ;  '*  restitution 
never  comes  toa  late ;  no  lapse  of  time  exonerates  the  pos- 
terity of  the  plunderer  from  doing  justice  to  the  heirs  of 
the  plundered :  such  is  my  dogma,  let  who  will  impugn  it," 
"  I  do  not  impugn  it/'  said  Hugh ;  "  I,  too,  would  have 
restitution  ; — but  how  ?  'Tis  plain  we  cannot  nowadays 
marshal  the  clans,  and  set  out  to  recover  our  patrimony  by 
force  of  arms ;  hence  I  would  compromise,  and  be  glad 
to  receive  any  equivalent,  in  part  or  whole,  upon  what- 
ever terms  were  offered." 

**  Well ! "  rejoined  Miles,  with  sarcasm  ;  '*  go  on ;  your 
speech  is  rather  ambiguous  to  my  understanding.  I  do 
not  surmise  that  any  such  proposal  is  about  to  be  made 
to  us ;  the  bearing  of  Captain  Esmond  and  his  brother 
towards  us  is  not,  to  my  notion,  very  contrite  or  penitent." 
**  Bother  ! — ^what  a  matter-of-fact  fellow  you  are,  Miles," 
cried  Hugh,  impatiently;  "you  can't  catch  at  an  idea 
that  has  the  least  colouring  of  imagination,  that  savours  of 
the  faintest  romance  ;  one  would  think  you  were  a  clod- 
headed  Saxon.  Well,  since  I  must  put  the  matter  in  tan- 
gible form  before  you,  suppose  Flora  Esmond  fell  in 
love  with  you — for  of  course  your  highness  would  not  con- 
descend to  the  first  move." 

"You  need  not  jibe,  Hughi"  returned  Miles,  solemnly'; 
"  I  would  not  marry  into  that  family.  I  might  like  Flora 
well  enough,  ay,  love  her,  too ;  but  did  those  men,  her 
brothers,  cross  my  path  with  scorn  or  insult,  I  fear  me, 
then  and  there,  on  the  spot,  I  would  shoot  them.  No ;  it 
can  never  be  ;  speak  of  it  no  more ;  let's  turn  to  another 
subject.  I  noticed  EfHe  was  not  among  the  Misses 
Hodgens'  young  ladies  parading  on  the  promenade ;  I'd 
like  to  know  the  reason:  I  hope  the  child's  not  ill.  Now, as 
those  two  letters  of  our  cousin  William  of  BuUymanus 
and  young  Miles  Byrne  are  imperative,  urging  me  to  go 
down  at  once  to-morrow,  I  would  ask  you  to  put  oti  com.- 

10 
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ing  with  me,  as  I  shall  start  by  the  morning  ooaoh;  and  in 
the  course  of  the  day  oall  at  the  school  and  see  Effie." 

**  I'll  do  that/'  said  Hugh,  and  as  he  spoke  his  name 
was  screamed  out  from  a  oarriage-and-four^  dashing  close 
by.  The  young  men  halted,  the  carriage  drew  up  with 
prodigious  clatter,  and  Caroline  Damer,  who  had  enviously 
viewed  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell  carry  off  the  finest  man  on 
the  promenade,  and  heard  the  comments,  complimentary 
.  and  flattering,  made  upon  his  appearance,  had  conceived 
an  idea  pleasing  to  her  vanity  to  recruit  her  own  list  of 
admirers  by  some  trophy  as  signal ;  to  this  end,  she  cast 
about  in  all  directions.  Joy  of  joys !  her  eye  fell  upon  Miles 
and  Hugh  in  familiar  converse  with  Miss  Esmond  and 
Ethel  Courtney ;  therefore  they  were  not  noteless  indivi- 
duals. True,  though  lofty  in  stature,  and  of  high  bearing, 
they  had  not  the  fair,  bright,  showy  aspect  of  O'Driscoll: 
they  were  too  dark,  too  sedate^  but  withal  they  were  the 
next  best  she  saw  in  the  crowd,  and  perhaps  there  was  in 
their  mien  more  of  grandeur  than  in  that  of  O'Driscoll, 
Yes ;  they  would  create  a  sensation,  and  serve  to  stimulate 
the  jealous  pangs  of  inferior  aspirants  or  tepid  rivals. 
Anxiously  she  watched  them. 

How  little  people  know  of  what  eyes  they  are  the 
cynosure,  or  of  what  sinister  speculations  they  are  the 
theme.  Caroline  Damer  watched  with  beating  heart  till 
she  saw  them  take  off  their  hats  to  their  acquaintances ; 
then,  while  the  jaunting-car  moved  off,  and  Flora  Esmond 
turned  to  say  to  her  cousin :  '^  Oh,  Ethel,  Mr.  Hugh 
O'Byme  is  very  agreeable,  but  I  could  as  soon  think  of 
forming  a  friendship  with  his  brother  as  falling  in  love 
with  the  Czar  of  all  the  Eussias! "  she  gave  the  word  to  the 
coachman — and  Caroline  Damer's  word  was  law  with  father, 
mother,  and  servants — **  to  drive  on  by  Baggot-street, 
hence  winding  slowly  out  of  the  tangle  of  equipages  that 
choked  the  thoroughfare,  she  came  up,  as  we  have  seen, 
with  the  objects  of  her  chase,  merely  responding  to  her 
father's  growled  murmur : 

"Where  the  dickens  are  you  going,  girl  ?"  And  to  her 
mother's  sharper  cry : 

"  What's  it  you're  after  now,  Carry  P  I  never  saw  ipuoh  a 
^/rJ:  can't  sit  quiet  five  minu*o-." 
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''  Never  mind ;  juBt  a  Mend  of  mine  I  want  to  speak  a 
word  to.  Father,  you  must  ask  them  to  dinner  to-morrow." 

"  Must  I,  faith  ? — ^that's  a  good  un/*  laconically  grunted 
the  obedient  father.     "  Who  the  puck  are  they  P  " 


CHAPTER  IX. 

SEEDS  OF  TROUBLE  BEGIN  TO  SHOOT. 

"  WeU  may^Bt  thou  say  that  these  are  fearful  times, 
Therefore  be  firm,  lie  patient ! — There  is  strength 
And  a  fierce  instinct  even  in  common  souls 
To  bear  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy, 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning !  put  our  task 
Is  more,  and  nobler  ! — we  have  to  endure, 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  to  arouse  a  land, 
And  to  defend  an  altar.'' 

Siege  of  Valentia. — ^HxMAvs. 

**MusHA,  thin!"  A  few  weeks  after  she  had  first  enter- 
tained her  young  guest,  Kitty  Burke  stood  before  the 
dresser  in  her  kitchen,  holding  in  one  hand  a  teacup  and 
in  the  other  three  half-crown  pieces  that  she  had  just 
quite  unexpectedly  lighted  upon  in  restoring  said  cup  to 
the  normal  position  from  which  some  untidy  hand,  not  her 
own,  had  displaced  it.  '^Musha,  thin,'*  she  reiterated,  with 
wondering  eyes,    speculating  the  coins,  "if    yez  bean't 
fairy  money,  where  did  yez  come  from?"     She  paused  in 
thought.     "Sure  and  sartin  I  didn't  lay  yez  out  o'  my 
band,  seein'  it's  many  a  long  daysince  I  had  the  handlin'  o' 
80  much  silver — ^badcess  to  the  nagurs,  they  won't  honestly 
pay  me  even  the  wages  thrifle  that*s  due  to  me,  an'  I 
widout'  a  stockin'  or  a  shoe  to  my  fut,  barrin  what  I  get 
outo'  the  kitchen-stuff — an'  I  don't  think  it  was.  Miss 
Keelia,  or  the  other  Miss,  or  Misther  Jeemes  put  it  in  my 
way,  onless  for — hould,  I  have  it  now — as  sure  as  peas  is 
peas,  it's  that  little  new  schollard,  Miss  Fhemia,  has  done 
it  ia  her  own  childish  way,  to  give  me  a  surprise ;  why, 
thin,  good-luck  to  ye,  jewel !  Ye've  but  to  look  in  her  face 
to  know  she's  come  of  a  high-hearted,  open-handed  old 
stock ;  sorra  lie  in't ;  an'  my  blessin*  en  yo  and  all  be- 
longin*  to  ye,  avourneen ;  an'  that's  more  nor  I  have  to 
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give  to  everyone  as  calls  'emselfs  quality,  inagh  !  an*  puts 
on  fine  gear,  an'  looks  big,  an'  walks  an'  spakes  as  if  they 
wor  the  lords  o'  the  soU  instead  o'  what  they  are,  the 
robbers  an'  thieves  o'  it,  the  villans !  Howandiver,"  con- 
tinued Kitty,  pocketing  the  silver,  **  it's  a  godsend,  an' 
I'm  behoulden  to  ye,  Missy,  for  the  same,  an'  pray  God 
an'  his  Blessed  Mother  ye  may  niver  want  goold  galore — 
an'  sure,  poor  child,  if  ye  had  yer  own  ye  wouldn't" — she 
fiercely  thrust  the  poker  into  the  fire.  "  It's  aisy  to  look 
fine  in  stolen  gauds,  but  to  my  notion  an  honest  face  in 
rags  has  a  purtier  look  about  it.  I  must  get  down  the 
pot  for  the  round  o'  corned  beef,  and  put  the  saddle  o' 
mutton  on  the  spit.  See  how  fast  the  weeks  come  round  ! — 
to-morrow  '11  be  Friday  again,  an'  o'  coorse  little  Missy  '11 
be  sent  down  to  the  kitchen  for  her  dinner,  not  to  offind 
Ihim  that  make  a  god  o'  the  belly,  wid  the  smell  o'  fish  on 
Friday.  Faix,  an'  I'll  take  care  shell  have  as  fine  a 
dinner,  though  maybe  not  as  nourishin'  a  one  as  meat.  I 
never  knew  a  child  that  wouldn't  give  the  prefier  to  sweets 
>nny  day ;  so  I'll  make  a  good  paste  to-night  an'  have  a 
fine  gooseberry  pie  an'  an  omelet  for  my  little  lady; 
an*  if  they'll  give  me  a  sole  or  a  piece  of  salmon  III  cook 
it  with  all  my  heart.  But  not  they,  indeed ! — cock  a 
Papist  up  with  sole  or  salmon,  while  a  salt  herrin'  can 
be  got  for  a  ha'penny.  Where's  thim  carrots  and  parsnips 
gone?"  And  Kitty,  who  never  felt  lonesome,  between 
her  work,  her  thoughts,  and  an  inveterate  habit  of  talking 
aloud  to  herself,  bustled  away  in  quest  of  the  absconded 
carrots  and  parsnips. 

Dinner  hour  the  next  day  brought,  according  to  Kitty's 
expectation,  her  accustomed  guest.  Euphemia  and  Kitty 
were  now  on  quite  familiar  terms,  and  the  former  felt  so 
much  freedom  of  the  kitchen  as,  without  any  ceremony, 
to  proceed  at  once  to  the  fire,  draw  over  a  three-legged 
stool,  and  make  herself  comfortable.  Nevertheless,  she 
was  silent,  contrary  to  her  custom ;  and  when  Kitty  took  a 
glance  at  her  downcast,  moody  face  she  saw  at  once  the 
child  was  out  of  temper.  The  cloth  was  nicely  laid,  and 
Kitty,  seekiog  to  turn  the  gloom  to  sunshine,  knowing 
well  by  her  own  maternal  experience  how  little  a  thing 
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vexes  and  how  small  a  tbing  restores  the  equilibrium  of 
the  plastic  juvenile  spirit,  cried  cheerfully  : 

"  Gome,  now,  Missy,  I  hope  yeVe  brought  the  sauce  of 
a  good  appetite  wid  ye.  See  what  I've  got  here,  alanna ; 
there,  did  ye  ever  see  such  a.picther  as  that  ?" — drawing 
the  aromatic  pie  from  the  oven.  "An'  see  here  1"  un- 
covering the  fragrantjomelet.  "  And  for  dhrink,  honey," 
with  a  wink  of  her  eye,  **  well  have  a  glass  o'  punch 
apiece  afhter  it.  There,  now,  brighten  up,  asthore.  What 
makes  ye  look  so  glum  P  Sure  ye  ain't  angry  wid  yer 
own  Kitty,  or  vexed  to  have  to  come  down  to  the 
kitchen  T' 

"  No,  indeed,  Kitty ;  I  doat  upon  you,  and  I  like  to  be 
with  you  better  than  anyone ;  but  I'm  going  away,*'  said 
Euphemia,  in  a  quiet,  dogged  tone. 

Kitty  stared  aghast.  "  Goin'  away,  my  heart's  pulse ! 
Why,  ain't  yer  frinds  contint  to  lave  ye  here  ?" 

**  I've  no  friends  to  content,  Kitty ;  I'm  going  to  please 
myself,  and  I'm  only  sorry  for  leaving  you." 

"  Why,  thin,  Miss  'Phemia,  is  it  takin'  lave  of  yer  sinses 
ye  are  ?    Does  the  misthress  know  ?" 

"I  haven't  told  anyone  but  you;  I'm  not  going  to 
endure  it  any  longer ;"  and  pushing  the  plate  from  before 
her,  Euphemia  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of  weeping  that  for 
a  moment  bewildered  the  amazed  Kitty,  who,  presently 
recovering  her  self-possession,  took  the  sobbing  child  in 
her  brawny  arms,  half-stifled,  as  she  pressed  her  to  her 
bosom,  and  with  tears  welling  up  in  her  own  eyes,. said  : 

"  There,  acushla  machree,  there ;  don't  now  ;  dhry  yer 
eyes,  an'  tell  me  all  about  it.     Does  yer  brothers  know  P" 

"  I  don't  mean  to  tell  them ;  I'll  go  away  by  myself ; 
I  don't  want  them  to  know,"  passionately  replied  Euphe- 
mia, violently  controlling  tears  of  which  she  felt  mortally 
ashamed,  and  assuming  an  air  of  bravado. 

"  But  you'll  tell  me,  honey,  what  they  did  to  you.  Why 
didn't  you  go  out  to  walk  with  them  yesterday,  an'  I 
watchin'  to  see  yer  purty  step  go  by  P" 

"I  was  in  disgrace,''  boldly  responded  Euphemia,  witli 
s  jerk  of  her  head,  as  if  the  avowal  had  something  in  it 
to  be  rather  proud  of. 
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"  Mufilia,  now ! — and  what  was  you  in  diBgrace  for,  my 
birdie  P ' 

"  I'll  tell  you,  Kitty  ;"  and  Eupliemia,  who  was  really 
very  hungry,  having  exploded  the  thunder-cloud  and  dis- 
charged the  pent-up  floodgates  that  had  pressed  heavy 
upon  her  heart,  felt  her  bosom  lightened,  and  began  to 
look  favourably  upon  the  good  things  from  which  she  had 
first  turned  with  disdain. 

Kitty  saw  the  mental  horizon  clearing,  and  aided  the 
developing  calm  by  drawing  forward  and  persuasively 
setting  a  piece  of  the  omelet  to  her  lips.  *'  Come,  now, 
that's  my  honey;  just  taste  it.  An'  so  ye  was  in  dii^ace, 
begorra  I 

"  The  class  for  English  history  was  called  up  yesterday,'' 
said  Euphemia,  speaking  angrily,  with  her  mouth  very 
full,  "and  when  it  came  to  my  turn  to  answer,  Miss 
Hodgens  asked  me  who  succeeded  Bloody  Queen  Mary  ? 
and  I  was  spiteful,  because  they  were  always  jibing  and 
jeering  me  about  the  cruelty  and  the  wickedness  of 
j?apiste ;  so  I  said  out,  '  Bloodier  Queen  Elizabeth,  her 
apostate  sister.' " 

*'  Go  long;  ye  didn't  say  it ! "  exclaimed  Kitty,  raising 
her  hands  in  terror  and  delitrht. 

"  But  I  did,"  emphatically  responded  Euphemia,  witli 
flushed  cheek  and  animated  eye. 

"  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  they  killed  ye.  What  did  they 
sayP" 

"  That  I  was  a  liar  and  a  foul-tongued  slanderer,  and 
that  until  I  unsaid  what  I  said,  and  said  what  was  in  the 
book,  *  the  Virgin  Elizabeth,'  I  should  be  in  disgrace." 

"Well,  an' ye  didn't?" 

"No,  I  didn't,  and  won't ;— but  that  isn't  all,  Kitty,  or 
I  wouldn't  mind  it.  The  girls  and  I  would  have  been  very 
good  friends,  at  least  some  of  them ;  but  Miss  Hodgens  set 
them  all  against  me.  Well,  I  didn't  much  care,  though  I 
was  sorry  a  little ;  but  to-day  they  began  to  make  game  of 
me,  and  said  horrid  things  of  the  priests  and  the  Pope, 
and  when  I  told  them  they  were  lies,  and  they  knew  it,  I 
was  slapped  black  and  blue  with  the  ratan.  I  didn't  drop 
a  tear  then,  for  I  wouldn't  give  them  the  satisfaction  to 
tiihik  they  hurt  me." 
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"  Sure  enough,  honey,  ye  have  the  ugly  marks  on  yer 
shoulders/' 

"  Very  well,  I  won't  have  them  again.  There's  someone 
knocking  at  the  area  rails.'^ 

'*  Only  the  milkman,  I  darsay ;  let  him." 
"  No ;  I  heard  someone  call  mother." 
Kitty  rose  in  haste,  and  went  out  to  the  area.     After 
some  moments'  delay  she  returned  with  a  fine  handsome 
youth  of  about  seventeen,  who  started  abashed  at  sight  of 
jSuphemia. 

"  Never  heed,  Miss  Themia,  he's  only  my  son,"  said 
Kitty,  whose  face  and  manner  seemed  quite  altered.  '*  G-o 
on  wid  yer  dinner,  child,  and  don't  mind  the  gossoon. 
Tell  me  at  onct,  Ned  avicy  an'  make  a  short  story  o'  it. 
What^s  the  bad  news  ye  have  to  tell  me?"  and  she 
looked  probingly,  wistfully  into  the  eyes  of  the  boy,  who, 
standing  nervously  fidgetting  with  his  cap,  said  in  low, 
hesitating  tones : 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  do,  mother ;  I'm  in  a  fix  every 
way>  a>u'  I  thought  whin  I  was  sent  o'  a  message  I'd  run 
down  to  ye  an'  ask  ye  what  to  do." 

"  Well,  I  can  hardly  tell  ye,  avic^  till  I  know  the  busi- 
ness, so  incense  me  into  it." 

**  That's  easy  done,  mother.  My  fellow-shopboy,  Dick 
Booth,  is  every  day  takin'  money  out  of  the  till ;  I  guessed 
it  long  enough,  but  yesterday  I  caught  him  at  it ;  so  he 
swore  that  if  I  didn't  wink  at  whatever  ne  took,  an'  go  shares 
with  him,  or  let  on  to  the  master,  he*d  have  my  life." 

**  Thin  ril  tell  you  what  ye'U  do,  avicy^  returned  Kitty, 
without  a  moment's  debate,  ^'ye'U  go  at  onct  to  the 
masther,  an'  up  an'  tell  him  the  whole  story  jist  as  ye'vo 
said  it  fomint  me.  There's  nothin'  like  the  outspoken 
truth,  Ned  honey." 

Ned  hesitated.  "  I'm  afeard,  mother,  it  won't  sarve  me 
now ;  the  masther's  a  bitther  Orangeman,  an'  he  wouldn't 
take  the  book  oath  of  a  Papist.  He  has  it  agin  me,  too,  for 
refusin'  to  go  to  church ;  he  said  it  would  be  the  makin'  of 
me,  for  I  had  some  good  in  me,  if  I  wor  only  the  right 
sort,  an'  he  would  raise  my  place,  an'  put  me  under  a 
salary  if  I  would ;  an'  whin  I  told  him  I  couldn't,  he 
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got  mighty  black  an'  dark  entirely;  so  I  know  well  any 
lies  Dick  Bootli,  or  Billy  Beaky,  or  Sam  Tickell— for 
they're  all  in  the  conspiracy — 'ud  tell  him  he'd  believe 
*an  have  me  sent  to  jail,  if  it  wor  only  out  o'  spite  ;  an'  if 
lie  warn't  to  do  the  same,  or  believed  my  story,  it  wouldn't 
help  me  neither,  for  Dick  an*  the  others  'ud  be  revenged, 
an'  do  what  they  often  threatened,  swear  agin  me  to  their 
crony.  Jemmy  ()*Brien,  for  a  United  Irishman,  and  have 
me  sent  to  the  Beresford  riding-school  to  be  scored." 

When  the  youth  ceased  there  was  a  pause,  broken  at 
length  by  his  mother  sitting  down  on  the  stool,  swayiog 
her  body  to  and  fro,  and  groaning  aloud. 

'*  Och,  uirra^  uirraj  God  help  the  poor,  and  thim  that 
has  no  frinds  to  shelter  'em ;  ferrievgare  !  What  one  does 
for  the  best  turns  out  for  the  worst.  Didn't  I  thank  God, 
an'  think  'twas  the  makin'  o'  ye,  Ned  jewel,  whin  I  had 
the  good-luck  to  get  ye  into  the  house  o'  Watkins  &  Co., 
an'  now  see  the  ind  o'  it.  Och,  musha,  musha !  what's 
to  be  done,  at  all  at  all?" 

'*  Can't  you  leave  it  and  go  to  another  siiuation  ?"  cried 
Eaphemia,  who  thought  herself  competent  to  give  the 
benefit  of  her  counsel  in  tho  emergency,  and  was  therefore 
disappointed  when  Kitty  rejected  the  suggestion,  saying : 

**No,  alanna;  he's  bound  by  indintures." 

But  Euphemia,  not  to  be  convinced  by  reason,  to  her 
mind  so  insufficient,  persistently  argued,  while  she  fixed 
her  sympathising  eyes  full  upon  the  boy,  who  lifted  his 
dark,  pondering  gaze  from  contemplating  his  shoes,  to 
scrutinise  the  face  before  him,  so  full  of  earnest  expression, 
energy,  and  vigour :  "  If  the  other  'prentices  will  make 
him  rob,  or  tell  lies  on  him,  and  if  the  master  won't 
believe  his  word,  only  because  he's  a  Papist,  and  send  him 
to  jail,  or  be  revenged  on  him  for  being  honest,  and  swear 
he's  a  United  Irishman — whatever  that  means — I  say  it's 
no  part  of  the  indenture,  Kitty  ;  and  if  others  didn't  bo 
just  to  me  I  wouldn't  with  them,  and  so  I'd  run  away, 
I  would." 

This  was  logic,  which  enforced  with  peremptory  accent 
and  flashing  glance,  completely  staggered  Kitty,  and 
brought  her  philosophy  to  a  stand- still,  while,  by  the 
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brightening  smile  radiating  his  features,  it  was  evident  it 
met  her  son's  cordial  approbation.  Nevertheless,  Kitty, 
who  possessed  a  good  average  of  common  sense,  without 
coming  to  any  conclusion  till  she  had  thought  the  matter 
over,  and  been  to  consult  the  priest,  now,  after  a  prelimi- 
nary silence  turned  to  Euphemia,  and  said : 

"  Well,  Missy,  an'  wJien  are  ye  for  takin'  to  the  road 
yerseKP" 

"  To-night,  Kitty,  if  you  will  leave  the  hall-door  un- 
locked, or  the  key  where  I  may  find  it." 

'•  Yes,  Missy,  that'll  be  quite  handy.    But  what  about 
your  trunk  ? — ^you  can't  carry  that  wid  ye,  I  suppose." 

"  No,  Kitty ;  I'll  just  take  a  few  things  I  may  want, 
and  you  may  have  the  rest,"  complacently  returned  the 
confiding  innocent,  detecting  neither  sarcasm  nor  irony  in 
the  covert  smile  of  her  humble  friend. 
"  And  where  is  it  youll  go  to,  Missy  honey  ?  " 
**  Oh,  back  to  Wicklow,  to  Nurse  Doyle,  of  course.*' 
"  And  sure  you'll  not  walk  all  that  way,  asthorc  .^" 
"  Oh,  no,  Kitty ;  I'll  just  walk  easy  along  the  coach-road 
till  the  coach  comes  up,  and  take  a  seat — I've  got  money 
enough.'* 
"  Very  good.  Missy  ;  an'  ye  won't  be  afeard  P  " 
**No,  Kitty ;  afeard  of  what  P'' 
"Why,  of  robbers  in  the  dark.'* 

"  No,  I'm  too  little  ;  no  one  would  think  I'd  any  money, 
Pm  sure,  and  if  they  searched  me  it's  little  they'd  get." 

"An'  what  'ud  yer  brothers  say,  won't  ye  be  afeard 
tf  them  to  do  the  like  ?  " 

"  I  might  he  a  little  of  Miles,  but  not  much  of  Hugh. 
An'  suppose  they  did  scold  or  beat  me,  it  isn't  worse  than  to 
te  scolded  and  beaten  here,  and  I  don't  think  they  will ; 
80,  Kitty,  mind  you  leave  the  hall-door  unlocked,  and  I'll 
^riteto  tell  you  when  I  get  home  safe." 
**  Sure  enough,  you  will,  alanna." 
Struck  by  another  thought,  Euphemia  looked  again  at 
the  boy  staring  with  eyes  distended  with  wonder  upon  her 
>mall  self,  and  said,  firmly : 

"  Now,  if  he  could  come  along  it  would  be  just  the  thing. 
Once  in  Wicklow,  he  would  be  safe  out  of  the  way  of 
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Watkin  &  Oo. ;  and  when  Nurse  Doyle  would  hear  he  was 
your  son  she'd  give  him  a  cead  milkfailthe,  Eitty,  so  would 
they  all." 

"  Tis,  my  honey,"  said  Kitty,  searching  her  pocket  and 
extracting  some  silver.  ''Do  ye  know  anything  about  these 
half-crowns,  MissThemia?  *' — ^Euphemia  laughed,  Kitty 
shook  her  head  and  replaced  them  in  her  pocket. — ''  Listen 
to  me,  aroon"  she  continued,  withair  and  manner  of  benign, 
tender  seriousness,  and  impressive  calm,  toning  every  sylla- 
ble :  **  There  yees  are,  two  childhre,  standin'  afore  me,  both 
orphints,  an^  wouldn't  I  be  worse  nor  the  bird  that  laves 
its  young  to  be  fosthered  by  the  sand  o'  the  desart,  which 
is  afther  all  its  nature,  if  I  war  to  forsake  yees  two  helpless 
ones,  an'  lave  yees  to  go  yerwayon  the  could  world? — ^no, 
avoumeen  !  Miss  'Phemia,  listen  :  Ter  worse  ofif  in  one  way 
than  my  own  onuidhaun^  for  ye  have  no  mother  behouldeo 
to  advise  or  look  afther  ye.  Now,  Missy,  don't  be  ofBnded 
whin  I  say  as  I  feel  all  as  one  a  mother  to  ye  as  if  ye 
war  my  own  colleen,  an',  wid  the  help  o*  God  an'  his  Blessed 
Mother,  I  won't  see  ye  do  the  foolishist   thing  a  child 
could  do — lave  yer  school,  where  ye've  full  an'  plinty  to 
eat  an'  dhrink,  a  warm  bed  to  lie  in,  good  clothes  an'  shel- 
tber^  an'  lamin',  for  what?    Bekase  a  kish  o'  fanatics, 
poor  ignorant  crithurs  in  that  sinse,divarts  theirselves  raiUn' 
at  what  they  know  nothin'  about ;  an'  it  was  wrong  of  ye, 
Miss  Themia,  to  raise  contintion  about  Queen  Mary  or 
Queen  Elizabeth ;  what's  either  of  'em  to  us,  that  we  should 
bother  our  heads  to  make  a  conthrovarsy  about  'em :  let 
their  own  counthry  settle  that ;  an'  if  the  bigots  will  deny 
the  truth  an'  hoidd  to  a  lie,  why,  let  'em.    Tell  me,  if  ye 
war  walkin'  through  a  field  full  of  snakes  that  wor  asleep, 
leastways  lyin'  quiet,  wouldn't  ye  be  wary  an*  step  wid 
caution  not  to  rouse  the  reptiles  to  hiss  an'  sting ;  so  it's 
just  the  same  thing; — an'  as  for  runnin'  away,  I  knew  a 
young  girl  onot  that  had  a  bad  stepmother  that  used  to 
starve,  an'  beat,  an'  abuse  her,  while  the  father  was  at  sea ; 
well,  instead  o'  bearin'  it  an'  waitin'  patient  till  he'd  come 
home,  she  run  away  one  night  in  a  fit  o'  passion^  an'  next 
day  the  poor  collevn  was  found  robbed  of  her  clothes  an' 
dead  in  a  boghole ;  an'  'twas  only  a  week  afther  her  father 
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come  home  wid  a  sight  o'  goold,  an'  fine  clothes  an'  pri- 
Bents  to  hep,  for  she  was  his  only  child  an'  the  pulse  o  his 
heart ;  bo  ye  see  it  doesn't  do  to  he  too  hasty  an'  not  look 
before  one.     Well,  Miss  Meelia,  what's  yer  business  ?  " 

"  Miss  Euphemia  is  wanted  to  the  parlour ;  her  brother's 
come  to  see  her,''  responded  the  maid,  taking  a  searching 
look  at  the  boy  standing  by  the  dresser.  Euphemia,  crest- 
fallen and  disconcerted,  turned  in   silence  to  follow  the 
parlour-maid  upstairs,  while  Kitty,  with  the  tip  of  her  fore- 
finger in  her  mouth,  stood  in  deep  cogitation  by  the  hearth. 
*'  Well,  Nora  Creina ;  what's  this  I  hear  of  you  ? — ^not 
good!"  exclaimed  the  cheery  voice  of  Hugh,  as  with  out- 
stretched arms   Euphemia  ran  forward  to  [embrace  him. 
Hugh  folded  her  in  his  embrace,  same  time  saying :  "  I'm 
afraid  I  should  not  kiss  you ;  what  have  you  been  doing  P 
Miss  Hodgens  tells  me  you  are  not  good."    Euphemia 
disengaged  herself,  and  turned  to  look  reproachfully  at  that 
lady,  seated  in  stiff-starched  propriety  on  a  straight-backed 
hair-doth  chair.  Another  child,  by  timid,  abashed  mien, 
humble  and  pleading,  might  have  propitiated  wrath  and 
obtained  some  concession  of  grace,  as  at  this  moment  Miss 
Hodgens,  quite  won  by  the  suavity  of  Hugh,  and  captivated 
by  hiB   appearance  and  manner,  would  willingly  have 
waived  any  feeUng  of  sectarian  antagonism  in  his  regard, 
and  manifested  a  disposition  to  be  amiable  and  concili- 
atory; but  the  sightofEuphemia's  visage,  wrathful,  defiant, 
and  pugnacious,  challenging  not  peace  but  war,  quite  sealed 
up  tile  relenting  ice  of  her  nature,  and  Miss  Hodgens' 
aggravated  feelings  vented  themselves  in  exclaiming : 

**  Sorry,  indeed,  sir,  I  am  to  say  it ;  she  is  the  only 
obstreperous  pupil  we  have  ever  had  in  our  academy." 

"  That's  a  very  sad  account,  Effie,''  said  Hugh,  kindly ; 
"  how  grieved  Miles  would  be  to  hear  that.  What  have 
you  done  to  vex  your  kind  mistress  ?  "  Euphemia  darted  a 
glance  of  soom  at  Miss  Hodgens,  and  thought,  '*If  I  was 
alone  with  Hugh,  all  I  could  tell  him ;  but  she  won't  let 
me." 

*'  May  I  promise  you  will  improve,  and  be  a  good  child  ? ' 
said  Hugh,  stroking  her  hair.     "  Miss  Hodgens,  I  know, 
does  not  ask  you  to  do  anything  against  your  conscience/' 
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"  Certainly  not,  sir,"  glibly  cried  Miss  Hodgens. 
Eupbemia  admitted  to  herself  this  was  true ;  but  with 
a  heart  indignantly  swelling,  she  remembered  all  the 
humiliations,  chastisements,  and  privations  insidiously 
inflicted  upon  her  on  that  very  score :  the  injustice,  the 
sneers,  the  taunts,  the  low  spite,  and  open  contempt  that 
kept  her  blood  in  a  perpetual  ferment,  with  the  thousand- 
and-one  petty  vexations  which  she  could  not  frame  into 
language  that  would  adequately  portray  their  effect  upon 
her  feelings,  save  once,  when  she  said  to  £itty :  ^  It  is 
as  though  a  sore  was  rubbed  against,  and  made  bleed 
again.'  But,  remembering  the  last  words  of  Kitty's 
admonition  before  she  came  upstairs,  she  merely  looked 
at  her  brother  and  said  nothing.  Hugh  for  a  moment 
seemed  puzzled ;  then,  smiling  at  Miss  Hodgens,  he  said, 
looking  at  Euphemia : 

"  If  you  were  a  boy  I  could  understand  you  better ; 
but  I  confess  to  being  no  adept  at  analysing  the  caprices 
of  ladies,  especially  embryo  ones.  I  must  only,  little  one, 
crave  for  you  the  indulgence  and  forbearing  patience  of 
your  good  mistresses,  and  caution  you  that  Miles  and  I 
will  be  greatly  pained  at  more  complaints ;  and  further, 
Effie,  dear  child,  believe  me,  that  whatever  your  external 
acquirements  may  be  of  education  or  accomplishments, 
unless  you  co-operate  with  the  exertions  of  your  preceptors 
in  cultivating  your  own  mind,  heart,  and  dispositions,  no 
one  whose  opinion  is  worth  having  will  ever  admire  even 
beauty,  divested  of  the  charm  of  truthfulness,  modesty, 
simplicity,  gentleness,  and  a  little  deference  of  one's 
own  will  and  pleasure  to  that  of  others,  which  is  easy  to 
acquire,  if  we  but  remember  we  are  not  created  for  our- 
selves alone,  nor  placed  in  this  world  exonerated  from 
interchange  of  utility  as  well  as  pleasure.  Tell  me,  now, 
is  there  anything  you  want  or  wish  for  before  I  go,  and 
have  you  anything  to  say  to  Miles,  who  was  very  sorry 
not  to  have  been  able' to  come  with  me  to  see  you,  as  he 
had  to  go  down  to  Wicklow  this  morning  ?" 

"  I  wish  he  would  take  me  away  from  school,  that's  all ; 
but  I  know  he  won't;  so  there's  no  use  saying  it,  and  I 
want  nothing  else/'  she  sullenly  returned. 
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"  Then  will  you  be  a  good  child  ? ' '  said  Hugh,  kissing 
her  and  putting  some  silver  into  her  hand. 

"Yes,  if  I'm  not  teased,  and  tormented,  and  punished 
every  minute  for  nothing." 

'*  Who  teases  and  torments  you,  dear? '' 

"  There's  more  of  it ;  that  may  give  you  an  idea,  sir,  of  what 
I  told  you,  and  how  she  vents  her  ill-humour  and  discontent, 
till  our  lives  are  made  a  misery  and  a  burden,"  exclaimed 
Miss  Hodgens  in  appealing  accents,  while  Hugh,  looking 
compassionately  at  Euphemia,  confounded  at  the  adroitness 
that  had  turned  the  tables  against  her,  and  gazing 
bewildered  at  the  victim  of  her  ill-humour  and  discontent, 
said : 

'*  Why,  Effie,  what's  come  over  you?  You  used  to  be 
good-tempered ;"  then  smiling  and  shaking  his  head,  he 
took  up  his  hat,  again  interchanged  a  glance  of  pitying 
intelligence  with  Miss  Hodgens,  and  whispered :  "Leave  her 
alone  awhile  ;  just  a  wayward  fit  of  childish  petulance ; 
she'll  come  right  by-and-by,  shook  hands  again  with  the 
lady,  thanked  her  for  her  attention,  bowed,  and  was  gone. 

Hugh  had  not  proceeded  far  when  he  was  accosted  by 
a  decent-looking  woman  in  a  frieze  cloak,  who,  accom- 
panied by  a  lad,  appeared  to  be  waiting  for  him.  Coming 
up,  she  dropped  a  courtesy,  and  said,  with  apologetic, 
humble  manner :  '^  Might  I  make  bould  to  spake  just  one 
word  to  yer  honor  ?  " 

**  Well,  my  poor  woman,  what  have  you  got  to  say  ?" 
returned  Hugh,  as  closely  scrutinising^  the  keen,  investi- 
gating eye,  that  studied  every  trait  of  his  countenance 
with  a  skill  not  the  less  masterly  for  being  a  little  shrink- 
ing in  its  approach,  he  halted  to  listen. 

"  Please,  yer  honor,"  she  began,  in  low  diffident  tone, 
beguiled  by  a  hopeful  and  kindly  countenance,  "  its  in 
regard  o'  this  gossoon  I'd  only  make  so  bould  to  throuble 
yer  honour.  I'm  Kitty  Burke ;  and  whin  I  heard  o'  ye 
callin'  to  see  the  young  lady,  the  Blessed  Virgin  put  the 
thought  into  my  head,  that  ye  war  the  very  one  to  ask 
advice  to  get  him  an'  me  out  o'  the  throuble  we're  in,  an' 
good-luck  to  yer  fine  comely  face  ;  it's  the  very  moral  of 
Mis3  'Phemia's,  bariin  hers  is  more  fiery  an'  sharp-set  in 
feature." 
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''  Then  you  are  one  of  tho  Misses  Hodgens'  domestios  ?" 
said  Hugh. 

"  Yis,  yer  honor ;  I'm  cook  in  it  this  twelve  month ; — an' 
this  is  my  sob,  as  good  a  boy,  tho'  I'm  his  mother  that  say 
it,  as  ye*d  meet  in  a  day's  walk." 

"  You  want  to  get  a  place  for  him,  I  suppose  P" 

"  No,  yer  honor ;  he's  in  a  good  place  enough,  only  for 
the  blackguards  thaf  s  in  it  wid  falm."  And  then  in  her 
roundabout  way  Kitty  detailed  the  circumstances  of  which 
we  are  in  possession,  to  which  having  listened  attentively, 
HughrepUed: 

''  It  is  a  hard  case,  my  poor  woman,  and  I  do  not  see 
how  I  can  help  you  in  it.  I  have  no  interest  with  the 
firm  of  Watkins,  nor  am  I  acquainted  with  any  of  the 
parties,  to  hope  that  any  representation  I  could  make  would 
be  attended  to.  I  see  quite  well  the  jeopardy,  not  to  say 
actual  danger,  of  the  boy's  position.  Hold!  a  thought 
has  just  occurred  to  me.  I  dine  to-day  at  Mr.  Damer's 
of  Merrion-square ;  he  may  be  of  some  use,  if  I  could  enlist 
his  sympathy.  Meanwhile,  the  only  safe  outcome  I  fore- 
see from  future  difficulty  will  be  to  get  his  indentures 
cancelled — have  you  any  objection  to  that  P  " 

*'  The  boy  has  sarved  two  year  of  his  time,  yer  honor, 
an'  sure  wid  that  an'  his  sohoolin'  at  the  Dominicans  he 
ought  to  be  good  for  something  was  Kitty's  sagacious  re- 
joinder, deliberately  given. 

"Exactly  so,"  said  Hugh.  "Then  call  on  me  to- 
morrow at  my  lodgings,  in  Xing-street.  I'm  now  in  a 
hurry,"  he  added,  looking  at  his  watch.  "  £ring  the  boy 
with  you,  and  I  shall  let  you  know  the  result  of  myappli- 
cation  in  his  behalf,  and  what  can  be  done  for  him.  Would 
you  be  willing  to  accept  a  situation,  my  boy,  in  a  gentle- 
man's employment,  and  travel  P" 

"I'd  do  anything,  yer  honor,  to  earn  an  honest 
penny,"  cried  the  lad,  his  face  brightening  at  the  idea  of 
travelling. 

"Very  good!  call  at  ten  o'clock  to-morrow,  at  No.  11, 
and  ask  for  Mr.  Hugh  O'Byrne,*'  said  the  latter,  hastening 
away,  and  leaving  Kitty  planted  where  she  stood,  with 
fervently  joined  hands,  pouring  out  a  vociferous  tide  of 
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blefifiings,  quite  indifferent  to  the  broad  stare  or  seoret  com- 
ments of  the  wayfarers  passing  to  and  fro,  till  she  saw  him 
out  of  sight.  Then  dismissing  her  son  to  his  plaoe,  with 
a  lightened  bosom  she  returned  to  her  own,  intent  upon 
surprising  Miss  Themia  with  a  narrative  of  her  exploit, 
and  to  be  more  than  ever  a  friend  to  the  darlint  ooUeen. 


CHAPTER    X. 

THE  POMFRETS. 

"  He  were  bold  who  now  should  wear  his  thoughts  upou  his  brow 
Beneath  Sicilian  skies.    The  brother's  eye 
Doth  search  distrustfully  the  brother's  face  ; 
And  friends  whose  undivided  lives  have  drawn 
From  the  same  past  their  long  remembrance 
Kow  meet  in  terror,  or  no  more  :  lest  hearts, 
Full  to  overflowing,  in  the  social  hour 
Should  pour  out  some  rash  word  which 
Boving  winds  might  whisper." 

Vespers  of  Palermo, — ^Hemans. 

"But  who  may  trust  the  love  of  a  degenerate  race  ?** 

Last  Cokstamtikb. 

"  JoHANNAH,  my  dear,  1*11  be  obleeged  t*ye  for  another 
ont  of  that  Limerick  'am ;  its  so  mello'  an'  well-tasted,  it 
whets  the  happytite ;  that  an'  the  Dublin  Bays,*  an'  the 
poteen  is  all  of  the  best  things  the  oounthry  'as  to  boist 
of.  Isn't  it  a  wondher  we  can't  'ave  'em  in  England  the 
^ameP"  Such  was  the  observation  addressed  by  Mr. 
Toby  Pom&et  to  his  better-half,  as  one  dull,  wet  morning 
they  sat  at  breakfast  in  the  gloomy,  wainsootted,  large 
book  parloor  of  their  newly-rented  house  in  Earl-street, 
sorroimded  by  a  vigorous  progeny  of  grown-up  sons  and 
daughters,  upon  whom  they  gazed  with  a  parental  pride, 
beautiful  and  edifying  to  witness.  Same  time  the  vivacious, 
twinkling  eye  of  paterfamilias,  divided  in  its  interest, 
wandered  complacently  round,  taking  stock  of  the  good 
fare  profusely  spread  for  the  morning  repast,  while  his 

*  Fresh  herrings. 
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oup  was  being  repleiiislied  with  coffee,  and  his  polished, 
ruddy  cheeks,  and  full,  soft  lips  of  purple  hue,  srail- 
ingly  expressed  ineffable  sweetness,  founded  either  upon 
the  serenity  of  a  mind  well  satisfied  with  its  present  aux- 
iliaries to  enjoyment,  or  else  reverting  in  thought  to 
the  time  long  ago,  when,  a  little  ragged  cowboy,  he  took 
his  place  among  a  gang  of  farm  hinds  at  a  board  strewn 
with  potatoes  and  noggins  of  buttermilk,  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Chapelizod,  albeit  this  was  not  a  theme  on  which 
he  loved  to  dwell ;  nor  did  he  often  care  to  trace  back  the 
gradations  by  which,  less  owing  to  education  or  talent  of 
a  high  order  than  to  the  low  cunning  of  intellectual  in- 
feriority, unprincipled  ability  to  lie,  scheme,  thieve,  and 
abet,  by  his  aid  and  concurrence,  the  master  spirits  of  ini- 
quity in  their  evil  doings,  flatter,  court,  and  fawn  upon 
men  in  power,  and  bully,  persecute,  and  oppress  the  weak 
and  humble,  he  had  risen,  from  driving  Farmer  Heley's 
plough  and  cleaning  the  pig-stye,  to  be  successively  a  cattle 
driver  to  Smithfield,  a  land  steward,  surveyor  of  the  parish, 
small  farmer  and  grazier,  and  finally  agent  to  a  nobleman, 
who,  deriving  all  his  income  from  Ireland,  lived  exclusively 
in  England,  and  with  a  few  compatriots  of  equal  spirit 
courted  English  patronage  by  reviling  the  country  whose 
sustenance  they  drained  away,  stigmatising  the  misery 
they  contributed  still  more  to  impoverish,  and  bemoaning 
the  fate  that  had  cast  their  nativity  upon  such  a  soil.  His 
ascendant  fortune  culminated  in  a  wife  of  twelve  thousand 
pounds  fortune,  the  daughter  of  a  Liverpool  salesmaster, 
in  whose  higher-sounding  name,  by  mutual  consent,  he 
finally  merged  his  own  cognomen  of  Paddy  Spalpeen,  con- 
ferred by  lus  juvenile  associates,  and  by  which  he  subse- 
quently went. 

Though  reared  for  the  first  ten  years  of  his  life 
a  Homan  Catholic  by  the  poor  woman  who,  going  out 
one  early  morning  to  her  daily^  labour  in  the  fields,  had 
found  him  exposed,  naked  and'  half-dead,  in  a  ditch,  a 
couple  of  days  after  his  birth,  and  who  carried  him  home 
and  fostered  him  on  her  scanty  means,  Mr.  Tobias  Pomfret, 
now  affluent  and  enlightened,  entertained  more  than  a 
sovereign  contempt  for  the  religion  from  which  he  had 
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been  early  weaned  by  the  exhortations  of  a  pious  Protes- 
tant lady,    who  went  about  ChristianisiDg  the  benighted 
with  creature  comforts  adapted  to  their  several  tastes,  ai\d 
who,  with  unctuous  speech,  putting  a  shilling  into  his  hand, 
had  converted  him  to  go  to  church,  where  a  new  ''  shoot  " 
of  clothes,  supplied  by  the  parson,  with  bread  and  butler 
ad  libitum,  entirely  succeeded  in  his  twelfth  year  of  convinc- 
ing him  of  the  errors  of  Somanism,  and  filling  his  heart  wit  1 1 
implacable  hostility  against  priests  and  all  those  deluded 
Papists,  whose  bigotry  and  ignorance  had  so  long  held  him 
in  bondage,  and  closed  against  him  the  paradise  of  £[ood 
victuals,  fine  clothes,  and  that  worldly  prosperity  which  he 
was  now  piously  wont  to  believe  and  designate  a  divine 
blessing  and  reward  bestowed  upon  him  for  his  prompti- 
tude in  obeying  the  call  of  grace,  and  emancipating  him- 
self from  the  fetters  of  idolatry.    Setimes,  indeed,  a  qualm 
seized  him  that  all  his  perquisites  were  not  divinely  be- 
stowed, or  even  well  come  by ;  but  peccadilloes  could  not  long 
oppress  a  conscience  rebounding  with  elastic  spring,  and, 
like  a  high-spirited  horse  throwing  its  rider;  every  act  ho 
soon  foimd  motive  to  justify  and  to  re-act  again.     Though 
Tobias  Pomfret,  like  his  patrons,  could  not  ignore  the 
country  of  which  he  was  equally  ashamed,  it  never  oc- 
curred to  them  to  sunnise  such  a  possibility  as  the  country 
being  ashamed  of  them.     He  laboured  to  convince  the 
world  that  his  opinions,  tastes,  and  predilections  were  en- 
tirely English,  that  Ireland  was  but  a  place  fit  for  savages, 
and  himself  an  aggrieved  individual,  compelled  by  circum- 
stances to  dwell  among  such.     For  this  end  he  cultivated 
the  English  accent,  and  gave  his  children  each  a  twelve 
months'  education  in  English  schools  to  finish  them.    In 
Ws  wife,  whom  he  always  styled  his  *'  better  'alf,"  he  was 
also  fortunate,  inasmuch  that  their  opinions  tallied  in 
many  respects.     She  was  religious,  aspiring,  clever,  and 
liad  a  good  smattering  of  education,    but    was    mostly 
lead  up  in  novels.    She  was  half-sister  to  Mrs.  Damer, 
between  whom  and  herself  there  existed  no  small  rivalry 
on  the  score  of  family  and  offspring,  Mrs.  Damer  being 
woat  to  flout  the  self-conceited  Johanna  about  her  "  'igh  con- 
nections, and  the  Portarlington  family  into  which  she  had 

11 
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marrid ; "  and  Mrs.  Pomfret,  on  the  other  hand,  in  derision 
of  the  only  issue,  which  had  tardily  come  at  the  end  of  five 
years,  turning  out  her  own  finely-bedizened  brood  to  walk 
in  Merrion-square,  with  their  attendants,  and  erase  Mrs. 
Arn  bella  with  envy ;  while  Mrs.  Arabella  retaliated  by  ex- 
hibiting Miss  Darner,  the  lord's  cousin,  as  finely  caparisoned, 
followed  by  a  footman,  walking  with  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell, 
and  enjoined  to  hold  her  head  very  'igh  when  she  met  her 
cousins,  with  whom  she  was  by  no  means  to  be  too  familiar, 
considering  their  inferior  position  in  society — an  injunction 
which  the  consequential  young  lady  observed  to  the  letter. 
In  his  family,  too,  was  Tobias  Pomfiret  fortunate :  he 
was  the  happy  father  of  four  daughters,  upon  whom  the 
queenly  names  of  Boadicia,   Cleopatra,   Penelope,   and 
Andromacha,  had  been  bestowed  by  their  highly  refined 
mother,  who  could  not  abide  a  common  name  no  more 
than  the  wife  of  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  and  who  was 
ambitious  to  distinguish  her  progeny  by  high-sounding 
appellations  that  would  enhance  them  as  somebodies  in 
society.    Hence,  his  four  sons,  too,  similarly  fitted  out,  re- 
joiced in  the  denominations  of  Sardanapalus,  Epiminandos, 
Lyourgus,  and  Sesostris.     Of  the  daughters,  who  varied  in 
age  between  seventeen  and  twenty-one,  we  shall  only  say 
that  they  were  most  elaborately  and  artistically  swathed 
in  satin  and  brocade  ;  and  decorated  with  rings,  earrings, 
chains,  and  brooches  of  value.  They  had  aflaunty,  wealthy 
look  that  must  have  dazzled  any  eyes  liable  to  appreciate 
art   above  nature,  and  opulence  more  than  grace  and 
beauty.     The  sons,  whose  years  averaged  between  twenty- 
one  and  twenty-eight,  we  shall  more  particularly  describe. 
Sardanapalus,  the  first-born  of  his  parents — that  is,  in  wed- 
lock— was  a  fine  tall  young  man,  well  formed  in  limb,  and 
possessed  of  a  physiognomy  that  anyone  not  skilled  in 
the  diagnosis  of  the  human  countenance  might  term  good ; 
pale    complexion,  mild,  regular  features,  innocent  blue 
eyes — ^yes,  he  might  be  tliought  pleasing  by  many.     In 
his  childhood,  his  Ibnd  parents  observing  in  him  £rugality 
of  disposition,  a  cautious,  argumentative  character,  a  love 
of  money,  and  precocious  appropriative  tendencies,  agreed 
that  he  was  of  a  stcjidy,  sensible  turn,  and  gifted  with 
qualitiea  thai  would  admirably  suit  him  for  the  church. 
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**It  pays  well,  is  respectable,  and  may  end  in  a 
bifilioprio,"  suggested  Mr.  Fomfret.  To  the  church,  then, 
with  his  own  fudi  consent,  went  Sardanapalus ;  for  he  not 
only  entered  into  all  his  parents'  views  on  the  subject, 
but  he  had  some  pet  notions  to  be  carried  out.  He  was 
fond  of  disputation  upon  theories  of  his  own,  and  y^in  of 
his  opinion :  the  pulpit  would  be  a  stage  whereon  to  dis- 
play his  talent  before  an  admiring  audience ;  he  had  a 
morbid  craving  for  admiration  and  applause ;  the  church 
was  just  the  theatre  suited  to  his  genius,  and  the  develop* 
ment  of  his  zeal ;  he  had  a  natural  predisposition  to  that 
kind  of  thing,  was  quite  competent  to  expound  Scripture, 
and  ambitious  to  distinguish  himself  in  a  career  to  which 
he  was  so  thoroughly  adapted — ^he  would  have  better  said 
which  was  so  thoroughly  adapted  to  bim. 

Epiminandos,  his  next  brother,  a  wild  and  vicious  boy  of 
very  sinister  aspect,  was  also  destined  for  the  church;  and  his 
qualifications,  as  set  forth  by  his  mother,  rather  startling  to 
the  uninitiated,  were :  ''  That  dear  Epiminandos  was  so  wild, 
his  father  and  she  could  think  of  nothing  else  for  him." 

''  God  bless  me,  ma'am !  *'  cried  an  ingenuous  friend,  in 
amazement.  **  Is  that  a  recommendation  for  so  sacred  a 
profession  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  la !  you  don't  understand,''  returned  Madame 
Mdre,  with  urbane  smile.  **  That  is  our  very  reason  for 
wishing  it;  because  it  will  oblige  him  to  reform  and 
become  steady  if  he  hopes  for  preferment ; — oh,  the  church 
for  him,  by  all  means  I" 

Lycurgus,  the  third  son,  and  his  brother  Sesostris 
having  each  a  military  taste,  were  forthwith  appointed 
ensigns  to  respective  regiments  of  cavalry  and  in- 
katij.  In  newly  donned  regimentals,  swaggering  and 
supercilious,  they  were  the  terror  of  all,  save  their 
partial  parents,  whose  eyes  were  never  satiated  admiring 
the  incipient  warriors;  alternately  martinets  and  libertines, 
they  were  at  once  the  plague  and  delight  of  the  corps  to 
which  they  belonged,  the  horror  of  acquaintances,  and 
the  detestation  of  orderly  civilians. 

'<  Another  cup  of  coffee,  Epiminandos,  my  dear  P"  inquired 
Krs.  Pomfret,  as  she  saw  her  second  son,  just  ordained, 
drink  off  the  aromatic  beverage  contained  in  his  bowl. 
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"  Please,  maw ;  I'll  also  trouble  you,  Cleo,  for  a  little 
cold  fole  and  a  crumpet/' 

"Snap,"  said  Mr.  Pomfret,  addressing  his  first-bom — 
when  in  family  conclave — the  Pomfrets  used  abbreviations 
and  pet  sobriquets — "  I  hear  our  friend  Lamb  complains 
that  the  people  of  the  parish  to  which  he  has  been  appointed 
rector,  in  the  room  of  Bradshaw,  promoted  to  a  Deanery, 
are  slow  in  paying  their  tithes.  How's  that? — did  Bradshaw 
let  them  ffidl  into  bad  'abits  ?  Send  me  up  a  fried  hegg— 
no,  a  Dublin  Bay,  Boa." 

Sardanapalus,  in  the  whitest  and  stiffest  of  neckties, 
emblematic  of  unsullied  purity,  and  unbending  principle, 
slowly  dividing  a  piece  of  buttered  toast,  replied,  with  a  nasal 
twang :  "  By  no  means,  sir ;  but  the  old  story,  unwilling- 
ness of  the  priest-ridden  clods  to  give  the  parson  his  due ; 
but  we'll  soon  knock  that  out  of  'em." 

"  No  doubt  you  will,  my  dear,"  smiled  the  mother, 
approvingly.  "  And  our  good  Lamb  will  soon  find  that 
he  has  not  done  amiss  in  nominating  our  zealous  young 
pawson  to  be  his  curate ; — ^tell  me,  dear,  had  you  a  pleasant 
evening  at  Lady  Clonmel's  P  *' 

"  No,  ma'am ;  I  believe  old  Clonmel's  taken  to  dying 
at  last ;  he  moped  about  the  room  like  one  abstracted,  and 
looking  for  something  he  had  lost :  it  quite  spoiled  the  tone 
of  the  company,  and  the  end  was  a  confounded  bore ;  I 
was  sorry  1  went." 

"Dear,  dearl"   soliloquised  the  father,  meditatively. 
"  After  aU,  my  friend  Castlereagh's  the  trump  :  no  sign  of 
flagging  there,  egad ! — dined  with  him  the  other  day,  in 
company  with  Castles,  Armstrong,  Toler,  and  a  few  others — 
all  admitted  by  the  back  stairs,  you  know." — He  winked 
slily. — "  Egad,  we  had  a  night  of  it :  laid  in  the  finest  of 
venison,  and  rarest  of  wine,  argued  politics  till  we  were 
hoarse,  settled  the  affairs  of  the  nation  to  our  liking,  and 
then  turned  to  music,  his  lordship  being  an  amateur,  and 
prime  in  catches  and  glees :  we  had  the  violin,  cornopean, 
and  flageolet ; — and,  faith,  when  we  all  separated  at  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning,  his  lordship  was  os  brisk  as  a 
hornet,  the  steadiest  on  his  feet,  and  the  clearest  in  his 
head  of  us  all.    But  Clonmel's  an  old  sack  of  tallow, 
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4}(mng  out  through  every  pore ; — ^bad,  though,  for  our  party, 
should  he  run  out  to  the  dregs  just  now;  though  he  growled 
and  grumbled  a  good  deal,  like  a  spoiled  and  ill-humoured 
child,  he  was  useful  to  us  many  ways,  wasn't  too  scrupulous 
to  give  his  aid  in  helping  us  to  save  the  nation — ^in  fact, 
we  should  miss  him ; — ^to  ourselves  he  has  been  a  staunch 
partisan,  but  hasn't  muoh  religion  ;  poor  fellow,  he  sneered 
at  our  putting  you  to  the  Church,  and  said  we  might  have 
chosen  an  honester  profession  for  you ;  that  for  himself 
he  had  a  better  opinion  of  a  highwayman  than  of  a  paw» 
son.  I  say,  gals,''  continued  Mr.  Pomfret,  resting  upon 
his  fork  like  a  weary  boatman  upon  an  oar,  and  manifest* 
ing  symptoms  of  repletion,  "  what  sort  o'  night  had 
ye  at  lAdy  Barrington's  ? "  The  wife  and  daughters 
thus  addressed  looked  up  &om  their  tea-cups.  The  third 
daughter,  who  was  not  at  the  moment  engaged  in  masti- 
cating, made  response,  while  she  tossed  back  her  ringlets 
with  a  contemptuous  fling  of  her  head  : 

^'  The  company  were  for  the  most  part  commoners  :  the 
only  titles  in  the  room  were  Garhampton,  and  Lady  Alicia, 
and  Lord  Xingsborough.  I  wonder  at  Lady  Barrington 
not  to  be  ambitious  of  a  better  show  of  good  society !" 

"So  do  I ;  yet  I  know  of  some  commoners  that  'old  their 
'eads  tol'rably  'igh — ^like  ConoUy  of  Castletown,  Col 
dough  of  TinterUy  and  Byrne  of  Cabinteely,"  said  her 
father.  *'  But  tell  me,  my  gal,  what  beaux  did  ye  cook 
yer  cap  at ;  an'  did  ye  see  any  finer  wenches  than  yerself 
to  bate  the  oonsate  out  o*  ye  ?  " 

This  time  Cleopatra  took  upon  herself  to  answer  : 
"  There  was  no  one  there  but  the  Misses  Warbeck  and 
their  niece,  who  is  engaged  to  Colandisk ;  of  course  Susan 
Gubbins,  Lady  Alicia's  familiar,  the  Whaley  girls,  and 
ihe  elderly  Beresfords,  with  the  old  dowager,  Mrs.  Day, 
and  her  bung  amie,  Charlotte  Maudeville.'' 

"  I'm  glad  I  kept  out  of  the  congregation,"  remarked 
Epiminandos,  swallowing  a  pieoe  of  muffin. 

"  What  did  you  do  with  yourself.  Hip  P  "  demanded  his 
sire,  now  lounging  back  on  his  chair,  with  his  hands 
resting  in  his  fob-pockets. 

*'  Pined  at  Daly's  Club,"  returned  Epiminandos,  suck- 
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ing  a  ohioken  bone;  ''went  afterwards  with  Bob  and 
Jack,  and  Tom  Newoomen  to  Crow-street,  to  see  Mao 
Heath,  banged  up  a  row,  got  a  bloody  nose  in  the  scuffle : 
but  Sick  and  Sos  can  tell  you  more  about  it,  as  they  were 
in  the  thick  of  it." 

"  My  dear  Hip/'  cried  Mrs.  Pomfiret,  looking  reproach* 
fully  at  the  speaker, ''  can  it  be  possible  you  will  persist  in 
follies  which  are  so  much  at  variance  with  your  saered 
profession,  and  cannot  but  prove  detrimentiEd  to  your 
worldly  interest  P  ** 

<<  Never  mind,  mother ! "  exclaimed  the  young  church- 
man, encouragingly ; — "  send  me  a  hot  kidney,  will  ye  P  I 
was  disguised,  only  my  wig  fell  oS  in  the  mel^e,  I  got  it  on 
in  a  trice,  and  was  the  admiration  of  a  score  oi  sober- 
minded  cits,  who  eulogised  the  old  fellow,  venerably 
striving  with  foot  and  cudgel  to  make  peace  among  the 
riotous,  among  whom  ensigns  Lie  and  80s  appeared  ring- 
leadcrs-in-chief.  I  tell  ye  it  was  jolly  fun  !  We  put  out  the 
lights,  smashed  the  benches,  and  laid  the  weight  of  our 
fists  upon  skulls,  which,  if  they  were  not  made  of  metal, 
must  be  aching  in  bandage  and  trepan  by  this.  Oh !  you 
wouldn't  be  so  unreasonable  as  to  have  a  fellow  settle  down 
into  slippers  and  sober  morning-gown,  like  my  dad,  until 
he's  married  and  got  a  drag  on  the  wheel,  would  you, 
now?''  and  the  profligate  young  man  stared  with  im- 
pudent effirontery  into  the  smiling  faces  of  his  father  and 
mother.  "By-the-by,"  he  added,  "what  pretty  girls 
Flora  Esmond  and  her  cousin  Ethel  Courtney  are  !  " 

"For  my  part,"  lisped  Boadicea,  with  sleepy  eyes, 
heavily  drooping  with  sentimental  laxie^or,  "  I  can't  see 
what's  to  admire  in  them ;  I'm  sure  I  think  them  very 
much  overrated." 

"  Bah,  bah,  you  women  I ''  sneered  Sardanapalus  ;  "  my- 
thology does  not  record  that  Juno  admired  Venus.'' 

"  Beg  your  pawdon,  brother,  but  she  did  so,  an'  I'll  prove 
it,''  grinned  Sesostris,  who  set  up  for  a  wit.  "  Wasn't  she 
jealous,  and  wasn't  that  a  tacit  admission  of  her  rival's 
beauty — ha !  ha !  ha  !  Now,  I  want  to  know  who  would 
be  uncharitable  enough  to  criticise  the  charms  of  Susan 
G^ubbins,  or  Jemm^  Hodgens,  or  Beec^  Watkins,  who 
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haven't  p^t  among  them  so  much  as  one  impediment  to 
render  abortive  the  honourable  condition  of  celibacy  to 
vhiohthe  Gorgons  have  doomed  them." 

*'  Dang  it ! ''  cried  Mr.  Pomf  ret,  enthusiastically,  *'  that's 
my  very  notion  ;  not  one  of  tho  lot  can  lay  claim  to  as  good 
looks  as  our  own  gals;  an'  by- the- way,  Mrs.  P.,  I  was 
taming  in  my  mind  some  matrimonial  specs  concern- 
ing 'em.  *' 

'*  Why,''  eagerly  exclaimed  Mrs.  P.,  while  her  daugh- 
terslocked  all  in  a  twitter,  "has  there  been  any  proposals  i " 

"  Not  exactly ;  just  some  crotchets  of  my  own,"  replied 
Mr.  Pomfret,  looking  ambiguous,  and  tapping  the  cloth 
with  his  fingers. 

'*  Dear  Toby,  let  me  know  ;  don't  keep  me  in  suspense," 
entreated  Mrs.  Pomfret.  '*  Good  father  as  you  are,  you 
eannot  enter  into  a  mother  s  feelings  on  such  a  subject  as 
the  settlement  of  her  daughters.  I  could  die  'appy  this 
moment,  and  with  an  easy  'eart,  if  I  but  see  one  or  two  of 
my  gals  married  to  lords;  an'  my  'alf-sister,  Arabella 
Laoy — Darner  I  mean — taken  down  a  feather  about  her 
'igh  connexion  an'  her  daughters'  prospects.  Come,  that's 
a  duck  ! — tell  yer  own  better-*  alf,  and  trust  her  to  co-operate 
in  the  business.  Maybe  Carhampton  or  Kingsborough,  or 
that  Scotoh  Lord  Aongus  is  in  your  eye  ?  " 

"I  didn't  know  my  eyes  were  so  big,  ma'am,  as  to  'old 
three  lords  in  'em,"  grinned  Mr.  Pomfret,  provokingly. 
'*  And  as  to  Lords  Carhampton,  and  Kingsborough,  how 
many  wives  do  you  want  'em  to  'ave  ?  I  think  the  lords 
'ave  no  scarcity  of  Eves." 

"Fie,  fie,  Toby !  I'm  ashamed  of  ye  to  speak  that  wa.y 
before  yer  children,"  said  Mrs.  Pomfret,  chidingly.  "  Don't 
you  know  wild  young  men  never  get  those  things  properly 
done  that  don't  mind  their  Church,  or  take  the  advice  of 
Mends.  Eirst,  they  choose  ineligible  partners,  from  whom 
they  have  to  get  separated  in  the  divorce  court ;  or  they 
contract  illegal  marriages,  which  is  worse  again.  But 
we'll  take  care  there  will  be  no  such  flaw  or  loophole  in 
the  thing ;  and  I'll  back  our  girls  against  a  score  to  know 
how  to  keep  their  'usbands  in  good-humour,  and  from 
breaking  loose  in  the  divorce  court." 
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'*  No  go,  ma'am ;  ye've  shot  beside  the  mark.  Lords 
Carhampton  and  Aongus  Douglas  of  Strafiasoarat  higher 
^ame :  they  are  paying  court  to  Flora  Esmond  and  Ethel 
Courtney."  At  this  announoement  Sardanapalus  uttered 
an  involuntary  exclamation. 

"  What  ails  ye  P  "  cried  his  father. 

'^  Nothing; — go  on,"  said  the  parson,  not  choosing  then  to 
avow  the  feelings  he  had  long  cherished  in  his  heart  towards 
this  his  ideal  of  all  perfection,  homan  and  divine,  Flora 
Esmond ;  and  to  cover  the  confusion  of  his  retreat,  he  asked, 
impatiently:  "Who,  then,  have  you  in  view  for  the  girls?" 

^'  That  shall  be  known  in  good  time,"  returned  his 
father,  lolling  back  and  closing  his  eyes. 

"Meanwhile,  I'll  thrash  Aongus  Douglas!"  fiercely 
vociferated  Ensign  Lycurgus,  stroking  the  sprouting 
honours  of  his  juvenile  chin,  and  looking  very  formidable 
in  the  fact  that  he  looked  as  venomous  as  an  irritated 
wasp— and  wasps  we  all  know  can  sting  fearfully  too. 
His  father  unclosed  his  eyes  and  looked  at  him. — "  Cod's 
life,  I  will ! — ^I'm  as  good  a  man  as  he  is  any  day,  the 
Scotch  mongrel,"  reiterated  the  fuming  youth,  kiddng 
the  sleek  cat,  which  in  evil  hour  on  velvet-footed  paws 
came  confidingly  prowling  within  his  reach. 

"  Well,  ay,  but  what  will  you  thrash  him  for  ?  "  phil- 
osophically inquired  his  parent. 

"  What  ? — why  ? — because  he  has  no  business  to  come 
between  me  and  her,"  blustered  the  ingenuous  youth. 
"And  I'll  let  him  know  it." 

*^ Between  you  and  who?"  queried  his  uninitiated 
father,  looking  considerably  puzzled. 

"  Between  me  and  Ethel,  of  course,"  retorted  the  youth, 
indignantly. 

His  sire  gave  a  low  whistle,  suggestive  of  increased  be- 
wilderment :  "  So — ^so,  by  Jabers,  crazed  in  love !  And  is 
the  lady  agreeable  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  asked  her  yet,  but  I  mean  to,  shortly." 
"  Humph,  ah !  then  I'll  tell  you  what  you'll  do,  my  cock- 
o'-the-walk !  spare  yourself  the  pains,  for  a  good  many 
reasons,"  tauntingly  returned  his  father. 

"  I*d  like  to  hear  a  few  of  them,"  as  tauntingly  returned 
the  son. 
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"  Hera  they  are  at  your  service,  as  snug  as  bugs  in  a 
rug.  What  money  has  the  gal  got? — ^two  thousand 
poundflr— dickens  a  penny  more.  What  money  have  you 
got  of  your  own? — ^your  pay; — so  much  a  day  and  no  thin' 
more.  Lord  Aongus  has  five  thousand  a  year.  An'  will 
Miss  Cioartney's  father  give  you,  or  the  girl  herself  give 
you,  the  prefer  over  the  nobleman,  or  do  I  set  so  little 
value  on  ye,  lick,  or  yer  mother,  to  let  ye  go  sell  yerself 
for  two  thousand  poun'  ?  So  I  just  bid  ye  mind  yer  eye, 
an'  look  out  for  a  lass  wid  the  yalla  metal,  an'  plenty  of 
it,  an'  not  go  bring  in  a  pauper  into  the  family  to  im- 
poverish it,  after  all  my  labour  to  raise  it  an'  make  it  what 
it  is.     There,  them's  my  reasons,  an'  if  ye  don't  like  em', 

find  better.  If  it  wor  Miss  Esmond,  now,  the  cousin " 

^'  You'd  have  perhaps  kindly  given  your  consent  to  my 
fobbing  thirty  thousand  pounds,  ye  old  miser !  "  muttered 
the  aggrieved  lover  of  Ethel  Courtney.  *'  But  I'll  please 
myseU  in  spite  o*  ye ;— d'ye  hear  that  ?  " 

''  I  do  my  lad,  an'  admonish  ye  that  policy  is  a  good 

helmsman  and  pilot,  too ;  many  a  man  has  spoiled  his 

beauty  by  frowning  where  he  should  have  smiled,  an' 

letting  his  tongue  wag  when  he  should  have  kept  it  behind 

his  teeth; — d'ye  hear  mat  P"  Unnoticed  during  this  episode 

of  domestic  breach  of  harmony,  the  parlour-door  had 

opened ;  the  deep  tones  of  the  hall-olock  striking  eleven, 

first  drew  Mr.  Pomfret's  attention  to  the  circumstance,  and 

in  loud,  irascible  tone  he  called  [out :  '*  Who  the  plague 

is  that  listening  there?    Come  in  an'  show  yerself; — 

LB  it  Joe  ?  "    Upon  this  the  door  was  flung  open  wide, 

snd  a  thick-set  man,  with  jolter  head,  and  broad,  red 

Due,  distended  in    a   humorous  smirk,  came  waddling 

m,  followed  by  another  individual,  tall,   athletic,  and, 

though  smiling,  of  somewhat  disconcerted  aspect. 

"  Darner — Mr.  Damer — ^Tom  Damer ! ''  was  re-echoed  in 
notes  base  and  treble,  as  the  visitor,  with  loud  boisterous 
glee,  advanced  without  ceremony,  shaking  hands  with  the 
kdies,  and  evidently  making  himself  quite  at  home. 

'^Dang  ye,  what  were  ye  pimping  for?  Couldn't  ye 
have  oome  in  at  once,"  cried  Mr.  Pomfret,  glancing  at 
Hugh  O'Byme,  who  was  quite  unknown  to  him. 
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*'  Haw  !  haw !  haw !"  laughed  Tom  Darner,  with  a  firesh 
explosion  of  mirth.  "  Would  ye  have  me  intrude  upon  a 
fellow's  confession  of  love  for  a  pretty  girl  ? — an'  by  my 
troth,  Toby,  bolt  it  as  ye  may,  I  tell  ye,  Lick  has  a  good 
taste  in  making  choice  of  Ethel  Courtney." 

'*Hold  yer  tongue;  what  do  you  know  about  it?" 
growled^Mr,  Pomfret.  "  I'm  not  going  to  let  the  boy  make 
a  beggar  of  himself." 

"  Who  wants  ye  ?  '*  was  the  curt  response. 

"  What  brings  ye  here  ?  "  was  the  laoonio  rejoinder, 
and  Mr.  Pom&et  glanced  again  at  the  stranger,  whom  no 
one  had  the  courtesy  to  aak  to  sit  down. 

"  I  want  ye  to  do  a  job  for  me,"  said  Mr.  Damer,  taking 
a  chair,  and  inviting  Hugh  to  another,  while  the  latter, 
before  seating  himself,  looked  apologetically  at  Mrs. 
Pomfret  and  her  daughters,  surveying  him  with  pursed 
lips  and  arrogant  investigation.  '^That  Watkins  is  a 
regular  bear,'*  continued  Mr.  Damer;  "Pve  just  called  on 
him  with  my  friend  here,  Mr.  O'Byrne,  to  ask  him  to  can- 
cel the  indentures  of  the  boy,  Ned  Burke,  and  the  old 
hunks  told  us  *  he  wouldn't  do  no  such  thing.* " 

"  Why  should  he  ?  "  demanded  the  other,  with  brevity. 

**  Why,  you  see,  my  friend  has  taken  a  fancy  to  have  the 
boy,  and  I  thought  that  if  I,  as  partner  of  the  firm,  would 
ask  him  to  oblige  us  he  would  have  made  no  difficidty ;  as 
he  has  refused,  I  come  to  you,  as  head  partner,  to  whom  he 
will  not  say  nay." 

"  But  if  I  say  nay  to  ask  him  ? ''  returned  Mr.  Pomfret, 
with. another  glance  at  Hugh. 

"  But  you  won't,  Toby,"  coolly  responded  Damer. 

"  I  don't  know  that,*'  answered  Toby,  taking  a  huge 
pinch  of  snuff ;  and  then  he  addressed  Hugh :  **  So  yea 
want  to  have  the  lad^s  indentures  cancelled,  sir  P  "  Hugh 
smiled  affirmatively.    Pomfret  resumed,  with  air  at  once 

fompous,  patronising,  and  speculative :  '^  Look  you  here ! 
say,  sir,  cast  your  eyes  aromid  this  apartment  upon 
my  family  and  surroundings,  and  tell  me  is  anything 
wanting  to  the  comfort  you  seeP  Now,  sir,  my  father 
and  mother  left  me  neither  name  nor  fortune ;  henoe  I 
have  disowned  them,  put  my  own  hand  to  the  plough, 
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sowed  the  seed,  and  gathered  the  harvest  without  help  of 

any  hand  but  myfown^  till,  as  you  sec,  I've  made  name 

and  fortune  for  myself  and  them  that  come  after  me ; — ^how 

do  you  think  I  did  it  ?  "  Hugh,  wondering  to  what  this 

preamble  tended,  fixed    his  eyes  inquiringly  upon  the 

speaker,  who  feeling  he  had  made  an  impression,  resumed. 

**  First,  sir,  I  was  ambitious ;  next,  I  was  industrious ;  and 

thirdly,  I  made  it  a  fixed  principle  never  to  give  without 

a  quid  pro  quo — ^you  know  what  that  means  sir  ? — give  and 

get  is  my  system ;  nothing  for  nothing.    Now,  sir,  you 

want  me  to  oblige  you ;  you  want  a  favour  from  me  ? — and 

I  answer  I'm  willing  to  strike  the  bargain — ^in  a  word,  to 

make  sale  of  my  capital ; — do  you  take  that  in  P '' 

•*  I  tmderstand  you  so  far,"  returned  Hugh,  stiffly. 

'^  Then,  sir,  are  you  satisfied  to  accede  to  my  terms  ? '' 

"  Let  me  hear  them  first,  "  said  Hugh,  wanly,  and  not 

knowing  whether  to  be  most  disgusted  at  the  man's  efiEron- 

tery   or  amused   by  his  speculative  genius;   while  Mr. 

Pomfret  made  a  pause,  debating  within  himself,  probably, 

what  might  be  the  most  advantageous  point  to  stipulate. 

His  eldest  son,  burning  to  give  vent  to  his  soul,  and 

aignalifle  at  once  his  zeal  and  his  talents,  turned  to  the 

stranger,  and  eyeing  him  with  a  probing  look,  that  yet  was 

sinister  in  its  expression,  said  in  mild,  glozing  accents : 

*'  Pray,  sir,  may  I  ask  do  you  profess  loyal  principles  ?  " 

Hugh,  thus  challenged,  replied  for  the  first  time,  indicat- 
ing symptoms  of  a  slumbering  lion  in  his  bosom  :  *^  In 
this  country,  sir,  there  are,  unfortimately,  various  defini- 
tions of  the  word.  If  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  construe 
for  me  yours,  I  shall  be  better  able  to  answer  you.'' 

''  Oh,  pardon  me  !  "  returned  the  discomfited  questioner, 
pale  with  vexation,  and  betraying  in  every  altered  linea- 
ment— mean,  crafty,  cruel — the  condition  of  his  antecedents 
the  history  of  bygone  progenitors.  "  I  thought  one  in 
outward  semblance  of  a  gentleman  would  have  possessed 
edition  enough  to  dispense  with  the  interpretation  of  a 
word  familiar  to  every  schoolboy.*' 

Hugh  stifling  with  difficulty  a  very  choleric  emotion,  tu- 
mnltuously  clamouring  for  expression,  in  his  dislike  to  be 
drawn  into  controversy  by  an  antagonist  with  whose  spleen 
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Iio  felt  he  would  have  more  to  combat  than  with  his  reason, 
remained  judiciously  silent ;  but  Epiminandos,  fired  with 
impulse  not  to  suffer  one  whom  he  conceived  to  be  already 
half- vanquished,  or  at  least  a  pusillanimous  foe  to  quit, 
resolved  to  drag  him  out,  and  make  him  show  fight,  for  the 
pleasure  of  worsting  him,  plunged  into  the  arena  of  con- 
flict, and  cried,  lustily  : 

'^  My  brother  means,  sir,  do  you  acknowledge  the  king 
and  go  to  church  P  " 

Hugh  calmly  made  answer,  looking  thoughtfully  upon 
the  flippant  young  parson  and  his  friends,  now  rivetted  in 
attention  upon  him : 

"  My  dear  sir,  I  did  not  come  here  for  the  purpose  of 
discussion ;  nevertheless,  fearing  lest  my  silence  should  be 
misconstrued,  I  am  happy  to  avow  my  principle,  and  pro- 
claim that  I  am  a  Eoman  Catholic,  which  I  take  to  be  the 
information  you  strive,  in  a  roundabout  way,  to  come  at.'* 

Epiminandos  reddened,  but  in  tone  of  a  bully  exclaimed : 

*^  By  Jingo !  I  guessed  as  much ;  your  name,  like  the 
Gallileans',  betrays  you." 

Hugh  smiled  pleasantly.  "  I'm  beholden  to  you,  sir, 
for  compliment,  albeit  I  had  been  taught  it  was  his 
accent,  not  his  name,  which  betrayed  the  greatest  of  our 
saints." 

"  Pooh,  you  needn't  raise  a  quibble  on*t ;  you  know  well 
enough  what  I  mean; — and,  faith,  your  accent  is  to  the  full 
as  damning  as  ever  Peter's  was." 

Hugh  covered  his  face  with  a  hand  broad  as  a  shield  to 
indulge  the  mirth  he  could  not  repress,  yet  did  not  like 
to  exhibit. 

Ensign  Lycurgus,  anxious  to  sling  his  small  stone  at 
the  pyramid,  in  the  hope  of  displacing^  or  at  least  shaking 
the  leviathan,  said :  ^*  Egad,  *tis  a  bad  name  you  own  to,  at 
any  rate.    If  it  were  mine  I'd  change  it," 

"  What  you  say  is  true,  sir,"  responded  Hugh,  proudly, 
rearing  his  head.  "  Mine  is  not  a  name  in  good  repute 
with  Government,  since  no  name  in  the  country  is  so 
deeply  branded  with  what  English  statesmen  stigmatise 
as  rebellion.  History,  that  babbling  tell-tale,  records  that 
the  0 'Byrnes  were  the  last  of  the  native  chieftains  who 
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disputed  with  England  for  their  country's  independence, 
and  with  few  exceptions  the  only  ones  upon  whose  escut- 
cheon the  stigma  of  treason  to  their  native  land  or  to  their 
friends  never  rested.  Yes,  the  O'Bymes  were  the  last  to 
lay  down  their  arms  in  their  ooimtry's  cause." 

^*  And  would  be  the  first  to  take  them  up  again,"  cried 
Sesostiis,  watching  for  the  moment  to  fling  his  pebble,  and 
rudely  interrupting  the  speaker. 

"  Why  not  P  Would  you  not  be  proud  yourself  to  be  a 
patriot?'* 

**  Me  a  patriot ! — a  rebel  I "  yelled  Sesostris,  with  a  look 
of  unutterable  indignation. 
"  A  patriot  need  not  be  a  rebel,"  suggested  Hugh. 
"  It's  all  one ;  a  patriot  is  a  rebel,"  stoutly  retorted 
Sesostris.     ''  I'm  a  loyal  man,  and  the  king's  my  cause." 
Hugh  sighed ;  he  felt  it  was  too  true.     Patriotism  in 
Ireland  was  synonymous  with  rebellion  when  the  interests 
of  the  two  countries  clashed ;  the  stronger  beat  down  the 
weaker,  and  the  writhing  efforts  of  the  latter  to  rise  from 
beneath  the  heel  that  crushed  her  was  denominated  re- 
Bistanoe — rebellion. 

The  stentorian  voice  of  Mr.  Pomfret,  who  had  had  enough 
of  an  argument  in  which  he  took  no  present  interest,  and 
which  delayed  a  transaction  in  which  he  was  interested, 
was  heard  exclaiming : 

"  Hold,  my  lad ;  ye've  said  yer  say,  an*  let  the  rest 
wait,  while  this  gentleman  and  I  settle  the  matter  in  hand. 
Now,  sir*' — he  turned  to  Hugh — "this  is  my  proposal, 
fair  an'  square.  If  I  get  the  boy's  indentures  cancelled  for 
you ;— see,  here's  a  paper  I'm  getting  signatures  to,  to 
oblige  my  good  friend.  Lord  Castlereagh,  who  thinks  it 
Would  be  a  good  thing  for  the  interest  of  the  country  to 
bring  about  the  Union.  I  don't  deny  that  I  expect  to  be 
paid  for  the  votes  I  bring  in.  So  you  see  it  is  a  business 
transaction.  Just  be  so  good,  as  I  know  you're  a  man  of 
i&ark,  and  related  to  Mr.  Byrne  of  Cabinteely,  just  to 
^te  your  name  here,  and  promise  to  get  me  all  the  votes 
ye  can.  Andy" — to  his  youngest  daughter — "  run  fetch 
the  pen  and  ink,  my  posy. 
"  Nay,  do  not  take  the  trouble,''    quickly  responded 
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Hugh,  rifling.  '*  If  sach  be  your  terms,  sir,  I  most  decline 
them:  I  cannot  subscribe  my  assent  to  a  measure  which 
every  honest  man  protests  against,  as  fraught  with  dis- 
aster to  the  nation." 

"Oh,  hang  your  scruples!"  growled  Mr.  Pomfret, 
yexed,  but  too  great  a  diplomatist  to  be  put  out.  "  I'm 
a  plain,  straightforward  man,  and  can't  see  with  such  cute 
eyes  what  mighty  mischiefs  to  come  of  it ;  anyhow,  a  vote 
more  or  less  doesn't  signify ;  an'  since  that  bargain  doesn't 
suit  ye,  maybe  another  will.  Now,  all  I  want,  as  I  dare- 
say you're  an  United  Irishman,  is  an  introduction  to  the 
friends  of  whatever  centre  you  belong  to.  Here  in  Bridge- 
street  the  society  is  complete,  and  can  admit  no  more:  so 
my  friend  Eeynolds  told  me." 

The  trap  set  before  Hugh  was  so  flimsily  concealed, 
or  rather  so  plain  to  view,  that  it  needed  but  small  discern- 
ment for  seeing  and  shunning  it.  Simply  wondering, 
does  the  man  take  me  for  a  fool  or  a  villain,  Hugh  replied : 
*'  1  am  not  an  United  Irishman,  nor  do  I  belong  to  any 
society  of  such,  though  solicited  by  Captain  Armstrong 
and  your  friend  Mr.  lleynolds  for  my  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject, which  I  freely  gave,  that  I  have  no  faith  in  their 
success.  I  therefore  am  not  in  a  position  to  comply  with 
your  wish." 

"Humph ! "  grunted  Mr.  Pomfret,  viewing  Hugh  with 
disfavour ;  "  you  don't  trust  meP — ^I  suppose  you  think  I'd 
let  the  cat  out  o'  the  bag.  You  don't  believe  I  could  make 
other  capital  out  of  it  that  would  hurt  nobody,  while  it 
would  serve  me.  Well,  I  can't  help  you.  Here,  put  your 
name  to  this  I.O.U.  for  fifty  pounds  and  ye  shall  have 
the  boy." 

Hugh  was  not  so  well  off  in  worldly  circumstances  as 
to  feel  quixotic  enough  to  distress  himself  by  purchasing 
the  freedom  of  a  boy  of  whom  he  knew  nothing,  and  in 
whom  alone  he  felt  interested  by  his  mother's  story  and 
the  lad's  own  ingenuous  countenance ;  so  without  the 
remotest  intention  of  striking  such  a  bargain,  he  merely 
said:  "I'm  sorry  I  can't  do  it;"  and  he  turned  and 
looked  some  time  at  Mr.   Damcr,  to  intimate  that  they 
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miglit  as  Tf  ell  be  going ;  but  Damer,  otherwise  deciphering 
the  look,  clapped  his  hand  on  his  fob,  and  exclaimed : 

*•  My  dear  sir,  you  needn't  look  to  me  to  help  you  in 
money  matters ;  command  me  in  all  else,  but  to  save  a  man 
from  the  gallows  I  wouldn't  lend  my  money,  or  go  security, 
or  any  such  desperate  thing." 

"  Excuse  me,"  interrupted  Hugh,  '*  I  did  not  think  of 
asking  if 

"  No,  sir ;  of  course  you  didn't ;  I  only  thought  you  looked 
at  me.  Sir,  I'd  be  sorry  to  lose  in  your  opinion ;  so  let  me 
say  I'm  no  miser.  You  saw  my  house  and  the  style  of  my 
living  in  Merrion-square ;  I  spare  nothing  on  my  family 
an'  myself — ^why  should  I P  I'm  proud  to  say,  like  my 
friend  Toby,  I  earned  it  hard,  an'  began  life  as  low  down 
on  the  ladder." 
"  No,  ye  didn't,"  hallooed  Toby,  getting  excited. 
"  Yes,  I  did,"  bellowed  Damer,  waxing  wroth.  "  Don't  I 
remember  when  I  was  a  kid,  in  praskeen  apron  an'  brown 
paper  cap,  cutting  pork  chops  and  weighing  sausages  for 
customers,  in  Brown  and  Clark's,  the  victuallers,  of 
Francis-street.  Many's  the  shin  o'  bacon  them  hands  cut, 
that  now  can  show  rings  o'  goold  on  'em,"  holding  up  a 
red  fist  to  be  admired. 

"I  thought  you  were  related  to  the  Portarlingtons, 
Tom  ?  "  sneered  Mrs.  Pomfret,  ashamed  of  such  low  begin- 
nings exposed  to  a  stranger,  whom  she  had  meant  to 
impress  with  a  due  sense  of  the  Pomfret  consequence. 

'*  Ma'am,  like  Toby,  I  disown  my  parentage  that  dis- 
owned me.  It's  only  my  wife  and  Caroline  strive  to  hang 
upon  the  peg  out  o'  their  reach — more  fools  they ! " 
cried  Damer,  fiercely  ;  and  in  the  hurry  and  vehemence  of 
the  combatants,  emulous  of  proving  each  his  claim  to 
have  graduated  from  the  lowest  rung  of  the  ladder,  re- 
versing the  knightly  vaunt  of  being  sprung  from  the 
highest,  the  door  again  creaked  open,  and  a  fat,  roly-poly 
of  a  child,  about  seven  years  old,  in  plaid  frock  and 
thick  feet,  cased  half-way  up  his  brawny  legs  in  coarse 
blue  woollen  socks  and  heavy  shoes,  came  lumbering  in, 
pouting,  blubbering,  and  with  dirty  fingers  indented  into 
Us  eyes  and  smearing  his  squat  red  cheeks,  giving  tokens 
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of  trouble  diBtresfiing  his  juvenile  mindy  for  which  he  came 
to  seek  alleviation. 

'*  Ib  that  Joe  ?  What  alls  ye,  my  Highlandher ; — eh, 
what's  my  habby  eryin'  for  ? "  demand&i  Mr.  Pomfiret, 
while  Mrs.  Pomfret  held  out  her  hand  to  her  brother 
Charley's  son  and  heir,  whom  she  had  consented  to  bring 
up,  as  his  mother,  a  Papist,  it  was  feared,  would  have  in- 
stilled into  him  her  own  principles.  ''Come,  Sonny, 
tell  aunty  what  ails  ye." 

"  Oo— oo— 00 — !  I  lost  my  ball  in  the  sthraw  up  the  loft. 
Oo — 00 — 00 ! "  mournfully  wailed  the  afflicted  innocent. 

"Tut,  man,  is  it  a  man  like  you  cryin'[for  thatP'' 
scoffed  Mr.  Pomfret.  "  Dry  your  eyes ;  there's  a  good 
boy.  Don't  cry,  an'  I'll  buy  you  a  soord  to  kill  the  rebels." 
Joe^  brightened,  and  suspended  lamentations,  while  he 
looked  eagerly  up. 

"  WiU  ye,  tho',  Uncle  Toby.  Me'd  like  to  kill  the 
rebels ; — ^but  where'll  I  find  them  P  "^said  the  engaging  crea- 
ture, with  charming  innocence. 

**  Faith,  Til  take  ye  with  me  down  to  Beresford's  riding- 
school,  where  ye'U  have  plenty  of  'em,"  grinned  the  de- 
lighted Pomfret; — ** plenty  of  rebels  and  croppies,  my 
young  soldier,  to  practise  on." 

"  Me'd  sooner  'ave  a  gun  to  shoot  'em,"  spoke  up  the 
infant  soldier,  gazing  wistfully  through  his  tear-sprent 
lashes  at  the  faces  of  his  admiring  kinsfolk. 

"  So  you  shall,  then,  my  Trojan,  'ave  a  soord  an'  a  gun 
both,"  said  Mr.  Damer.  "Now,  what  do  you  say  to 
that  P  " 

"  And  how  soon  will  we  go,  unker,  to  kill  'em  P  " 

**  Ain't  he  a  fine  boy ;  ain't  he  just  the  miniature  of  an 
officer  in  regimentals  P  "  cried  the  exhilarated  Mr.  Damer, 
something  after  the  manner  of  Squeers  exhibiting  his  pro- 
mising o^pring. 

Eu^h,  extremely  disgusted,  said,  severely :  "  Do  you 
think  it  well  as  a  Christian,  sir,  that  the  earliest  lesson  n- 
culcated  and  established  in  the  mind  of  a  child  shouldbe 
one  training  him  to  emulate  the  inhumanity  of  a  Nero  or 
a  Domitian  ? — to  forget  that  man  was  his  fellow-oreatuie, 
and " 
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"Oh,  bosh  ! — stuff,  you  Papists !  '*  roared  Mr.  Pom- 
fret,  furiously.  "  Here,  you  go  an'  out  the  oat's  tail  off,  only 
mind  she  doesn't  bite  or  scratch  you;  "  handing  his  pen- 
knife to  the  child,  and  preparing  to  leave  the  room. 
"One  "word  more,  sir,  before  I  go.  Money's  money,  an' 
I  don't  like  to  lose '  any  offer — tain't  lucky.  What  will 
you  offer  me  for  the  boy,  in  reason  ?" 

Hugh  thought  a  moment ; — somehow  he  began  to  feel  more 
interest  in  the  youth.  He  thought  what  a  den  it  was  from 
whioh  he  might  be  rescued,  and  he  felt  as  though  it  were  a 
duty  he  was  called  upon  to  perform  in  his  reigard.  Yet 
money  was  scarce  enough  with  him ;  so,  bluntly  he  an- 
sweredy  yet  (such  is  human  nature)  half  hoping  Pomfret 
would  refuse  it,  and  feeling  he  would  be  exonerated  from 
doing  more  than  his  means  allowed : 
**  At  a  word,  twenty  pounds." 

Pomfret  was  satisfied.  Hugh  handed  him  a  check  for 
the  amount,  and  was  taking  his  hat  to  leave  the  room,  with 
Pomfret  and  Damer,  to  call  on  Watkins,  when  Sardana- 
palus^  in  blandest  tone,  rising  again,  addressed  him : 

"  I  think,  my  dear  sir,  if  you  would  honour  me  by  com- 
iog  to  my   church  on  the  next  Sabbath,  and  hear  me 
expound  the  Scripture,  I  could  enlighten  you,  and  con- 
vince your  understanding  of  the  errors  imposed  upon  you 
by  the  Church  of  Bome.     I'm  sure  one  of  your  mental 
cahbre  would  not,  from  mere  obstinacy,  persevere  like  the 
ignorant  vulgar,  in  hugging  delusions  and  superstitions, 
derogatory  to  manly  sense  and  reason.     Hence,  in  a  spirit 
of  true  frtttemal  love,  I  invite  you  to  come  hear  me ;  and 
should  I  succeed,  as  I  have  no  doubt,  in  making  a  convert 
of  you,  what  a  recompense  it  will  be  for  my  labour,  what 
an  edification  to  my  flock,  what  a  triumph  to  the  Church, 
what  an  advantage  to  your  own  interest ! " 
Hugh  heard  him  patiently  to  the  end,  then  said  ^ 
"  Sir,  it  would  seem  to  me  that  the  first  requisite  in 
those  who  would  profess  to  instruct  others  is  knowledge 
themselves  of  that  which  they  would  impart.    In  humility^ 
the  fundamental  basis  of  every  virtue,  without   which 
there  neither  can  be  faith — for  the  proud  man  wiU  only 
believe  so  much  as  in  the  light  of  his  reason  it  \>ldaAQ^ 
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him  to  belidve-^nor  hope  nor  charity,  which  are  grounded 
upon  faith,  you  seem  to  be  sadly  deficient.  Now,  let  me 
tell  you,  the  poor  peasant  that  ploughs  the  glebe,  knows 
more  of  religion  than  you  could  teach  him  or  me ;  he  might 
not>  perhaps,  more  than  myself,  be  competent  to  discuss 
abstxiise  divinity  or  subtle  questions;  but  in  his  know- 
ledge of  simple  Christian  dogmas,  and  practice  of  Chris- 
tian virtues  his  knowledge  is  sufficient  to  secure  his 
happiness  here  and  his  salvation  hereafter.  What  more 
does  he  want  ?  For  the  rest,  there  has  been  of  our  family 
but  one  who,  clinging  to  this  world's  paltry  things,  suf- 
fered himself  to  be  intimidated  or  seduced  into  the  pro- 
fession of  a  Church  in  which  he  had  no  faith.  Let  me 
hope  that  the  first  and  last  apostate  of  our  line  is  buried 
with  him.    I  wish  you  good-morning." 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

THE     CRUCIAL     TEST. 

*'  Thiukeftt  thou  there  dwells  no  courage  but  in  breasts 
That  let  their  mail  against  the  ringing  spears, 
When  helmets  are  struck  down  ?    Youth  mav  not  loiter  now 
In  the  green  walks  of  spring,  and  womanhooa 
Is  summoned  unto  connict,  heretofore 
The  lot  of  warrior  souls." 

Siege  of  rafc/i/*ci— Hemaxs. 

"There's  the  post!"  exclaimed  Miss  Fanny  Warbeck 
Higgenboggan,  laying  down  her  spectacles  and  the  morn- 
ing paper,  which  she  was  just  in  the  act  of  perusing, 
when  the  loud  "  rat-tat "  of  the  letter-carrier,  reverber- 
ating sonorously  through  the  silent  mansion,  made  itself 
heard  in  the  drawingroom.  '^  I  wonder  what  news  shall 
we  hate  of  Jeremiah  to-day,  Sophy  ?  "  And  as  she  said 
this,  John  the  gloomy  butler,  entered  and  presented 
a  letter  on  a  sUver  salver,  which  Miss  Fanny  took,  glanced 
at,  and  only  waited  for  the  servant  to  quit  the  room  to 
turn  to  her  sister  and  utter  the  monosyllable,  "  Dead  ! ' 
as  she  held  up  the  black  seal  in  confirmation  of  her 
announoement. 
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f  **  Break  the  seal  and  read  it,  Fanny/'  said  Miss  Sophy, 
putting,  down  the  fat  pug  dog  from  her  lap. 

She  did  not  look  disturbed  or  excited  by  theintelligenoe, 
no  casual  eye  would  have  guessed  that  the  self-possessed 
lady  took  even  the  ordinary  interest  that  one  might  be 
supposed  to  feel  for  even  a  distant  aoquaintanoe,  in  the 
calm,  dry  tone,  with  which  she  heard  the  tidings  r  in 
which,  nevertheless,  she  was  deeply  concerned.  But  Miss 
Warbeck  was  too  matter-of-fact  to  express  surprise  at  an 
event  which  she  had  been  long  expecting,  and  too  diffuifled 
to  exhibit  any  emotion  she  might  have  experienced  upon 
the  occasion* 

» 

''  The  letter  is  directed  in  another  hand,  too,"  said  Miss 
Fanny,  whose  lips  twitched  a  little  as  she  opened  it,  and 
with  strong,  steady  voice  read : 

15  Great  Strafid-street,  London. 
"  Madam, — It  is  with  extreme  regret  I  have  to  inform 
vou  of  the  death  of  your  brother,  Mr.  Jeremiah  Higgen- 
boggan,  which  melancholy  event  took  place  on  the  morning 
of  the  6th  inst.  As  executor  to  his  last  will  and  testament, 
I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  you  and  your  sister  have 
been  each  left  seven  thousand  pounds  in  the  funds ;  and 
to  his  niece,  Miss  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  the  residue  of  his 
wealth,  fifty  thousand  poimds,  with  his  house,  plate, 
furniture,  carriage  and  horses — ^but  acting  on  your  wise 
suggestion,  subject  to  the  conditions  that  sue  conforms  to 
the  Church  of  England,  failing  in  which,  she  is  cut  oif 
with  a  shilling,  and  the  money  and  effects  be  appropri- 
ately vested  in  the  cause  of  several  charities,  to  wit,  the 
Ipswich  Grammar  School,  the  London  Hospitsd  for  Found- 
lings,  and  the  founding  of  an  institution  for  the  main- 
tenance of  superannuated  horses,  donkeys,  and  stray  dogs 
Awaiting,  madam,  your  commands  and  instructions,  I 

have  the  honour  to  remain,  yours, 

'•Oadwalbbk  Eugby.'' 

An  Miss  Fanny  concluded  the  epistle  she  looked  with 
serious  visage,  somewhat  blank  in  expression,  at  her  sister. 
Miss  Sophy  s  satuniine  visage  betrayed  a  flickering  glow 
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of  satisfaotion  as  she  said,  holding  a  fan  between  her  and 
the  fire,  for  the  daj  was  raw  and  cheerless:  ''Seven 
thousand  pounds  a  piece  to  us ! — that  was  handsome  of  poor 
Jeremiah ;  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Fanny,  I  didn't  think 
he'd  have  left  us  anything,  men  are  such  queer  creatures, 
and  poor  Jerry  was  always  so  odd." 

"Well,*'  returned  Fanny,  "I  always  felt  sure  he'd  leave 
us  something  nice,  for  he  was  a  good-hearted  poor  fellow ; — 
but  Fm  sorry  about  Alphonse.'* 

"Why  so  P — she  has  been  left  the  bulk  of  the  property,  as 
I  always  knew  she  would ;  he  never  disguised  his  mtentions; 
he  was  infatuated  about  that  child.'' 

^*  You  see  he  was  grateful  to  the  father  and  mother  for 
having  nursed  him  through  that  bad  typhus  fever,  and  in 
his  convalescence  rescuing  him,  at  risk  of  their  own  lives, 
from  the  house  when  it  caught  fire ;  indeed  I  think  the  inju- 
ries he  received  did  ultimately  cause  her  father's  death. ' 

"  But  he  doesn't  say  a  word  about  the  boy  Patrick," 
said  Miss  Sophy. 

**  No ;  he  never  forgave  his  running  away  from  Oxford, 
and  becoming  a  priest. — But  about  Alphonse :  you  see  the 
clause  in  the  will,  I'm  afraid,  may  damage  her.  I'm  soiry 
we  interfered." 

*'Not  at  all,  Fanny,"  replied  Miss  Higgenboggan, 
tartly  ;  "  it  was  the  only  means  left  to  overcome  the  ob- 
stinacy of  the  girl ;  and  don't  suppose  she's  such  a  fool  as 
to  persevere  in  folly,  to  the  detriment  of  her  own  interest ; 
at  the  same  time,  I'll  be  candid  enough  to  admit  I  didn't 
think  Jerry  would  have  come  to  such  a  cracked  conclusion. 
I  bad  anticipated  his  leaving  the  money  in  our  hands — at 
least,  during  our  lives — to  be  applied  at  our  discretion,  for 
her  benefit :  that  is  the  only  clause  with  which  I  am  dis- 
satisfied ; — ^but  Jerry  had  always  a  slate  o£f :  only  think  of 
a  foundling  hospital,  a  grammar  school,  and  livexy-stables 
swallowing  up  fifty  thousand  pounds,  and  whatever  more 
his  effectsMng,  in  the  contingency  of  Alphonse  proving 
obstinate.    What's  she  doing  now  ?  " 

**  She  has  been  all  the  morning  engaged  with  the  drees- 
maker,  giving  directions  about  her  wedding  outfit.  It 
Beams  to  me  all  frippery  and  gew-gaw ;  she  is  getting,  for 


THE  CRUCIAL  T£ST.  ]6) 

instance^  a  Leghorn  hat,  trimmed  with  amber  satiiij  and 
bird-of-paradise  plume ;  white  bombazine  dinner  dress,  fan- 
dangoed with  fringe  and  ribbons;  lilao  silk  soarf,  pale 
blue  tabinet  promenade  dress,  and  petticoats  all  trimmed 
with  laoe ;  and  when  I  reasoned  with  her,  and  said  a 
couple  of  good  stuff  gowns,  and  some  chintz  caliooes,  with 
one  or  two  good  dark-coloured  silk  dresses,  brown  oi 
purple,  would  be  so  much  more  useful,  she  answered,  with 
a  pert  snule,  that  she  liked  to  get  what  was  both  useful 
and  pretty,  and  woidd  become  her,  as  she  would  not  like 
Gfxuldford  to  think  her  a  dowdy.'' 

"Just  like  her,"  observed  Miss  Warbeck;  *'all  for 
show.  For  my  part,  I  never  saw  the  day  I  would  put 
beauty  in  competition  with  utility." 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  Alphonse  would  tell  you  she  could  com- 
bine them,"  cried  Miss  Fanny,  derisively;  "at  any  rate, 
let  us  send  for  her,  till  we  know  how  she  will  taJce  the 
news  we  have  for  her.  Somehow,  my  mind  misgives  me, 
she  is  such  a  wilful  being ; — ring  the  bell,  Sophy ! " 

Sophy  obeyed,  and  presently  a  tall,  lathy  woman,  of 
about  five-and-thirty,  with  yellow  complexion,  nose  that 
described  a  triangle,  large  mouth,  and  slow,  scrutinising 
eyes,  alternately  bold  and  furtive,  came  softly  in. 

"  Did  ye  ring,  ma'am  ?  John's  gone  to  the  brewers 
to  send  home  the  beer." 

^'Yes,  Betty;  eo  and  tell  Miss  Alphonse  I  wish  to 
speak  to  her,"  said  Miss  Warbeck. 

Exit  Betty  Jolly ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  Alphonse  came 
in,  with  a  white  cambric  handkerchief,  which  she  was 
prettily  embroidering  with  snowdrops;  she  held  it  up, 
saying: 

Do  you  like  that.  Aunt  Sophy  ?  " 
What's  the  good  of  it.    Wasn't  the  handkerchief  very 
good  without  it  ?  "  was  the  philosophic  response. 

Alphonse  knew  her  aunt  too  well  to  be  disappointed,  so 
she  only  said : 

"  I  tnink  it  looks  pretty ;  don't  you  P  " 

^'  I  see  no  particular  beauty  in  it.  I  like  rich  substan- 
tial articles,  that  demonstrate  sense,  and  affluence,  and 
comfort^  such  as  ^ood  silks  and  costly  jewels ;  but  for  the 
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tinsel  and  claptrap  cf  apparel,  or  suoh  things  as  flowers 
and  gimcraoks,  with  which  some  people  are  fond  of  litter- 
ing their  drawingrooms,  I  have  no  taste ; — however,  that's 
not  what  I  now  want  to  say  to  you.  Guildford  Colandisk 
is  a  lucky  man ;  I  hope  he  will  deserve  it,  since  you  are 
bent  upon  the  folly.    Your  Uncle  Jeremiah  is  dead ! " 

Alphonse  for  a  moment  stood  silent,  with  lips  apart ; 
then  her  eyes  dimmed  with  tears,  and  in  low  tone  she 
murmured : 

"  Poor  Uncle  Jeremiah  !  " 

"  There,  you  needn't  act  the  sentimental,"  cried  Miss 
Fanny ;  *•  you  know  we  have  been  long  expecting  it. 
Asthma,  though  slow,  is  sure  to  kill  in  the  end ;  besides/ 
you  haven't  seen  him  for  years,  and  he  has  provided  for 
you  handsomely,  as  we  always  knew  he  would.  There, 
read  that  letter." 

"  Oh,  aunty,  if  it  were  only  for  all  his  goodness  to  me, 
I  loved  him,  and  am  sorry  for  him/'  sobbed  Alphonse, 
sitting  down  to  read  the  letter,  which,  tearfully  and  slowly, 
she  £d  to  the  end,  while  her  aunts  watched  h^r  counte-' 
nance  to  see  the  effect  made  upon  her  by  its  contents. 
They  were  not  long  in  suspense :  one  so  unsophisticated 
could  not  long  disguise  her  emotions  :  a  very  evident  cloud 
of  disappointment  settled  upon  her  brow  and  saddened 
every  feature ;  yet,  when  sh^  came  to  the  end,  she  made 
no  other  sign,  but  sat  with  the  letter  resting  on  her  knee. 

'*  Well,  isn't  that  good  of  Uncle  JeremiaL  ? "  exclaimed 
Miss  Warbeck,  superbly.  "  All  at  once  our  poor  ward  ia 
become  a  wealthy  heiress." 

Alphonse  burst  into  tears.  '^  Uncle  Jeremiah  meant 
well,  aunt,''  she  sobbed ;  "  but  it's  no  use,  and  I  wouldn't 
have  cared  for  myself ;  but  poor  Guildford  will  be  so  dis- 
appointed." 

<^  Disappointed  at  what,  child?  "  cried  the  aunts,  simul- 
taneously. *^  At  getting  a  girl  with  fifty  thousand  pounds,  a 
fine  house  in  London,  carriage,  &c. — ^is  it  raving  you  are  ? " 

"  Oh !  I  can't,  I  can't !  you  know,  aunty,  I  cannot," 

sighed  Alphonse,  piteously;  "why  did  you  do  such  an 

unkind  thing,  aunt,  as  to  get  Uncle  Jeremiah  to  make  such 

a  will;  oughtn'tjpoor  me  tp  have  been  more  to  you  than 

anything  ? '' 
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Don't  be  taking  leave  of  your  senses,  Alphonse/'  oried 
MissWarbeckyaathoritatiyely;  and,  as  she  spoke,  the  door 
opened  and  Ghuldford  Colandisk  came  smiling  in ;  but  upon 
the  threshold  he  stood  transfixed  at  seeing  the  perturbed 
aspect  of  the  group— the  Misses  Warbeck  veiy  ruffled  and 
his  fiancee  in  tears.  The  elder  ladies,  finding  they  had 
now  an  auxiliary  to  sustain  them,  cordially  welcomed  the 
young  man,  exdaiming  as  they  shook  hands : 

'*  Isn't  this  a  nice  ado  about  nothing,  Ghuldford  ?  We're 
so  glad  you've  come !  Just  look  at  Alphonse,  the  state 
she's  in  because,  forsooth,  she  can't  have  fifty  thousand 
pounds  unless  she  goes  to  church — did  you  ever  know 
auoh  folly  P    What  a  nice  wife  she^ll  make." 

Alphonse  stood  up,  came  over,  and  put  her  hand  into 
that  of  the  perplexed  Colandisk,  saying  the  while,  in  ac- 
cents low  and  tremulous : 

"  It's  a  great  disappointment,  Guildford ;  but  'tis  not  for 
myself  I  feel  it ;  and  if  I  thought  you  would  not  I'd  be  as 
happy  as  ever.'' 

Gmldford  looked  more  puzzled  at  the  Misses  Warbeck, 
with  a  shade  of  gloom  pervading  bis  countenance.  Miss 
Fanny  said : 

''  We  have  just  received  intelligence  of  the  death  of  our 
dear  brother  Jeremiah.  He  made  a  will,  poor  fellow,  re- 
membering us  very  handsomely,  but  leaving  Alphonse 
fifty  thousand  pounds,  and  his  house  and  carriage  in 
London,  subject  to  the  condition,  I  see  by  a  postcript  I  had 
overlooked  in  the  executor's  letter,  of  her  conforming  within 
one  month  from  the  date  thereof — and  there's  the  whole 
cause  of  her  childish  temper." 

At  this  announcement,  Colandisk  cut  a  caper  that  rather 
astonished  the  staid  Miss  Warbeck.  His  brow  cleared, 
seizing  Alphonse  in  his  arms,  he  embraced  her  rapturously, 
crying  aloud  in  ecstasy : 

**  We'll  set  the  church  bells  ringing,  make  the  cathedral 
shake,  and  the  parson  stare  what  time  we  trip  to  the 
wedding ! — ^hurrah  !  hurrah !  Give  me  something,  I  pray, 
to  drink  to  the  pious,  glorious,  and  immortal  memory  of 
Jeremiah  Warbeck  Higgenboggan,  my  betrothed  wife,  and 
her  excellent  aunts,  whom  from  this  day  henceforth  are  to 


170  THE  CRUCIAL  TBST. 

be  my  kith  and  kin."  Here  the  parrot,  who  had  been  all 
the  morning  slumbering  drowsily  on  his  perch,  stirred  up 
by  the  exhilarating  commotion,  shook  himself,  surveyed 
the  group  with  winking  eyes,  then  vented  his  ideas  in 
drowsy^  guttural  speech : 

"  Green  gooseberries !  ha,  ha,  ha !  Betty,  don't  let  on 
I  toult  ye.  Fine  Garlingford  oysters !  John,  where's  the 
brandy  P"  And  with  a  furious  whistle,  and  mocking  laugh, 
the  feathered  biped  subsided  into  contemplation. 

*'  That's  an  extraordinary  bird,''  said  Miss  Sophy ;  '^  he 

*  picks  up  everything  he  hears ;  and  the  worst  of  that  is, 

our  servants  tell  us  he  learns  to  say  what  he  shouldn't 

from  the  bad  boys  in  the  street,  which  is  very  unpleasant." 

**  Very  ! "  exclaimed  Guildford,  turning  to  gaze  upon  Al- 
phonse,  who,  having  disengaged  himself  from  his  caress, 
was  now  standing,  sad  and  pensive,  looking  with  dreamy 
eyes  at  the  mizzling  rain  blurring  the  window  panes,  and 
trickling  in  large  cold  drops  down  the  crystal  surface. 
Guildford  addressed  her : 

**  Well,  lady  fair,  let  who  will  mourn,  we  have  subject 
for  rejoicing ;  wherefore,  cheer  up,  my  sweet !  and  let  me 
see  again  upon  your  cheek  the  roses,  and  in  your  eyes  the 
sunbeams  that  wooed  and  won  my  heart.  Your  good 
uncle  must  be  happy  in  the  good  he  has  left  behind  him 
in  making  us  two  happy — bless  the  fine  old  soul !  I'm 
only  sorry  a  necessary  interval  of  mourning  must,  in  defer- 
ence to  etiquette,  delay  our  bliss ;  but  we'll  make  it  as 
short  as  we  can." 

Alphonse  turned  and  gazed  full  upon  the  young  man, 
whose  visage,  beaming  with  smiles  and  admiration,  was 
rivetted  upon  her.  She  had  been  deeply  musing ;  for  be- 
neath all  her  gay  exterior  there  was  a  stratum  of  profound 
wisdom,  hidden  by  a  luxuriant  overgrowth  of  wild  verdure, 
which,  when  stripped  away  by  wintry  floods,  or  scorching 
heat,  would  be  revealed.  She  felt  that  now,  at  once 
and  for  ever,  she  must  open  her  mind,  and  leave  no 
doubt  upon  his,  of  the  future.  It  was  an  ordeal  fiery 
and  bitter  that  was  set  full  before  her,  a  trial  of  strength 
with  a  great  temptation,  whose  issue  must  be  victor;  or 
defeat — an  inexorable  extremity  which  for  her  could  admit 
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of  no  eompromise.  What  might  be  the  sequel  she 
could  not  ooDJeoture,  but  she  was  not  at  liberty  to  ohoose. 
Ghieving  for  the  pain  she  must  infliot  upon  one  dearly 
loredy  farembling  for  the  possible  consequence  to  herself, 
she  at  length  spoke^  and  her  once  joyous  accents  vibrated 
and  quivered : 

"  Dear  Guildford,  do  not  blame  me,  I  cannot  help  my- 
self. It  is  better  I  should  at  once  undeceive  you:  you 
know  I  am  a  Eoman  Catholic." 

**  Well,  what  about  it  ?  "  eagerly  cried  Colandisk ;  "  be 
it  as  long  as  you  please;  but  that  needn't  hinder  your 
complying  with  a  matter  of  form — showing  yourself  once 
at  church  and  complying  with  whatever  other  nonsensical 
crotchet  the  law  requires." 

Alphonse,  smiUng  sadly  at  the  lax  notions  of  her  suitor, 
shook  her  head,  and  answered  : 

'^  I  cannot,  Guildford ;  I  should  have  to  make  an  act  of 
recantation,  which  would  at  once  cut  me  off  from  my  own 
Church,  and  involve  me  in  the  penalty  of  excommunica* 
tion  ;  1  dare  not  do  that." 

The  cloud  returned  to  the  brow  of  Colandisk ;  but  this 
time  it  was  charged  with  electricity,  prognostic  of  thunder. 

"  Why,  what  an  intolerant  Church  is  yours ! "  he 
wrathfuUy  exclaimed :  ''  enough,  Alphonse,  to  make  one 
hate  it." 

"Nay,  Guildford,  nay,"  interposed  Alphonse,  with  voice 
new  strung,  and  eye  reanimated  by  the  energy  of  excite- 
ment, ^'  my  Church  cannot  help  herself  more  than  I,  else 
would  she  ohoose  poverty,  misery,  and  persecution,  where 
she  might  have  worldly  honour  and  riches.  No ;  but  she 
alone  is  the  repository  of  truth,  which  she  must  both 
teach  and  confess :  she  cannot  give  sanction  to  her  children 
to  go  astray,  to  forswear  themselves,  or  for  any  temporal 
interest  to  play  the  cheat,  to  give  the  lie  to  her  doctrine, 
or  to  endorse  for  one  instant,  by  one  act,  a  collusion  with 
heresy.  Alas !  I  fear  me  I  appeed  in  vain  to  minds  pre- 
judiced and  closed  against  argument,  nevertheless,  I  cannot 
hehvit ;  I  must  but  suffer." 

Sorrowfully  her  gaze  declined  before  the  eyes  oonoen- 
trated  upon  her,  and  the  stem  faces,  unmoUified  by  one 
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relenting  feature.    Golandisk  spoke ;  his  accents  were  low 
and  hollow : 

"  I  had  thought  you  loved  me,  Alphonse  ? — at  least  you 
beguiled  me  into  the  belief.'^ 

*'0h !  that  you  would  ever  doubt  it,  Guildford,  would  be 
the  bitterest  pain  of  all.  Ask  me  for  any  test,  for  any  proof 
of  my  truth,  but  that  which  must  compromise  my  sOul, 
and  freely  I  make  it.  If  to  go  with  you  into  exile,  to  live 
in  toil,  poverty,  or  sickness,  yours,  yours  only ! — faithful, 
and  true  !  I  can  do  it  without  a  murmur,  and  be  happy. 
God  with  us,  we  would  prosper,  and  never  have  to  mourn 
or  regret  a  sacrifice  we  made  for  Him.'* 

"  Thank  you ;  how  shall  I  ever  hope  to  requite  such 
disinterested  affection?''  returned  Golandisk,  in  a  tone 
that  made  her  recoil  heart-struck,  and  gaze  as  one  fasci- 
nated with  mingled  dread  and  wonder  upon  his  altered 
physiognomy,  thinking  within  herself — "  Is  this  Guildford  ?" 
"  xou  offer  kindly  to  share  penury  with  me,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  accents  of  cutting  sarcasm ;  *'  but  let  it  not 
surprise  you,  dear  girl,  that  I,  whose  aspirations  and  tastes 
are  formed  in  quite  another  mould,  should  be  reluctant, 
even  for  your  bright  smiles,  to  descend  to  the  level  of  the 
herd,  wear  hodden  gray,  dine  off  yellow  ware — the  cottager's 
delight — ^and  experience  all  the  other  abominations  of 
vulgar  poverty.  You  would  not  expect  it,  my  sweet  Al- 
phonse?'^ he  added,  with  relaxing  snule,  ignited  by 
some  latent  hope ;  she  looked  so  mild  and  pensive  that 
he  would  yet  bend  her  to  his  views. 

"  I  should  not  expect  it,"  she  meeklv  murmured.  "  But, 
I  thought — I  felt — that  is,  I  had  some  hope  you  would  have 
been  true  to  me  through  any  change  of  weal  or  woe ;  'tis 
hard,  very  hard,  to  have  one's  faith  shaken,  where  one 
trusted,  and  to  have  to  unlove  what  had  made  the  paradise 
of  one's  life," 

*'  Very  true,  dear  Alphonse ;  and  you  will  not  sentence 
him  who  loves  you  to  idolatry  to  suchauguish  as  should  be 
his — ^a  desolate,  loveless  life — if  compelled  by  inexorable 
fiat  to  relinquish  that  which  alone  makes  life  worth  living 
for  ?  "  pathetically  sighed  Golandisk,  while  the  Misses 
Warbeck,  grixoly  attentive,  began  to  think  that  after  all 
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the  young  man  spoke  very  rationally,  and  possessed  more 
sense  than  they  had  given  him  credit  for.  *'  Come  now, 
my  precious  darling/'  proceeded  the  wooer,  waxing  ar- 
dent,  "just  say  the  one  word  that  will  reillume  the  al* 
most  extinguished  torch  of  hope  in  this  faithful  bosom* 
and  say  you  will  comply  with  the  exigency  of  circum- 
stances and  secure  our  bliss  ?  " 

"I  cannot,  Guildford,  upon  the  terms  proposed,"  wept 
Alphonse.     "  It  is  vain  to  ask  me  ?  '* 

Guildford  Colandisk  drew  up  his  small,  symmetrical 
figure,  and  with  a  coimtenance  from  which  every  vestige  of 
tenderness  and  grace  had  vanished,  and  been  replaced  by 
an  expression  of  selfish,  heartless,  callous  hauteur,  he  made 
answer : 

**  Tis  so  best,  the  delusion  under  which  I  had  laboured, 
that  one  of  race  so  intractible,  of  blood  so  antagonistic, 
of  nature  so  inferior,  could  be  reclaimed  from  obduracy, 
is  banished ;  the  wild  animals  of  the  forest  may  be  tamed 
hy  kindness,  and — "  "  Nix,  my  dolly,'*  sung  out  the  parrot, 
waking  up  as  though  conceiving  a  notion  to  enliven  a 
scene  so  lugubrious  vnth  a  touch  of  the  ludicrous.  Guild- 
ford glanced  irefally  at  the  impertinent  creature,  and  con- 
tinued :  *'  Subdued  to  docility  by  caresses,  but  to  humanise 
or  win  by  love  any  of  these  people  is  just  like  trying  to 
catch  and  hold  an  iffuis  fatuus.**  Thus  far  he  had  com- 
muned half-aloud,  as  if  with  his  own  thoughts.  Now  he 
turned  to  Alphonse,  who,  first  astonished,  then  stirred  to 
resentment,  by  a  sense  of  insidt  conveyed  by  his  lucubra- 
tions, stood  erect  and  tearless,  surveying  him  with  wide- 
open  eyes,  dry  and  feverish.  '^  Be  it  so,  Alphonse,  since 
you  so  decree  it.  I  depart  with  a  bleeding  bosom,  never, 
be  assured,  to  return,  unless  a  mandate  from  your  own  dear 
lips, '  or  under  your  own  hand,  summons  me  to  hear  that 
you  have  thought  better  of  it,  that  you  have  yielded  to 
love  and  pity,  and  decided  upon  that  step  which  alone  can 
lead  to  the  lost  path  of  our  felicity.  Farewell !  first,  last, 
and  only  love,  farewell." 

''  Farewell,  Guildford,''  she  responded,  with  something 
like  an  ingredient  of  scorn  giving  strength  to  her  syllables. 

A  tear  started  to  his  eye  of  genuine  disappointment,  as 
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in  vision  he  beheld  reoeding  far  beyond  his  reach  the 
golden  shower  that  had  all  but  rained  down  its  affluent 
streams  upon  him,  and  then  yanished  like  a  mocking  mirage. 

Her  eyes  were  tearless  now,  as  she  stood  still  and  heard 
the  hall-door  shut  behind  him,  for  there  had  been  no  fur- 
ther leave-taking.  The  voices  of  her  aunts,  after  some 
moments,  recalled  her  from  her  abstraction : 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  yourself  now  ?*'  dc 
manded  Miss  Warbeck,  with  the  air  of  one  who  had  been 
deeply  offended. 

^'  I  don't  know,  aunt,''  responded  Alphonse,  in  disoon- 
solate  accents. 

*'  You  managed  that  business  nicely,"  ironically  observed 
Miss  Fanny.  "You  may  put  away  your  finery,  and  coun- 
termand your  wedding  orders,  for  i  can  tell  you,  Guild- 
ford will  never  come  back,  he  is  a  young  man  of  too  much 
spirit." 

'*  I  don't  expect  him,  aunty,"  she  sorrowfully  murmured. 

"  What  an  idiot  you  were  to  throw  away  such  a  match !" 
cried  Miss  Warbeck,  severely ;  '^  who  do  you  intend  to  marry 
now  ? — or,  rather,  who  do  you  think  will  take  you  P — ^the 
dairy  man  that  serves  the  milk,  or  the  man  that  carries  the 
bread,  perhaps.  You  will  have  to  do  something,  for  your 
Uncle  Jeremiah  has  not  left  us  the  usual  stipend  for  your 
maintenance,  nor  to  yourself  the  usual  remittance  per 
annum." 

Alphonse  woke  up  from  her  apathy  and  despondence, 
to  gaze  upon  her  aunt  with  incredulous  eyes.  Had  her 
ears  deceived  her  P— but  Miss  Warbeck  soon  confirmed  her 
that  she  had  heard  aright. 

*'  It  is  all  that  is  before  you  now,  you  misguided  girl,  to 
make  some  humble  alliance,  or  to  earn  your  own  livelihood." 

There  is  a  crucible  into  which  the  human  heart  onoe 
plunged,  with  all  the  thoughts,  passions,  feelings,  and  in- 
stincts of  human  nature,  to  be  annealed  by  fire,  wrought 
upon,  and  changed  by  the  action  of  the  mysterious  chem- 
istry to  which  it  has  been  subjected,  it  comes  forth  new 
moulded,  new  created,  as  it  were,  never  more  in  its  origi- 
nal character  to  be  the  same :  the  intrinsic  qualities,  indeed, 
of  the  genuine  metal  shine  out,  perhaps,  with  more  briK 
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liant  lustre,  but  the  alloy  has  entered  into  every  pore,  to 
harden  the  ductile  substance  and  reconstruct  its  nature  : 
80  it  was  in  this  hour  of  crucial  test  with  Alphonse  Fitz- 
patriok.  An  hour  had  scarcely  elapsed  since,  summoned 
to  the  presence  of  her  aunts,  she  stood  before  them  in  the 
full  glow  of  her  life's  summer,  in  every  feature  of  her  face 
displaying  the  charm  of  confiding  innocence,  and  the 
grace  of  truth,  tenderness,  and  love,  allied  to  a  lofty  mind, 
and  a  soft,  genial  spirit,  that  took  on  trust  all  men  to  be 
perfect  and  noble  as  her  own  perception  coloured  them ; 
now  they  looked  upon  a  form,  darkly  serene  to  outward 
eye,  whose  breast  enshrined  a  heart  indeed  of  gold,  yet 
in  which  every  pulse  and  fibre  seemed  to  stand  stiU,  choked 
and  swollen  with  a  tide  of  accumulated  emotions.  It  was 
not  long  rebounding  from  the  shock  of  the  plunge  into 
the  ordeal.  She  said,  calmly,  quelling  a  gush  of  agony 
rising  to  her  throat : 

''  Of  course  not,  aunt ;  I  do  not  mean  to  be  an  incum- 
brance.'' She  glanced  drearily  at  the  slow  faUing  rain 
making  puddles  in  the  street,  then  left  the  room,  and  in 
about  ten  minutes  returned,  dressed  to  go  out. 

"  You're  not  setting  off  at  this  moment  in  the  wet,  I 
suppose  ?  "  said  Miss  Warbeck,  takins;  a  knife  and  fork  from 
Mrs.  Betty,  who  was  laying  the  cloth  for  luncheon,  to  give 
a  bit  of  chicken  to  the  pug;  'Hhe  house  is  not  on  fire, 
that  you  need  be  off  at  a  minute's  notice." 

**  Thank  you,  aunt,  'tis  all  the  same,"  coolly  responded 
Alphonse,  turning  away  from  the  shrewd,  surprised  glance 
of  Mrs.  Betty ;  **  what  has  to  be  done  may  as  well  be  done 
at  once.  If  you  wiU  be  so  kind  as  to  keep  my  trunks  for 
a  few  days  it  will  convenience  me." 

"  And  where  are  you  going  P  "  cried  Miss  Fanny,  with 
curiosity. 

"  I'll  go  first  to  nay  brother  Patrick." 

"  It  were  to  be  wished  he  would  give  you  some  advice, 
but  being  a  priest  we  could  not  expect  it,"  said  Miss 
Warbeck. 

Alphonse,  retreating,  shut  the  door,  and  flew  down  the 
stairs.  There  was  no  leave-taking :  she  felt  unequal  to  it ; 
and  least  of  all  before  la  domeatique  did  she  wish  to  exhibit 
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her  emotions.  The  ladies  looked  at  each  other,  and  at  the 
same  moment  they  felt  a  simultaneous  impulse  urging 
them  to  explain,  in  their  own  justification^  what  appeared 
so  odd.  So  the  Misses  Warbeok,  who  had  till  now  very 
stiffly  upheld  their  consequence  by  a  haughty  and  distant 
reserve,  thought  it  well  to  unbend  and  make  a  confidante 
of  the  menial  who,  with  demure  lips  and  scheming  eyes, 
heard,  well  pleased,  that  Miss  Alphonse  had  so  grievously 
offended  that  she  had  forfeited  all  claim  to  the  interest  of 
her  friends,  who,  permitting  her  henceforth  to  shift  for 
herself,  and  her  services  dispensed  with,  as  custodian  of 
the  tea,  wine,  sugar,  and  brandy,  with  the  keeping  of  the 
weekly  accounts,  these  offices  which  she  had  h^d  with 
scrupulous  exactness  that  left  no  opening  for  peculation, 
would  in  all  probability,  if  not  transferred  to  herself,  de- 
volve upon  the  stupid  old  ladies,  to  her  own  immense 
profit ;  for  honesty,  as  she  well  knew  Miss  Alphonse  had 
long  since  found  out,  was  not  one  of  her  prominent  vir- 
tues ;  and  so,  discarded  by  all,  pitied  by  none,  like  one 
foimd  guilty  of  some  great  crime,  the  young  girl,  after  a 
few'y ears'  residence  with  her  aunts,  in  comfort  and  luxury, 
went  forth  at  duty's  stern  behest,  to  make  her  way  as  best 
she  might,  an  outcast  and  a  vagrant  through  the  world. 
Once,  indeed.  Miss  Fanny,  who  was  of  rather  a  softer 
nature  than  her  sister,  suggested : 

"  Perhaps,  Sofy,  we  were  wrong  to  have  let  her  go 
away  so — what  will  the  world  say  ?  And  she  was  useful 
in  many  ways  to  us." 

"My  dear  Fanny,'*  returned  the  inflexible  Miss  War- 
beck,"  "  it  was  the  very  best  expedient  we  could  have  hit 
upon  to  bring  her  to  her  senses.  One  week's  hardship  and 
shifting  for  herself  will  cure  her  of  her  folly,  take  my 
word,  and  we  shall  have  her  coming  back,  contrite  and 
humbled,  like  the  prodigal  son,  to  beg  for  the  bread  she 
had  thrown  away." 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

THE   VICISSITUDES  OF   LIFE. 

"  This  is  no  land  of  peace  :  unless  that  deep 
And  voiceless  terrori  which  doth  freeze  men's  thoughts. . 
Back  to  their  source,  and  mantle  its  pale  mien 
With  a  dullf  hollow  semblance  of  repose 
May  80  be  called.*' 

Vespers  of  Palermo. — Hemans. 

What  a  host  of  retrospeotions  is  ooDJured  by  the  theme, 
The  Old  Ohapels  of  Dublin !  With  how  many  sad  and 
tender  rexninisoenoes  are  they  not  associated  ?  with  what 
melanoholy  interest  are  they  not  invested  P 

Old  Whitefnar-street,  Clarendon-street,  the  Franciscan 
and  Dominican  Chapels  of  Audeon-street  and  Cook-street, 
with  many  another  venerable  fane — what  mournful,  yet 
pleasing  train  of  thought  is  awakened  while  contemplatmg 
those  precincts,  hallowed  by  human  woe,  whose  consecrated 
pavements  were  once  wet  with  the.  tears  of  generations 
gone  by,  and  whose  walls  were  betimes,  too,  anointed 
with  holy  blood.*  If  it  be  true,  that  an  indefinable  charm 
glorifies  sites  and  places  that  have  been  the  scene  of 
events  recorded  in  historic  page,  converting  them  into 
olassio  ground,  not  less  true  is  it  that  traditionary  lore 
imparts  a  magical  glamour  of  its  own,  or  perhaps  it  were 
more  true  to  say,  at  least  deem,  that  the  spirits  of  the 
dead  hovering  near  diffuse  a  solemn  mystical  atmosphere 
around  each  hoary  shrine  that  hallows  it  with  sublimity ; 
for,  while  musing  upon  the  days  gone  by,  when  bruised 
hearts  gave  out  their  fragrance,  and  broken  ones  their 
unotion  ;  when  generous  bosoms  cheerfully  offered  noble 
self-saorifico  with  the  Holocaust  of  the  altar,  and  faithful 
ones  endured  without  a  murmur  the  wreck  of  every 
earttily  bliss  and  prospect,  casting  our  eyes  along  the 

*  **  111  1663,  the  Franciscan  Chapel,  Cook-street,  was  assailed  on  Kew 
Year's  Day,  by  companies  of  soldiers  with  naked  swords ;  the  altar  was 
rifled,  the  priests  carried  to  Newgate,  and  many  of  the  congregatioii 
voonded  and  slain.''— (7i/&e9t'«  Hist.  Dublin, 
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Bilent  aisles,  and  now  peaceful  sanotuary,  we  ask  where 
are  thej  whose  sighs  once  reverberated,  filling  the  temple 
with  deep,  muffled  echoes  ;  and  we  hear,  as  it  were,  a  float- 
ing whisper  in  the  dreamj  air  :  we  seem  to  feel  conscious 
of  the  ethereal  pulsation  of  impalpable,  yet  most  sensible 
spiritual  presence,  encompassing  our  material  being,  as  the 
atmosphere  environs  the  earth,  and  with  aerial  lips  oreath- 
ing,  "  We  are  here,"  and  an  awe-struck  reverence  per- 
vades our  deep  repose  while  we  meditate  and  muse. 

There  are  natures  upon  whom  the  shock  of  trouble,  pain 
or  misfortune,  bereavement  or  disappointment  fall  roughly, 
and  as  roughly  they  meet  it  with  loud  clamour  and  out- 
cry, while  tney  wince  and  struggle  beneath  the  burden,  in 
vain  effort  to  cast  it  off,  and  still  so  far  achieve  good  that 
by  their  imploring  lamentations  they  sometimes  enHst  a 
sympathising  ear,  or  voice,  or  hand,  to  help  them  to  sustain 
the  load,  or  lighten  it  by  their  aid  ;  but  there  are  others, 
who  mutely  bend  their  shoulders  to  the  yoke  imposed,  and 
voiceless  and  uncomplaining  punue  their  way,  broken 
and  crushed,  hopeless  and  disconsolate.  To  these  belonged 
Alphonse  Fitzpatrick.  When  she  had  left  her  aunts'  house, 
she  did  not  go  at  once  as  she  had  intended,  to  her  brother's, 
but,  pacing  wearily  along,  heedless  of  the  falling  rain, 
she  went  mto  Whitefriar-street  chapel  to  pour  out  before 
the   altar  the  pent-up  flood  of  her  sorrow.    Long  she 
knelt,  as  it  were  in  a  trance ;  for  she  could  not  collect  her 
mind  to  pray,  and  the  tears  she  came  to  weep  unseen  re- 
fused to  flow,  sealed  up,  as  it  were,  in  their  source  by  the 
deadly,  withering  blight  that  had  fallen  upon  her  heart ; 
in   passive  apathy  of  spirit  she  knelt,  while  the  hours 
glided  by  unnoticed.    Nevertheless,  though  many  a  long- 
drawn  sigh  afforded  no  relief,  there  fell  by-and-by  a  holy 
calm  upon  her  aching  bosom,  lulling  it  to  rest,  and  anon 
she  rose,  but  feeling  like  one  under  the  influence  of  some 
narcotic  drug,  stupefying  sense  and  thought,  she»meoha- 
nically    quitted  the  chapel,  came  into  the  street,  and 
beckoned  for  a  chaise,  into  which  she  stepped,  directing 
the  man  to  drive  to  the  village  of  Lucan,  where,  having 
arrived  in  something  more  than  an  hour,  she  was  set  down 
by  her  directions,  at  what  appeared  to  be  a  thatched  barn. 
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but  which  was  in  reality  the  Eoman  Catholio  Chapel. 
Father  Fitzpatrick,  the  newly-appointed  curate,  just  re- 
turned from  a  sick-call,  had  seated  himself,  breviary  in 
handy  beside  a  little  table  in  his  one  humble  apartment, 
which  was  both  sleeping  and  sitting-room,  to  say  his 
office.  He  was  a  tall,  slight,  but  muscular  young  man,  of 
about  three-and-thirty,  with*  sedate,  thoughtful  type  of 
countenance,  marked  by  rather  aquiline  features,  expres- 
nve  gray  eyes,  and  lank,  black  hair,  falling  backward 
from  an  ample  forehead,  bronzed  by  exposure  to  the  wea* 
ther ;  he  had  opened  his  book  after  throwing  a  couple  of 
sods  of  turf  upon  the  fire  from  a  creel  near  the  hearth, 
when  a  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  him,  and  to  his 
answer :  '^  Gome  in,"  Alphonse  gently  opened,  and  stood 
within  the  threshold. 

"  Is  it,  indeed,  you,  my  sister  P  Come  in,  I  am  very 
glad  to  see  you,  Alphonse,'*  he  exclaimed,  rising  and 
coming  forward  to  greet  her ;  *^  but  what  a  day  for  you  to 
come  so  far,  child ;  I  must  feel  the  more  obliged  by  your 
visit — ^but,  but  Tm  afraid  you're  in  trouble ;  why  do  you 
look  so  sad  P  " 

*'  Well,  indeed,  Patrick,  I  cannot  deny  it,'*  she  said,  en- 
deavouring  to  smile,  ''  and  I  thought  I  should  feel  better, 
at  least  bear  it  better,  if  I  came  to  tell  you  about  it." 

'*  You  did  right,  dear  ;  sit  down  by  the  fire  while  I  get 
you  a  glass  of  wine — some  of  that  beautiful  sherry  you 
lately  sent  me."  He  stooped  to  extract  a  bottle  of  wine 
from  a  little  cupboard  in  a  corner  with  a  wine  glass,  then 
rang  a  hand-bell  to  summon  the  old  woman  who  attended 
him,  to  bring  in  some  bread  and  butter  and  fresh  eggs. 

''Now,  Alphonse/'  he  said,  seating  himself  before  her 
and  filling  out  a  glass  of  wine,  ''  take  this  and  you  will 
feel  better.     How  are  aunts  ?  " 

"  Very  well,  Patrick ;  I  have  left  them." 

Father  Fitzpatrick's  eyes  dilated,  but  he  waited  in 
silence  for  her  to  proceed. 

"  Yes,  Patrick,"  she  proceeded,  *'  it  is  quite  true.  You 
know  I  was  to  have  been  married  in  the  beginning  of  next 
month  to  Guildford  Oolandisk.    "Well,  it's  all  broken  off." 

13 
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And  now  it  fieemed  as  though  tears  were  finding  their  waj, 
for  her  bosom  heaved,  and|her  voice  grew  unsteady.  '*  You 
know  Unde  Jeremiah  is  dead/'  she  sighed. 

^'I  did  not  know  it/'  responded  Father  Fitzpatriok, 
«  go  on." 

*'  Welly  he  left  me  a  large  fortune,  Patrick— only  thinks 
fifty  thousand  pounds — ^upon  condition  that  I  should  con- 
form, within  one  month,  to  the  Church  of  Ergland^  and 
you  know  I  couldn't  do  that." 

"  Of  course  not,"  returned  her  brother. 
Welly  Patrick,"  she  resumed,  now  fairly  sobbing, 

Guildford  was  so  disappointed,  he  declared  off.  I  ought 
not  to  be  so  sorry,  perhaps,  for  that ;  for  I  begin  to  think 
you  were  right  when  you  said  you  did  not  like  the  match ; 
and  yet,  I  can't  help  saying  I  loved  him.  I  did,  indeed  ; 
for  I  had  believed  he  was  fond  of  me,  and  I  thought  wo 
should  have  lived  so  happily.  Now  it  is  all  ended — ^my 
silly  dream.  But  what's  perhaps  worse  is  that  Uncle 
Jeremiah  did  not  leave  aunts  the  usual  stipend  to  keep 
me,  and  so  I  have  to  go." 

"  My  poor,  poor  child,  don't  cry  so." 

Father  Fitzpatrick  made  soothing  response,  while  his 
own  downcast  eyes  seemed  absorbed  in  deepest  pondering. 

'*  See,  Alphonse,  things  may  not  be  so  dark  as  their 
aspect  at  first  shows.  In  the  first  place,  if  he  really  love 
you,  Oolandifik,  when  the  effervescence  of  his,  I  must  saj, 
unmanly  temper  has  subsided,  will  return  penitent  to  sue 

Jour  forgiveness.  If  he  do  not,  take  it  on  faith  that  you 
ave  been  deceived  by  his  professions  ;  that  his  love  was 
balanced  between  you  and  Mammon,  and  that  lucre  pre- 
ponderated. If  such  prove  to  be  the  case,  no  amount  of 
congratulation  can  exaggerate  the  felicity  of  your  escape 
from  such  an  alliance.  As  to  aunts,  I'm  sure,  though  I 
believe  in  their  anger,  they  never  will  see  the  child  they 
have  reared  for  so  long  ouit  the  shelter  of  their  roof,  or 
waot  for  any  necessary.  You  have  only  to  bear  with  them 
till  the  storm  blow  over  and  the  sun  sliines  out  again." 

*•  I  should  have  thought  the  same,  Patrick,"  she  said, 

"  but  they  took  care  I  should  not  be  so  mistaken.     They 

said  they  could  not  keep  me ;  that  I  should  make  out 
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for  myself.    Oh,  Patriok,  my  faith  in  human  hearts  is  all 
gone  I " 

^'  All  gone  P  "  smiled  the  priest,  with  significant  appeal. 

Alphonse  corrected  herself:  '' No,  I  don't  mean  so ;  no 
day  will  come  that  shall  see  my  trust  in  you  shaken, 
Patrick.  But  I  fear  me  there  are  hut  few  in  which  truth 
is  a — I  don't  know  that  if  Guildford  came  hack  now  I 
could  love  him  as  once  I  did.'' 

*'But  tell  me  this,  Alphonse,"  resumed  her  brother, 
gravely,  "  let  me  understand  you  rightly — ^for  though  I 
know  well,  none  should  know  better,  how  bigotry  haidens 
the  heart,  and  warps  the  human  mind — ^never,  at  least  I 
shall  find  it  difficult  to  believe  that  our  aunts  have  actually 
denied  you  their  support  and  protection.  You  must  have 
misunderstood  them  ;  taken  up  too  literally  a  sentence 
spoken  in  the  heat  of  the  moment,  which  ought  to  be  ex* 
cused — is  it  not  so  ?  For  though  bigotry  may  rank  ¥rith 
avarice  in  its  vile  tendency  to  outrage  all  natural  instincts, 
I  shall  not  believe  anything  so  monstrous  of  our  relatives, 
that  they  could  have  fallen  so  low  into  the  abyss." 

"  I  fear  they  have,  Patrick ;  there  was  a  hard,  un- 
compromising look  in  the  face  of  aunt  Sophy  when  she 
told  me  I  should  shift  for  myself,  that  made  me  feel  she 
meant  it ;  and  you  know  they  never  say  anything  in  a 
passion,  which  makes  all  the  more  inflexible  what  they  do 
say.  I  do  not  think  I  could  bring  myself  now  to  ask  them 
for  one  night's  shelter,  or  that  I  could  endure  again  from 
them  many  things  I  have  suffered ;  because  hope  was 
before  me  then,  and  at  least  I  was  with  them  on  an  in- 
dependent footing,  not  as  I  should  henceforth  be,  an  abject 
dependant." 

*'  And,  my  poor  child,  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  I 
would  not  ask  the  question  if  I  knew  how  to  help  you," 
said  Father  Fitzpatriok,  with  deep  pathos  in  his  tone, 
while  he  cast,  for  the  first  time,  a  dissatisfied  look  around 
the  four  bare  walls  and  scanty  furniture  of  his  one  poor 
room.  Her  swift  perception  saw  what  was  passing  in  his 
mind;  quickly  she  made  response:  "Oh,  Patrick,  don't 
concern  yourself  about  me,  I'll  ma  it  out ;  there's  nurse 
Lanigan  I  can  go  to  for  a  night  or  two,  if  neoeaawy ,  "Bm^ 
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more  ;  you  know  I  am  a  good  performer  on  the  harp  and 
piano :  I  can  play  and  sing  well.  Now^  teachers  in  those 
aooomplishments — ^good  ones,  are  very  scarce.  I  know 
aunts*  friends,  the  Misses  Hodgens,  have  been  long  seeking 
for  a  resident  teacher,  I  will  offer  myself,  and  feel  pretty 
sure  I  shall  be  accepted. 

<<  Grod  direct  and  prosper  you,  dear.  But  tell  me,  how 
are  you  off  for  money  P  '^  he  added,  taking  out  his  purse. 
"  I  have  not  yet  broken  your  last  present  of  three  gui- 
neas ; — ^yes,  by-the-by,  I  forgot ;  I  changed  one  to  give  five 
shillings  to  a  poor  widow,  whose  children  were  in  the 
measles,  and  who  lost  a  week's  work  in  consequence ;  but 
here  is  the  remainder." 

Alphonse  shook  her  head  and  finger  at  him  in  playful  re- 
buke. "  Very  good,  sir ;  this  is  the  way  the  money  goes 
I  intended  for  your  own  wants  and  comfort.  I'm  afraid 
you  11  have  henceforth  to  be  more  prudent  in  your  ex- 
penditure, seeing  the  spring  has  ran  dry."     He  smiled. 

''  My  wants  are  few,  and  easily  supplied,  sis ;  and  you 
afforded  me  great  comfort  so  long  as  you  enabled  me,  by 
your  generosity,  to  alleviate  the  wants  of  others.  But 
won't  you  take  this  ?  " 

**No,  sir;  I  never  resume  a  gift,'!  have  enough  for 
present  requirements ;  but  I  wish  you  were  in  Dublin,  near 
me,  it  would  be  such  a  consolation." 

"  I  know  it  would,  Alphonse  ;  but  my  place  in  the  vine- 
yard has  been  appointed  here,  and  it  is  a  labour  of  sorrow." 
JSe  murmured,  parenthetically,  half  aloud. 

"  Yes,  it  seems  to  be  a  poor  place,"  she  observed,  putting 
on  her  gloves. 

"  Tis  not  that  I  mean,"  he  answered,  sorrowfully ;  *'  if 
the  creatures  were  left  in  peace  to  earn  their  scanty  bread 
by  the  sweat  of  their  brow,  and  to  die  in  peace  in  the 
wretched  hovels  which  infamous  oppression  and  wealth 
wrung  from  injustice  and  plunder,  has  permitted  to  be 
the  sole  shelter  of  man  and  beast  alike,  I  should  not  com- 
plain ;  but  when  to  this  I  behold  added  stripes  too  detestable 
for  slaves,  cruelties  that  would  shame  savages,  wantonly 
perpetrated  upon  an  unoffending  people,  the  innocent 
jnade  the  victims  of  revolting  crime,  and  calumnies  in- 
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vented  to  sanction  their  destruction,  my  blood  boils,  my 
whole  being  is  shaken  with  tumultuous  ire.  G-od  par- 
don my  weak  human  nature,  but  I  feel  as  though  I 
could  wrathfully  stand  questioning  his  divine  omnipo- 
tence— ^why  is  it  so  P  Have  we  sinned  beyond  forgive- 
ness, and  been,  therefore,  delivered  over  to  the  ministers  of 
hell  to  wreak  upon  us  their  malice  ? — ^Else,  are  there 
no  thunderbolts  in  Thy  hand  to  smite  the  persecutors  to 
the  dust !  Such  are  the  wild  thoughts  that  career  through 
my  brain,  till,  like  soft  descending  dew  falling  upon  and 
slaking  the  fire  of  my  soul,  arise  m  the  dark  and  dreary 
hour  the  vision  of  a  thorn-crowned  Man  bending  beneath 
the  burden  of  a  cross,  beckoning  us  to  follow  upon  the 
blood-stained  track  to  the  bourn  where  a  bitter  death  shall 
bear  testimony  to  his  immortal  divinity.  Then — then  I 
am  calm  again  ;  the  question  which  philosophy  could  not 
solve  is  made  plain,  and  I  bow  down  my  head  and  say, 
*  Thy  will  be  done/" 

"  Yet,"  said  Alphonse,  "  one  may  question  human  mo- 
tives. What  can  be  the  meaning  of  the  terrible  persecu- 
tion now  being  inflicted  upon  the  country  at  large  by  the 
Government  and  those  in  power  P  They  must  have  some 
object  in  it ;  it  is  too  systematic  to  be  imputed  to  the  mere 
caprice  of  the  strong  venting  their  passions  upon  the  weak; 
were  it  but  that  one  might  hope  for  some  respite." 

**  Time  alone  can  tell.  Some  intelligent  persons  with 
whom  I  have  conversed  are  of  opinion  the  Government  has 
some  ulterior  project  on  foot,  which  Camden  and  Oastle- 
reagh  are  aiding  to  carry  out  by  atrocious  means.  Some 
say  they  are  mooting  the  question  of  a  union  between  the 
oountries  ;  but  if  they  be,  that's  a  bad  way  to  set  about 
it,  and  I  don't  understand  why  a  proposition  to  be  settled 
by  Parliament  has  anything  to  do  with  goading  the  people. 
Others  think  it  is  intended  to  inaugurate  another  raid  of 
extermination  upon  the  old  race  and  creed  ;  heaven  knows, 
brought  low  enough.  Whatever  it  is,  Lord  Carhampton 
down  here  is  playing  the  part  of  Diocletian.  The  poor 
widow  I  told  you  of  was  the  wife  of  a  labourer — one  of  seven 
or  eight  he  had  shot  a  few  weeks  ago  for  resisting  his  out- 
rages upon  their  families ;  and  because  our  virtuous  pea* 
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santr  J  have  the  manliness  to  rise  against  profligacy  whiohy 
if  tamely  borne,  would  make  us  acquainted  with  the  days 
of  Caligula,  Nero,  and  the  worst  of  the  Boman  emperors, 
they  are  stigmatised  and  punished  as  rebels." 

"  That  is  very  hard,"  said  Alphonse ;  "  are  you  not  ac- 
quainted with  Lord  Gastlereagh  ;  could  you  not  see  him  or 
memorial  him  upon  the  subject  P '' 

*' Gastlereagh  and  I  were  fellow-ooUegians  and   inti- 
mates, notwithstanding  the  disparity  of   our  years — in 
sooth,  I  was  his  fag ;  nevertheless,  be  was  a  fellow  I  liked 
in  some  way,  and  used  to  propitiate  with  ample  dividends 
of  the  liberal  allowance  made  me  by  Uncle  Jeremiah  till 
he  left  college.     Oh,  yes ;  many  a  boyish  mischief  also  we 
planned  and  got  into  together,  and  I  was  myself  such  a 
wild  chap,  that  the  most  hazardous  enterprise  suggested 
was  ever  that  surest  to  meet  my  ready  co-operation,  even 
where  spirits  daring  enough  paused  to  weigh  the  risk ; 
somehow  I  used  to  pull  through,  not  only  that,  but  take 
upon  myself  the  penalties  attached  to  the  failure  of  my 
companions'  freaks,  thereby  rendering  myself  vastly  popu- 
lar, though  I  believe  in  my  soul  they  thought  the  *  Wild 
Irish  Boy,'  as  they  were  wont  to  term  me,  a  fool ;  strange, 
I  was  proud  too  of  my  sobriquet,  and  nothing  more  de- 
lighted me  than  to  feel  that  I  had  merited  it.    Did  I  ever 
tell  you  the  adventure  Gastlereagh  and  I  got  into  with 
lot  more  about  the  apples  ?  " 

**  No,'*  said  Alphonse,  beguiled  into  temporary  oblivion 
of  care  by  the  conversation  of  her  brother,  who^  smiling, 
continued : 

^'  I  believe,  that  from  the  time  Adam  sinned  in  eating 
the  apple  the  curse  of  a  taste  for  that  particular  fruit  has 
been  entailed  on  all  his  male  descendants,  involving  their 
juvenile  years  in  more  transgression  and  trouble  than  all 
other  temptations  put  together ;  at  least,  I  feel  quite  certain 
that  the  idea  of  plimdering  the  most  accessible  hot-house 
of  the  choicest  peaches  or  grapes  would  never  have  entered 
our  minds,  while  the  mad  project  of  scaling  some  fortified 
wall  to  capture  a  booty  of  apples  (if  they  were  gpreen 
enough  to  set  our  teeth  on  edge,  and  twist  our  faces  out  of 
dhapcj  it  made  no  matterj,  used  to  engage  our  liveliest  atten- 
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tion  and  intellectual  powers  for  days.  Now  it  happened 
that  in  proximity  to  the  college  there  was  one  oi  those 
nuisances,  a  large  well-fenced  and  well-guarded  orchard, 
owned  by  an  old  scrub,  who  hated  schoolboys  with  a  most 
virulent  antipathy,  and  wouldn't  part  with  one  of  his 
precious  hoard  to  save  a  life  but  for  its  worth  in  cash — ^had 
that  fellow  been  custodian  of  the  garden  of  Eden,  Eve 
wouldn't  have  found  it  so  easy  to  yield  to  temptation  ;  at 
any  rate,  that  orchard  was  an  eyesore  to  us,  and  a  bane 
to  our  peace,  particularly  in  the  autumn,  when  the  fruit 
b^an  to  show  its  richest  mellow  tint  of  gpld  and  crimson, 
we  used  to  look  in  each  other's  eyes  to  read  each  other's 
thoughts  upon  the  subject.  At  length  we  expressed  our 
ideas. 

'*  *  Those  are  fine  apples,  yonder,'  said  one  of  the  lads^ 
as  we  stood  panting  and  heated  after  a  game  of  cricket ; 
'I  wish  we  had  some.' 

"  *  What's  the  use  of  wishing,  Tom  SadUer/  cried  an- 
other, '*  old  Pluto  would  see  us  in  Styx  before  he^d  give 
us  one ;  go  down  to  Nancy  Hall's  shop  and  buy  some.' 

**  *  Gro  yourself,'  said  Tom,  who  was  not  liberal-mindedi 

**  *  I  wish  we  had  some,  wherever  they  came  from  ?  *  said 
my  chum,  looking  at  me. 

**  *  Then  come  along,  Steward,'  said  I,  *  what's  the  good 
of  wishing  ?  there's  too  many  apples  in  that  garden^  an* 
'twill  be  a  good  thing  to  lighten  the  trees.' 

•*  *  How'll  we  do  it?'  said  Steward.  *  Cut  a  hole  in  the 
hedge  with  our  clasp   knives/  said  I.      '  We'll  be  taken 
up  for  thieves,'  said  he.     *  Never  fear,'  said  I,  '  come  on.' 
We  set  to  work,  made  an  entry,  got  in,  commenced  our 
depredations — eating  in  haste,  and  laying  in  a  supply  for 
future  consumption,  by  throwing  them  in  dozens  across 
the  hedge.    So  far  so  well,  our  task  was  accomplished, 
tnd  we  were  returning  satiated,  when,  behold !  we  were 
electrified  at  sight  of  old  Scrubs,  bearing  down  upon  us 
as  yet  happily  unconscious  of  the  slate  of  affairs. 
"  *  Oh,  Lord,  what'll  we  do,'  cried  Steward,  aghast. 
**  *  Let's  bolt,'  exclaimed  Sadlier,  with  eyes  leaping  out 
of  his  head.    *  That  won't  save  us,'  groaned  another. 

**  *  Hang  you  1  Fitzpatrick,  this  is  your  doing !  we'll  be 
expelled,'  cried  Steward,  white  as  a  sheet. 
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" '  Look  here,'  said  I,  '  don't  be  such  a  confounded 
eneak.  There^s  Sorub  smelling  a  rose ;  I'll  go  up  and 
speak  to  him,  things  can't  be  worse  than  they  are  ;  when 
you  see  his  back  turned,  fly  every  one  of  you,  pick  up  the 
bits  of  the  hedge  and  the  apples  at  the  other  side,  and 
make  off.'  With  that  I  broke  cover,  running  as  it  were 
out  of  breath  up  to  my  man,  who  stared  with  mouth  and 
eyes  agape  at  the  apparition  of  a  boy  of  fourteen  rushing 
through  his  well-fenced  orchard. 

**  *  Hollo  ! '  he  called,  when  I  got  half  way.  '  What  do 
you  want  my  lad,  how  did  you  get  here  P ' 

"  •  May  I  go  after  him,  sir  ? '  I  shouted,  running  past 
him  like  one  demented.  *  May  I  catch  him  ?  ' 

*  Catch  what  P  '  yelled  Scrubs,  running  after  me. 
'  A  fox,  sir,  a  fox,'  shouted  I,  in  full  chase.  *  Stop, 
stop,  boy,  a  fox  in  my  ground ! — how  did  he  get  in  ? ' 
shrieked  Scrubs,  straining  his  stiff  old  sinews  to  keen  up 
with  my  supple  young  legs.  *  Which  way  did  he  go  P  How 
did  he  get  in  ?  Call  the  gardener  P '  Well,  suffice  to  say, 
that  by  the  time  I  had  run  the  Cerberus  of  the  Hesperides 
out  of  breath,  and  far  away  from  my  companions,  who  I 
knew  had  good  time  to  effect  an  orderly  retreat,  I  came  to 
a  standstill,  and  looking  terribly  disappointed,  I  said : 

'* '  I'm  afraid  he's  escaped,  sir.' 

"'You  didn't  expect  to  catch  a  fox,  young  man,  by  run- 
nin'  arter  him  P '  said  the  gardener,  who  had  by  this  time 
come  up  with  two  or  three  workmen. 

" '  If  he  hadn't  outrun  me  of  course  I  could,'  exclaimed 
I,  looking  injured  innocence  at  the  fellow,  applying  him- 
self to  digest  the  pith  of  my  answer  with  a  most  stolid 
visage. 

**  *  But  how  did  he  get  in  ? '  queried  the  more  intelli- 
gent master. 

**  *  Through  the  hole  in  the  hedge,*  cried  I. 

"  '  I  didn't  think  there  was  a  hole  in  my  hedge,'  cried 
Scrubs,  looking  reproachfully  at  the  gardener,  who 
scratched  his  head,  and  said : 

" '  He'd  be  danged  if  he  thought  there  wor.' 

**  *  Come,  and  see  it  P'  said  I ;  *a  great  big  hole  a  carriage 
could  go  through ! '  Away  we  all  trooped  to  the  spot. 
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"  •  Is  this  little  'ere  ole  wot  yer  say  a  oorridge  oonld  go 
thro',  yei*  yong  limber  tongue  ?\  wi'athfuUy  cried  the  gar- 
dener, pointing  to  the  small  aperture  over  which  my  com- 
panions had  drawn  some  branches  to  meet. 

•*  *  Well^  all  I  can  tell  you  is/  expostulated  I,  *  a  fox 
could  go  through  it,  and  I  got  through  it  quite  easily.' 

**  *  And  do  yer  set  yerself  up  to  be  as  big  as  a  coach  ?* 
sneered  the  gardener.  ^  Yer  ought  to  lam  to  speak  trooth, 
my  lad.' 

"  *  At  any  rate  !'  cried  Scrubs, '  that  fox  must  be  trapped. 
We  must  get  a  gin  here  ;  see  how  he  has  cut  away  all  the 
hedge.  Hoot !  one  would  think  his  teeth  were  knives,  he 
has  out  so  clean ;  any  way,  I'm  glad  weVe  got  scent  of 
him,  or  there's  no  knowing  the  amount  of  damage  he'd 
have  done.  Gome,  boy,  and  I'll  let  you  out  through  the 
hall-door.' 

**  *  Never  mind,  sir,'  said  I,  *  don't  take  the  trouble ;  I 
may  as  well  go  this  way  now  as  it's  open.  What  fine 
apples  those  are  of  yours !' 

"  *  Yes,  the  very  finest  in  the  country  ;  you  shall  have 
one  when  we  are  gathering  them  in  next  month.' 

•*  *  Thank  ye,  sir,'  said  I ;  and  off  I  went,  hearing  him 
say,  '  that  he  thought  the  trees  looked  thinner  than  they 
did,'  which  I  could  have  accounted  for  ;  but,  would  you  be- 
lieve, Alphonse,  when  I  got  home  the  greedy  curmudgeons 
had  shared  all  the  apples  among  them;  didn't  keepone  for  me 
to  reward  the  dexterity  with  which  I  had  extricated  them 
from  jeopardy.  In  sooth,  I've  had  but  a  poor  opinion  of 
English  spirit  ever  since;  and  as  for  Castlereagh,  ere- 
while  Steward — though  a  couple  of  yearsafter  wards  we 
parted  company — I  know  enough  of  his  antecedents  and 
his  character  not  to  encourage  me  to  renew  acquaintance 
or  hope  for  any  favour  in  that  quarter,  unless  I  held  in  my 
hand  some  bribe  worth  his  acceptance.  Men,  I  ween,  are 
the  embryo  of  what  they  shall  blossom  and  fruit,  in  the 
cradle— but  are  you  going  ?" 

"Yes,  Patrick;  I  must  call,  when  I  arrive  in  Dublin, 
upon  the  Misses  Hodgens ;  it  is  better  not  delay." 

''Beit  so,  dear,"  said  Father  Fitzpatrick,  rising  also  as 
she  stood  up  to  go— sad,  but  oomposed.    Write  to  let  me 
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know  how  you  speed,  as  I  shall  be  anxious  about  you ;  and 
bear  in  mind,  never  is  God  so  near  us  as  in  the  hour  of 
affliction :  but  in  this  world  some  suffering  we  must  have. 
What  ballast  is  to  the  ship,  the  cross,  come  in  what  form 
it  may,  is  ballast  to  the  soul,  steadying  its  career  from  port 
to  port  through  the  storm-tossed  ocean  of  life,  whereon, 
if  not  weighted  in  its  buoyant  course,  it  would  drift  at 
random  to  destruction.  Bless  you  ! — Farewell !  I  would 
return  with  you  and  call  on  the  Misses  Warbeck  if  I 
thought  my  intervention  would  be  of  any  avail,"  he  added, 
after  a  pause,  and  with  an  interrogating  look. 

She  quickly  returned :  "  Not  the  least  use,  Patrick ;  I 
know  aunts  better  than  you  do.  You  would  but  expose 
yourself  to  insult  and  me  to  pain  ;  don't  fear,  I  shall  make 
out  for  myself,  and  if  I  get  into  any  dilemma  you  shall 
have  timely  notice.  Adieu  !  I  feel  better  for  my  chat  with 
you  ;  not  so  despondent." 

They  embraced;  he  saw  her  to  the  chaise  which  had 
been  waiting,  and  put  the  fare  into  the  coachman's  hand, 
despite  a  deprecating  look  from  her  as  she  drove  off. 
Arrived  in  town,  Alphonse*s  first  business  was  to  call  on 
the  Misses  Hodgens,  to  whom,  without  preface,  she  entered 
upon  the  subject  of  her  visit,  succinctly  detailing  the  cir- 
cumstances that  now  rendered  it  necessary  for  her  to  em- 
ploy her  talents  in  her  own  behalf.  The  family  were 
assembled  in  conclave,  recruiting  their  energies  with  a 
glass  of  punch  after  dinner,  the  children's  recreation  time, 
when  Alphonse,  who  had  herself  been  for  a  couple  of 
years  a  day  pupil,  and  a  favourite  one,  as  she  had  been 
well  paid  for,  was  admitted  to  the  divan  prior  to  their  ini- 
tiation of  the  state  of  affairs,  «,nd  deeming  that  she  was 
the  bearer,  as  often  before,  of  an  invitation  to  tea  to  the 
Misses  Warbeck ;  so,  after  a  blank  interregnum  of  silence, 
when  the  real  state  of  the  case  was  revealed,  Mrs.  Hodgens, 
mixing  a  glass  of  spirits  with  some  white  sugar  in  her 
tumbler,  said  : 

''And  wasix't  it  rather  obstinate  of  you,  my  dear,  to 
offend  your  good  aunts  and  blight  your  worldly  prospects 
by  refusing  to  obey  the  call  of  grace?  I  don't  at  all 
wonder  at  their  hairing  turned  you  out  of  their  house." 
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Alphonse,  hanging  her  head  in  silence^  Miss  Hodgeus 
took  npon  herself  to  say,  '^  she  did  not  think  that,  un- 
der the  oiroumstances,  they  would  be  justified  in  har- 
bouring a  young  person  who  had  displeased  her  relatives ; 
that  it  would  be  giving  bad  e:sAmple,  and  encouraging  a 
breooh  of  the  fourth  oommandment." 

Miss  Medlioott,  squeezing  a  lemon  into  her  negus,  as 
she  oalled  it,  to  sharpen  the  flavour,  observed :  ^*  That  the 
Lord  always  set  his  face  against  unduteous  children,  and 
soon  or  late  poured  out  upon  them  the  phial  of  his  wrath ; 
and  that  no  blessingoould  fall  upon  a  house  defiled  with 
the  abomination  of  JPopery." 

Miss  Jemima,  who,  being  the  youngest  of  the  family, 
was  sometimes  apostrophised  by  the  endearing  and  infan- 
tile epithet  of  "  Baby,*'  prettily  suggested,  "  that  as  they 
were  in  want  of  a  music-teacher,  if  Miss  Fitzpatriok  would, 
considering  all  the  disadvantages  against  her,  be  satisfied 
to  give  her  services  gratuitously,  it  might,  perhaps,  be  not 
amiss  to  offer  her  an  asylum.  They  had  a  spare  garret- 
room,  and  the  bit  she  eat  would  not  signify." 

•*jPro  tempoy*  returned  Miss  Medlicott,  whose  mind 
suddenly  became  liberal  at  the  idea  of  saving  fifty  pounds 
per  annum,  "  'tisn't  a  bad  notion,  child.  What  do  you  say, 
Ruth?'' 

Mrs.  Hodgens,  who  was  equally  alive  to  the  advantage 
of  driving  a  good  bargain,  looked  inquiringly  at  her  eldest 
daughter. 

*'  Fact  is,"  said  Miss  Hodgens,  striving  to  disguise  a 
soxieptitious  smile  of  satisfaction,  '^  if  we  were  independent 
enoagh,  of  necessity,  it  is  not  a  thing  I  would  like  to  do ; 
but,  as  ^  Baby'  remarks,  as  we  are  in  want  of  a  teacher, 
and  if  Miss  Eitzpatrick  choose  to  accept  the  terms  proposed, 
and  not  be  too  exacting  about  her  diet,  and  will  make  her* 
idf  generally  ufeful,  perhaps  we  might  venture  to  harbour 
W  pro  tempoy  as  Aunt  Tabby  suggests.  What  do  you 
lay,  Miss  Fitzpatrick  ?" 

"  For  a  while  I  shall  be  glad  to  accept  your  terms,  Miss 
Hodgens,"  said  Alphonse,  glad  of  the  conclusion  to  which 
they  bad  oome,  and  too  tutored  by  experience — one  day's 
experience,  to  wonder  at  any  eclaircissement  of  narrow- 
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mindedness,  sordid  oharaoter,  or  oalloiiB  feeling  that  might 
have  shocked  or  astonished  a  novice. 

"  Oh,  that  won't  do !  you  must  bind  yourself  for  a  quar- 
ter at  least,"  said  Miss  Hodgens,  peremptorily. 

'^  Just  as  you  please,"  said  Alphonse,  with  an  abstracted 
air.     "  When  shall  I  come  ?" 

**  To-morrow,  without  fail.  You  can  send  your  trunk,  if 
you  wish,  to-night." 

*'  Thank  you,  perhaps  I  may,'*  she  answered,  preparing 
to  go,  as  she  had  not  been  asked  to  partake  of  any  noepi- 
tality  ;  and  from  the  altered  tone  and  manner  of  the  ladies 
it  was  made  evident  that  in  future  all  intercourse  between 
them  should  be  regulated  by  the  scale  of  that  subsisting 
between  mistress  and  servant.  Disheartened  and  dejeoted 
the  disinherited  heiress  took  leave  of  her  employers,  and 
set  off,  just  as  night  was  closing  in,  rainy  and  wintry, 
to  seek  a  night's  shelter  beneath  the  humble  roof  of  her 
nurse. 

In  the  time  anterior  to  the  Union,  and  the  influx  of 
English  civilisation  and  morality,  it  is  a  notorious  fact  that 
the  attachment  and  fidelity,  respect  and  reverence  of  ser- 
vants to  their  families  was  remarkable  and  universal. 
To-day  the  case  is  reversed;  butchery,  persecution,  and 
famine  having  at  length  done  their  work,  and  all  but 
exterminated  the  old  Celtic  population,  propelling  the 
exodus  by  hundreds  of  thousands  to  found  new  homes  (the 
seed  of  cities  and  future  empires]  in  the  transatlantic 
hemisphere.  In  their  stead  we  have  substituted  a  class 
whose  indigenous  vices  and  propensity  to  theft,  deceit, 
drunkenness,  insolence,  lying,  profligacy,  and  to  defame, 
and  in  many  instance  to  assault  and  murder  their  mas- 
ters, make  us  wish  to  have  back  again  some  of  our 
banshed  emigrants.  But  in  vain  ;  they  have  shaken  the 
dust  of  the  land  into  which  they  were  trampled  and 
crushed  from  their  feet,  and  carried  their  blessing  to  other 
shores. 

In  a  small  back  room  of  Little  Mary-street,  an  elderly 
woman  (one  of  the  best  type  of  those  whose  loss  we  have 
so  much  reason  to  deplore}  was  standing  at  a  deal  table 
kneading  dough  for  a  cake.    In  figure,  she  was  of  average 
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height,  but  thin  and  spare  to  a  fault ;  her  features  too, 
were  small  and  sharply  cut,  imparting  rather  a  severe  ex* 
pression  to  her  countenance,  while  high  cheek  bones  and 
Uvely  dark  eyes  gave  it  a  marked  character ;  her  own  grey 
hair  she  wore  in  little  clumpy  curls,  beneath  the  border  of 
a  clean  net  cap,  tied  with  a  brown  ribbon  under  her  chin ; 
a  gown  of  a  dark-blue  cotton,  of  hailstone  pattern,  and  a 
clean  check  apron,  with  a  little  gaudy-coloured  handker- 
chief pinned  across  her  bosom,  completed  her  outward 
attire.  Three  or  four  children  stood  round  her,  the  eldest 
ahout  eight  years  old,  poorly  clad,  but  neat  and  clean, 
watching  with  much  interest  the  progress  of  the  cake,  and 
one  urchin  even  venturing  a  modest  request : 
"  Gran,  wiU  ye  gi'  me  a  little  cake  for  myself  ?'* 
To  which  another  dissented,  crying  :  "  No,  Johnny,  you 
had  it  last  time  ;  it's  me  now." 

"  Come,  be  aisy,  an'  I'll  give  ye  cakes  a  piece.  Here, 
Johnny ;  here,  Biddy.  Musha,  God  help  'em  for  inno- 
cents,''  continued  the  grandmother,  breaking  off  a  piece 
of  dough  for  each ;  and  turning  to  a  young  woman  sitting 
at  the  fire  blowing  under  the  kettle,  *'  they  think  a  cake 
made  by  themselves  will  eat  sweeter  than  any  other.  Ye 
might  move  the  kettle  to  one  side,  Esther,  an'  get  on  the 
griddle." 

Esther,  a  good-looking  young  woman,  obeyed,  and  as 

she  did  so  said,  in  a  strong  Tipperary  accent  like  her 

mother:     "Why,   thin,   mother,  I'm  thinkin'  it  might 

be    the  best  thing  Mick  and   I  could  do,   for   him  to 

go  down   to  the  brother  in   Wicklow,  an*   help  at  the 

forge,  for  good   a  hand  as  he  is  at   the    stone-cuttin', 

Borra  much  good  he'll  do  afther  the  thratement  Beres- 

ford*6  bloodhounds  put  on  him  in  Marlborough-street ; 

an  shure  we  can't  wondher  the  heart  is  bruk  widin  him — 

adacent,  onoffendin'  man — to  be  treated  afther  the  fashion, 

aDd  a'most  kilt. 

"  True  for  you,  Esther  honey,"  returned  Mrs.  Lanigan . 
**  But  see,  aroonj  how  lonesome  111  be  wliin  yiz  are  gone ; 
an'  only  I  earn  purty  well  at  the  stichin',  an'  Miss 
Alphonse  says  whin  she's  marrid  she'll  give  me  a  comfort- 
able home,  an'  take  yer  little  Kitty  to  thrain  to  be  useful 
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to  her,  I'd  go  wid  ye  in  a  jiffy,  an'  try  my  fortioi  more 
eBpeoial  as  my  brother  Dan  is  gone  to  the  same  plaoe. 
Whist !  there's  a  knock  at  the  door.  Kitty,  alanna,  run 
an'  see  who's  at  it.'^ 

The  child  opened  the  door,  and  Alphonse,  oold  and  wet, 
walked  in,  saying : 

<<  Nurse,  I'm  oome  to  ask  you  for  a  bed  to-night ;  oan 
you  make  me  out  one.  I  know  you  have  not  room  your- 
self, but  oould  you  hire  a  oheap,  deoent  lodging  for  me 
for  the  ni^ht.  How  are  you,  Esther,  P  I'm  glad  to  see 
you  ;  and  how  are  the  wee  folk  ?  " 

**  Why,  thin,  Miss  Alphonse  jewel,  what's  the  meaning 
of  it  at  all  at  all,  or  is  it  only  a  joke  yer  playin'  off  on 
poor  ould  Nona?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Lani^an,  stopping,  and 
lifting  her  hands,  clogged  with  dough,  in  her  great  sur- 
prise at  seeing  such  a  visitor  at  such  an  hour ;  but  Esther, 
observing  the  plight  of  the  latter  more  than  herself,  said : 

"  Musha,  she's  wet  to  the  skin,  mother,  an'  tired  more 
betoken.  Gome  in,  miss,  an'  take  an  air  of  the  fire,  an' 
let  me  take  off  yer  wet  things.  Eoon  away,  ohilder,  an' 
bake  yer  cakes,  an'  don't  be  starin'  so  unmannerly." 

'^  Thank  you,  Esther/'  said  Alphonse,  with  a  sigh  of 
relief;  *'  I'm  so  glad  to  get  to  the  fire,  and  to  throw  off  my 
wet  pelisse.     How's  Mick  ?" 

But  instead  of  answering  the  question,  Mrs.  Lanigan, 
after  putting  the  cake  on  the  fire,  and  hunting  the  children 
out  to  play  in  the  passage,  turned  to  Alphonse,  and  said 
in  kindly  coaxing  accents,  yet  with  evidently  perturbed 
aspect : 

"Now,  avottrneen,  tell  yer  own  Nona  what  she  oan  do 
for  ye?" 

''  Would  Mick  be  so  kind  as  to  call  to  the  house  in 
Talbot-street  for  my  trunks  ?"  asked  Alphonse. 

"  Of  course  he  will,  aciiskla,  an'  proud ;  but  if  it  isn't 
making  too  bould  to  ax,  sure  it  isn't  runnin'  away  wid  Mr. 
Guildford  you'd  be  P"  exclaimed  Nona,  with  a  touch  of 
anxiety  in  her  voice. 

Alphonse  reassured  her,  saying  cheerfully :  ^^No,  indeed, 
Nona ;  but  I've  left  my  aunts." 
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"  Left  your  aunts,  my  colken  dhas.  An'  where  are  you 
goin'P" 

^'To  service,"  replied  Alphonse;  and  steeped  as  she  was 
in  sorrow,  she  could  not  help  laughing  at  the  terrified 
looks  of  Esther  and  her  mother  as  they  solemnly  reiterated 
her  words. 

**  To  sarvice !  " 

"  Well  yes,  in  its  way ;  I'm  engaged  to  teach  music 
in  the  Misses  Hodgens'  school/'  she  said,  and  in  a 
few  words  she  explained  to  them  the  reasons  for  the  step, 
to  which  after  they  had  listened  patiently  they  relieved 
their  feelings. 

Mrs.  Lanigan,  ^'  Bad  cess  to  the  ould  vixens,  an'  may 
they  be  behbulden  to  want  a  shelther  an'  a  friend  in  their 
ould  age,  to  stan'  by  'em,  I  pray  God,  Amin." 

"  miisht  mother,  don't  curse  anyone — curses  like  crows, 
I  hear  Father  Fitzpatrick  say,  coom  home  to  roost — their 
own  feelins  'ill  be  curse  enough,  barrin  they've  none.  I 
hope  Miss,  alanna^  ye've  med  thim  school  missusses  given 
ye  the  vally  o'  yer  attintion  ?  "  she  w:ould  not  demean  Miss 
Alphonse  by  the  word  service. 

'^  Oh,  yes,  Esther,  as  much  as  I  could  expect ;  I'm  en- 
gaged but  for  one  quarter,  and  that  will  give  me  time  to 
look  about  me,*'  and  as  she  spoke,  the  door  opened,  and  a 
young  man  of  sullen  aspect,  in  the  garb  of  a  mason  or 
stonecutter,  came  in  ;  he  seemed  surprised  at  first,  seeing 
Alphonse,  but  soon  correcting  himself,  he  said,  touching 
his  forehead  with  every  mark  of  respect : 

*'  Good  evenin',  Miss ;  I'm  glad  to  see  ye,  I  hope  yer 
well?" 

**  Good  evening,  Mick  Mooney,  I'm  glad  to  see  you," 
said  Alphonse.  **  Will  you  kindly  do  me  a  favour  P  " 

''Troth,  I  will.  Miss,  barrin  it's  to  walk  on  my  head,  or 
somethin'  onpossible ;  many's  the  good  turn  I  an'  mine  are 
beholden  to  ye,  may  ye  niver  want  a  frind  yerself." 

Then,  AJphonse,  thanking  him,  mentioned  her  request, 
and  without  another  word,  Mick  Mooney  set  off  to  call  at 
Talbot^treet  for  her  trunks,  while  Alphonse,  his  wife,  and 
mother-in-law  had  their  tea,  and  discussing  their  respective 
inisfortujies,  lightened  them  by  sympathising  in  each  other's 
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grief,  and  took  counsel  with  eaoh  other  for  their  future 
guidance — Mrs.  Lanigan  having  sometime  secured  for 
a  trifle,  which  she  never  owned  to,  the  lend  of  a  neat  little 
bedroom^  next  to  her  own,  for  her  foster-child. 


CHAPTER    XIIL 

MAJOR  SIRR's  quest  AND  ITS  CONSEQUENCE. 

*'  Could  braised  hands  crush  the  brazen  throat  "of  might, 
We  should  not  wield  the  distaff  but  the  lance ; 
Could  tears  and  prayers  dispel  the  liyine  night, 
The  heavens  should  quake  and  yield  aeliverance.** 

Catzarib. 

"  I  tell  thee  that  a  spirit  is  abroad. 

Which  will  not  slumber  till  its  path  be  traced 
By  deeds  of  fearful  fame." 

Vespers  of  Palermo, — Hemans. 

A  FEW  days  had  elapsed  since  the  visit  of  Hugh  O'Byme, 
and  Euphemia  soon  experienced  very  practical  benefit 
from  its  result,  the  fact  being,  that  combined  with  his 
gracious  manner  and  fine  appearance,  he  had  actually 
commended  himself  to  the  favour — we  shall  waive  the 
hacknied  term,  and  say,  made  an  impression  upon  the 
heart  of  Miss  Hodgens,  fast  waning  in  her  meridian  with* 
out  ever  once  having  been  flattered  by  even  the  supposition 
that  she  had  awakened  the  least  tendency  to  amatory 
interest  in  any  male  bosom — the  notion  had  suddenly 
seized  her  like  an  inspiration,  that  even  a  Popish  husband 
might  be  preferable  to  siugle  blessedness;  and  might  it 
not  be  worth  her  while  to  lay  herself  out  to  besyren  and 
capture  a  prey^  which  though  of  colossal  dimensions,  was 
evidently  a  soft,  amiable  monster ;  so  in  view  of  the  antici- 
pated project,  her  tactics  changed,  and  Euphemia  quite 
appreciated  the  |  relaxation  of  the  penal  code  tmder  which 
she  had  so  long  suflered.  Yet  far  from  guessing  the 
cause  of  her  ameliorated  condition,  which  she  entirely  im- 
puted to  her  brother's  perhaps  implied  intention  of  re- 
moviug  her  if  she  were  not  more  justly  treated,  she  availed 
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herself  of  the  blessing,  without  being  at  all  imposed  upon 
to  feel  the  smallest  gratitude  to  her  preoeptoresses  for  the 
same.  To-day,  indeed — it  was  again  Friday — she  had  come 
into  collision  with  the  whole  Hodgens'  phalanx,  by  stoutly 
refusing  to  have  her  dinner  with  the  rest  of  the  pupils, 
even  though  tempted  by  the  promise  of  fried  sole,  protest- 
ing she  would  dine,  as  she  always  did,  with  Kitty,  else  she 
would  eat  no  dinner  at  all.  So,  even  though  she  carried 
her  point,  and  the  mistresses  had  capitulated  with  a  bad  * 
grace,  there  was  smothered  war  between  each  party ;  and, 
in  no  conciliatory  mood,  late  in  the  afternoon  she  saun- 
tered, tired  of  striving  to  beguile  her  companions  to 
play,  into  the  school-room,  skipping-rope  in  hand,  to  ex- 
change it  for  the  "Adventures  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor;"  but 
just  as  she  crossed  the  threshold  she  stood  still,  at  sight  of  a 
young  lady,  a  stranger,  sitting  alone  upon  one  of  the  benches. 
After  a  brief  inspection,  Euphemia  accosted  her : 

**  Are  you  a  new  pupil  ?  " 

"  No,"  returned  the  lady ;  '*  I  am  a  governess." 

**  You  look  very  young  to  be  a  governess ; — what  are  you 
to  teach  P  " 

"Music." 

"I'm  sorry  for  that,  for  I'll  not  be  in  your  class  then." 

"  Don't  you  learn  music  ? '' 

"No  ;  I  don't  think  Miles  and  Hugh  are  rich  enough  to 
get  me  taught  music.    What's  your  name  ?  " 

"  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick.    What's  yours  P '' 

"  Effie  O'Byrne." 

"  You  are  a  Catholic  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course  ;^-are  you  ?  " 

"  I  am." 

"  Then,  you're  the  only  one  in  the  house,  except  me  and 
Kitty  r 

"Who  is  Kitty?" 

"Thebook.'^ 

"  Do  you  like  the  Misses  Hodgens  P  " 

Euphemia  made  9.  grimace,  and  before  she  could  frame 
a  response  suitable  to  convey  in  adequate  terms  the  ex- 
pression of  her  dislike,  Miss  Hodgens  entered.  Glancing 
sharply  around,  she  exclaimed :  ^ 
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**Why  aren't  you  out  playing,  EuphemiaP  !B>eorea- 
tion  time  is  just  over/' 

*^  I  came  in,  because  I  could  get  no  one  to  play  with 
me,"  returned  Euphemia,  bluntly. 

"  That's  because  they  were  offended  that  you  wouldn't 
dine  with  them." 

"  It  was  not,  Miss  Hodgens,"  cried  unwary  Euphemia, 
•  eager  to  rectify  such  an  error.  **  I  heard  Bessy  Jones  whisper 
to  Nanny  Dunne  that  Miss  Medlicott  told  them  not  to 
play  with  me." 

**  Oh,  you  mistake,  child ;  go  sit  down  till  I  ask  Miss 
Medlicott  about  it ; — and  see,  see,  Effie,  just  write  your 
brother  Hugh's  address  on  that  note  for  me :  I  have  aisked 
him  to  dine  with  us  on  Sunday." 

"  Hugh  won't  like  to  dine  with  a  lot  of  children ! "  ex- 
claimed Euphemia,  flaring  up  like  a  rocket. 

Alphonse  Fitzpatriok  could  not  repress  a  silent  laugh ; 
but  Miss  Hodgens,  smiling,  said : 

*'0f  course,  not,  my  pet;  I  don't  mean  it.  We  shall 
have  some  nice  company :  the  Eev.  Mr.  Lamb ;  the  Pom- 
frets — a  delightful  faipily,  quite  the  fashion — the  Damers — 
you  know  Caroline  was  finished  here ; — also  Lady  Alicia 
Luttrell,  Squire  Higgins,  and  others.  I'm  afraid  we  may 
not  have  much  room ;  but  if  I  can  squeeze  out  a  comer  for 
you  next  myself  I  will." 

This  was  a  programme  that  quite  satisfied  Euphemia. 
In  very  mollified  temper,  she  took  the  letter  and  placed 
herself  at  a  desk ;  yet,  pen  in  hand,  she  lingered,  still  sur* 
veying  the  stranger,  whom  Miss  Hodgens  now  addressed 
haughtily : 

"Miss  Fitzpatrick,  you  may  as  well  set  to  work  at 
once." — Alphonse  had  risen  and  was  standing. — "Miss 
Jane  Hoey  is  to  learn  a  set  of  quadrilles  on  the  piano, 
Miss  Eose  Fox  a  waltz,  and  the  Misdes  Todd  a  duet  on 
the  harp." 

"And,  my  dear,"  interposed  Miss  Medlicott,  who  had 
just  stepped  in,  with  a  stocking  she  was  darning  on  her 
wrist,  "  if  you  would  put  your  hair  up  under  a  little  cap ; 
the  pupils  won't  respect  you  if  you  don't  look  older  than 
themselves,  and  have  some  badge  to  mark  your  supe- 
riority. '' 


MAJOR  sire's  quest*  197 

^*  And/'  added  Itfiss  Jemima,  who  had  followed  with  her 
mother,  ''don't  you  think,  ma'am,  pink  muslin  is  too 
ahowy  a  colour  for " 

'*  Certainly,  Jemmy,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Hodgens; 
'<  pink,  blue,  lilac,  white,  are  all  more  adapted  to  children. 
M1JB8  Fitzpatricb  will  see  herself  the  impropriety  of  a 
music-teacher  dressing  in  showy  colours,  suitable  at  best 
only  for  young  ladies  of  fortune ;  and  you  fliust  get  some 
quiet  dress  to  appear  in,  Miss  Fitzpatrick." 

**  You  know  I  shall  have  to  get  black,**  sighed  Al- 
phonse. 

"  Yes ;  that's  true,"  said  Miss  Hodgens ;  "  yet,  doesn't 
it  seem  great  duplicity  to  put  on  mourning  for  those  who 
have  not  acted  up  to  our  hopes  and  expectations  P  " 

"  Where  principle  is  not  compromised,''  said  Alphonse, 
"  we  often  have,  in  deference  to  etiquette  and  the  world, 
to  affect  appearances  that  might  lay  us  open  to  the  imputa- 
tion of  insincerity ;  yet  I  cannot  say  in  my  case,  mourn- 
ing is  not  genuine,  since  I  have  reason  to  deplore  the  loss 
of  a  relative  who  had  long  been  so  kind  to  me." 

** That's  true;  more  fool  you  to  have  disobeyed  his 
wishes,"  returned  Mrs.  Hodgens,  leaving  the  room  with 
the  salutary  comment. 

Miss  Medlicott  walked  after  her,  soliloquising :  "  Yea, 
verily,  anathema  shall  be  their  portion  who  render  wor- 
ship to  idols,  and  despise  the  ways  of  the  godly.'' 

Miss  Jemima  followed  Miss  Medlicott,  saying:  Ma, 
I  think  m  go  to  Nichol's  and  order  home  that  pretty 
crepelise  and  amber-satin  bonnet  I  have  taken  such  a 
fancy  to." 

Miss  Hodgens  travelled  after  Jemima  to  summon  the 
music  pupils.  Alphonse  sat  down  again.  When  the 
heart  has  sustained  an  acute  affliction,  whether  in  the 
bereavement  by  death  of  a  beloved  friend,  or,  perhaps,  the 
yet  more  poignant  anguish  of  the  dereliction  of  one  in 
whose  friendship,  love,  and  truth  we  had  confided  with  a 
trust  firm  as  adamant,  it  seems  as  though  fate  had 
done  her  worst,  and  it  becomes,  as  it  were,  impassive,  cal- 
lous, and  apathetic  to  shocks  of  pain  or  emotion  that 
would  at  another  time  have  probed  its  sensibilities  to  the 
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quiok ;  hence  it  was  that  hers  did  not  heave  &nd  swell 
indignant  at  heing  treated  with  contumely  and  heartless 
disdain  hy  those  from  whom  she  ought  to  have  had  every 
reason  to  expect  the  utmost  kindness  and  consideration. 
The  Misses  Hodgens  she  had  ever  made  welcome  to  her 
'aunt's  house ;  she  had  sat  upon  their  knee  a  caressed  and 
petted  child.  Many  a  pretty  cadean  hod  passed  from  her 
own  hand  to  theirs ;  and  now  she  did  not  feel  exaspe- 
rated, or  stung,  or  scornful ;  hut  she  was  miserable,  discon- 
solate, pale,  silent,  unutterably  wretched:  she  mused 
wearily  and  brooded  dejected  over  her  altered  lot — so 
wearily,  that  she  heeded  not  Euphemia  hovering'  near,  till 
the  child's  hand  rested  on  her  shoulder,  and  the  child's 
voice  fell  upon  her  ear,  saying  : 

"  Don't  be  fretting.  I  was  fool  enough  to  cry  when  I 
first  came,  but  you'll  get  used  to  it.  How  like  a  brood  of 
ducks  they  all  waddled  one  after  another  out  of  the  room ; — 
and  you  know  they  can't  slap  and  beat  you,  and  you  have 
no  lessons  to  learn,  at  any  rate." 

Blessed  power  of  human  sympathy,  let  it  come  in  what 
form  it  may,  from  what  untutored  lips,  or  in  what  lan- 
guage uttered,  it  falls  like  heaven's  own  dew  upon  the 
arid  breast,  soothing  and  softening  its  barren  sterility, 
and  casting  a  seed  into  the  furrow  ploughed  up  by  grief. 
Alphonse*s  first  impulse  was  to  press  to  her  quivering  lips 
the  small  hand  she  had  taken  in  hers ;  with  a  sense  of 
gratitude ;  then,  as  suddenly  she  dropped  it,  and  turned 
away  with  cold,  averted  brow,  thinking : 

"  You,  too,  will  deceive  like  others :  there  is  no  stability 
in  the  inconstant  human  heart ;  fast  as  they  bloom,  its 
flowers  wither,  scarcely  one  ever  fruits ;  and  if  I  seek  to 
garner  any  more  I  shall  deserve  to  be  disappointed," 

Euphemia  stared,  thinking  her  very  queer,  yet  sorry 
for  her  somehow  ;  then,  not  knowing  what  else  to  say  or 
do,  she  took  up  her  rope  and  skipped  out  of  the  room. 

The  music  lessons  soon  commenced,  and  Alphonse 
drudged  at  her  task  till  nightfall,  when  the  bell  summoned 
the  school  to  tea,  prayers,  and  bed,  consecutively.  Eu- 
phemia was  seated  at  the  tea-table  among  her  companions, 
and  took  little  notice  of  her.     Mugs  of  milk  and  water. 
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very  slightly  sweetened,  with  plates  of  bread  and  salt 
butter  were  laid  for  each  one :  the  governess  was  appointed 
a  cup  and  saucer,  to  make  distinction.  The  Misses 
Hodgens  had  already  had  their  own  tea  with  their  mother, 
so  their  sitting  down  was  merely  a  make-show.  Alphonse 
had  partaken  of  but  little  food  that  day,  and  still  her  heart 
was  too  full  and  too  sore  for  her  to  feel  any  inclination  for 
even  more  appetising  fare ;  so  she  sat  playing  with  her 
spoon,  alternately  glancing  at  each  of  the  children,  but 
oftenest  at  Euphemia,  vigorously  making  way  through  a 
pretty  thick  piece  of  bread  and  butter.  Suddenly  their  eyes 
encountered,  and  Euphemia,  with  distended  cheeks,  con- 
trived to  exclaim  aloud : 

"  Miss  Fitzpatrick  isn't  eating  anything." 

"Silence,  Miss!  -How  dare  you  speak!'*  cried  Miss 
Jemima,  who  was  not  in  good  temper,  the  bonnet  she  had 
set  her  heart  upon  having  been  carried  off  by  a  prior 
customer. 

"  I  don't  want  to  speak,  only  to  say  that  Miss  Fitz- 
patrick is  eating  nothing.'' 

"  Hold  your  tongue !  What^s  that  to  you  P  If  Miss 
Fitzpatrick  isn't  a  cormorant  like  you,  so  much  the 
better." 

**I  want  more  bread  and  butter,  please/'  intimated 
Euphemia,  rolling  up  her  eyes,  as  she  stuffed  the  last  bit 
into  her  mouth,  and  she  ignored  the  chiding  look  that 
accompanied  the  plate  by  a  deep  dive  into  her  mug.  Al- 
phonse thought,  as  she  stood  up  with  all  the  rest  after  tea, 
*^  That's  a  sturdy  child,  but  she  has  some  feeling  in  her, 
at  any  rate."  So  she  glided  over  and  whispered  :  "What 
are  we  going  to  do,  now  that  all  these  are  going  to  read 
the  Bible  and  prayers  ?" 

"  I  believe  it's  expected  we  go  up  to  bed ;  but  I  go  down 
to  Kitty ; — ^will  you  come  ?  She'll  be  very  glad  to  see 
you." 

Alphonse  declined  the  invitation,  and  went  up  to  the 
room  to  which  she  had  been  shown  as  hers— a  garret  oppo- 
site Euphemia's.  Here,  having  arranged  her  things,  said 
her  night  prayers,  and  sat  long  in  melancholy  rumination, 
die  heard  the  clock  strike  eleven  before  the  darknesa 
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■warned  her  it  was  time  for  rest.  Chilled,  and  feeling  weak 
for  want  of  food,  though  not  hungry,  she  rose  shivering, 
and  undressed,  but  had  scarcely  laid  her  head  on  the  pil- 
low when  she  was  startled  in  her  loneliness  and  sense  of 
abandonment  by  hearing  a  knock  at  the  door. 

'^  Come  in,''  she  called  out,  and  Euphemia  entered,  with 
a  tallow  candle  in  one  hand  and  a  huge  cat  under  her  arm 
in  the  other. 

*'  Here,  Miss  Fitzpatrick ;  I  was  afraid  you'd  be'asleep, 
and  I've  brought  you  a  cat." 

**  A  cat !  For  what,  dearP  I  don't  like  a  cat  in  my 
room,"  said  Alphonse,  sitting  up  and  lo6king  in  some 
wonder  at  the  self-complacent  Euphemia,  who  replied,  in 
a  tone  of  decision  : 

"  Oh,  yes.  Miss  Fitzpatrick,  I  thought  you'd  be  fright- 
ened with  the  rats,  so  I  brought  the  cat ; — it's  my  own  cat, 
that  Kitty  got  for  me,  and  she's  very  quiet,  and  will  just 
lie  at  your  back  and  keep  you  warm ;  and  she's  a  fine 
mouser,  so  don't  be  frightened  if  you  hear  her  after  them. 
I'm  used  to  them  now ;  so  I'm  not  so  much  afraid  ; — and 
Kitty's  going  to  bring  you  a  hot  cup  of  tea — of  real  tea. 
I  told  her  what  hogwash  they  gave  you,  and  that  you 
wouldn't  eat  the  stale  bread  and  salt  butter ;  so  she's  made 
a  hot  cake ; — an'  good-night  now,  I  hear  her  coming ;  an' 
don't  let  on  to  the  housemaid,  lest  she'd  tell  Miss  Hodgens 
an'  get  Kitty  scolded." 

Alphonse  listened,  gazing  upon  the  voluble  child  like 
one  trance-bound  ;  but  she  had  no  time  to  make  any  re- 
sponse before  Kitty  entered,  asking  her  pardon,  with  a 
courtesy,  for  the  liberty  she  was  taking,  same  time  laying 
before  her  a  little  tray  with  tea,  hot  cake,  and  a  little 
broiled  meat,  which  had  now  become  most  acceptable. 
Yet,  deeply  moved  as  she  was,  and  grateful  for  the  unex- 
pected manifestation  of  so  much  kindness,  she  could  not 
move  herself  to  any  demonstrative  expression,  and  feeling 
with  shame  how  cold  and  tepid  were  her  best  thanks,  and 
humiliated  with  the  sense,  new  to  her,  of  being  the  reci- 
pient, instead  of  the  bestower  of  bounty,  she  partook  of 
the  grateful  sustenance,  dismissed  the  cook  with  acknow- 
ledgments ;  then,  when  alone  again  in  the  darknees  and 
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Bolitude  of  her  chamber,  she  gave  free  oourae  to  her  tears, 
and  wept  long  and  bitterly.  The  following  morning  she 
was  awake  early,  and  up  and  dressed  before  any  of  the 
pupils  had  come  down.  She  wished  to  meet  Euphemia, 
to  thank  her  again  for  her  kind  attention  of  the  preceding 
i^^ght,  yet,  with  a  morbid  shrinking  of  the  seared  heart,  she 
checked  the  impulse  that  would  have  led  her  to  seek  her 
before  she  had  left  her  room,  while  feeling,  but  not  daring 
to  admit  even,  to  herself,  the  hold  the  child  was  taking 
upon  her  interest,  and  striving  to  banish  her  image,  which, 
somehow,  was  ever  pertinaciously  obtruding  itself  before 
her.  By-an4-by  some  of  the  pupils  came  to  the  music- 
room,  and  in  the  distraction  of  lines  and  spaces,  semi- 
breves,  and  demi-semibreves,  she  for  a  time  lost  sight  of 
e7ery  other  thought  till  the  breakfast-bell  rang.  At  the 
welcome  sound,  away  dashed  the  pupils  from  the  pianos, 
and  Alphonse,  rising  to  follow,  stood  still  a  moment  with 
surprise  to  look  at  Euphemia,  who  had  glided  in  unob- 
served, sitting  in  the  window,  in  rather  masculine  atti- 
tude— ^that  is  to  say,  a  foot  erossed  over  one  knee»  which 
she  held  in  her  hand,  while  she  pored  with  every  indication 
of  absorbed  attention  over  a  book  in  the  other ;  she  accosted 
her,  after  a  second  or  two  : 

•*  There's  the  bell,  Effie ; — ^what  are  you  reading  ?'* 
*'  *The  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe.'    It's  the  nicest 
story.  Did  you  ever  read  it,  Miss  Fitzpatrick  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  my  brother  lent  it  to  me  when  I  was  a  little 
girl.    Where  did  you  get  it  ?  *' 
*'  Ned  Burke  gave  it  to  me." 
"  Who  is  Ned  Burke,  dear  ?  " 

"  Kitty's  son :  a  very  nice,  good  boy  I've  got  acquainted 
with.  He  brought  it  to  me  last  night,  an'  bought  it  out  of 
his  own  money,  too.  See  the  nice  cover ; — and  come  till  I 
show  you  the  pictures." 

"  We  haven't  time  now,  dear.  Miss  Hodgens  will  be 
displeased  if  we  are  late  at  breakfast ;  and  I  wish  to  thank 
you  again,  Effie,  for  your  kindness  last  night." 

'^  I  didn't  think  I  did  anything  worth  thanking  for.  I 
hope  the  rats  didn't  disturb  you  f" 
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•*  The  cat  took  care  they  shouldn't,"  smiled  Alphonse, 
as  hand-in-hand  they  walked  along,  and  entered  the 
school-room,  Alphonse  thinking  the  while  :  ''  If  I  could 
open  my  heart  henceforth  to  anyone  it  would  he  to 
this  chUd  ; — ^but  no,  no,  no !  I  must  guard  myself  against 
any  fondness  or  feeling  of  affection  stealing  over  me. 
If  those  in  whose  faith  I  had  a  right  to  trust  deceived 
me,  what  could  I  expect  but  disappointment  firom  a  giddy 
sohool-girl,  who  is  nothing  to  me  and  to  whom  I  am 
less." 

Such  were  some  of  her  reflections  as  in  silence  the 
breakfast  was  despatched.  She  little  knew  then  or  pre- 
saged how  slight  need  she  should  have  for  such  precaution, 
and  how  proximate  was  the  moment  that  should  separate 
her  from  any  such  danger,  yet  leave  her  regretting  in 
deeper  despondency.  The  breakfast  things  had  just  been 
removed,  and  the  school  turned  out  for  half  an  hour's  re- 
creation, when  a  loud  double-knock  was  heard,  and  the 
hall-door  being  opened,  Major  Sirr,  on  official  business, 
was  announced. 

*'  Good-lack ! "  cried  Mrs.Hodgens,  as,  followed  by  Miss 
Medlicott  and  the  Misses  Hodgens,  all  alive  with  curiosity 
and  awe,  she  filed  into  the  parlour  to  receive  the  visitor, 
who,  with  formal  bow,  at  once  accosted  her  : 

"  Servant,  ma'am.  I  understand  you  have  in  your  em- 
ployment a  woman  called  Kitty  Burke  P  " 

"  Yes,  major,  we  have,"  said  Miss  Hodgens,  with  demon- 
strative respect. 

•'  Then,  ma'am,  I  must  ask  you  to  let  me  see  her," 
returned  the  major,  with  pomposity. 

"  I'll  call  her,"  cried  Euphemia,  who,  lingering  beside 
Alphonse  in  the  passage,  heard  all,  and  she  darted  like  a 
bird  down  the  kitchen  stairs  and  into  the  kitchen,  crying, 
in  hurried  whisper : 

"  Kitty,  Kitty !  here's  that  wicked  Major  Sirr  that's 
hunting  the  rebels.  He  wants  you ;  an'  if  you  don't  like 
^  go  up,  make  off  out,  an'  I'll  go  up  an'  say  you're  not 
in." 

Katty,  who  was  scouring  the  tables,  stopped  short  at 
this  announcement^  and  cried : 
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"  What  does  the  ould  villain  or  the  likes  o^  him  want 
wid  we  ?  Why  wouldn^t  I  go  up  and  face  'im  P  Get  out 
o'  my  way,  alanna.''  And,  in  her  great  hurry  to  face  the 
major,  Kitty  forgot  to  throw  by  the  scouring  cloth  em- 
bedded in  freestone  ;  but,  with  the  same  clutched  in  her 
brawny  fist,  and  her  stout  arms  stripped  above  the  elbow, 
she  presented  her  glowing  red  disk,  framed  in  an  ample 
white  muslin  cap-border,  before  the  formidable  inquisitor, 
and  in  accents  certainly  not  conciliatory,  said :  *'  Here  I 
am,  sir ;  what  may  be  yer  bisiness  wid  me  P  " 

**  You  have  a  son,  I  believe,*'  said  the  major,  sternly, 
probing  thekeen,  shrewd  eye  that  as  unflinchingly  met  his. 

"  I'm  proud  to  own  it,  sir,"  was  the  succinct  response. 

"  Can  you  tell  me  where  he  is  at  this  moment  P  "  de- 
manded the  major,  with  a  look  inviting  confidence; 

"  Troth,  an'  I'm  sorry  I  can't  oblige  ye,"  returned  Kitty, 
quailing  in  heart  but  maintaining  a  bold  front ;  "  if  it's 
what  ye  coome  wid  news  o'  somethin'  to  his  advantage,  a 
parergrap  in  the  paper  '11  be  the  most  likely  way  to 
find  'im." 

**  Come,  woman,  don't  be  saucy,"  vociferated  the  major, 
glancing  at  his  sub- official  standing  at  the  threshold ;  ^^  we 
want  your  son's  address,  and  must  have  it." 

"  Must  yer  honor  ?  Well,  the  next  time  my  little  boy 
coomes  to  see  me  I'll  tell  him  of  the  fine  quality  was  axin' 
for  him,  an'  make  him  lave  me  his  card  for  yez." 

"  You're  the  most  audacious  woman  I  have  ever  come 
across,"  foamed  the  major,  forgetting  his  politeness  in  his 
anger.  "Don't  suppose,  ma'am,  that  we're  not  privy 
to  all  the  lad's  fine  doings,  clever  as  he  and  you  think 
yourselves;  and  that  we  haven't  ways  and  means  of 
obtaining  every  information  we  want  concerning  him; 
imprimis^  let  me  tell  you  what  you  will  perhaps  fain  wonder 
at,  that  the  chap  has  robbed  his  master  to  a  large  amount, 
and  is  in  complicity  with  the  United  Irishmen ;  secondly, 
he  has  had  his  indentures  cancelled,  and  taken  service  with 
a  man  of  the  name  of  O'Byrne." 

"  Then,  what  need  for  ye  to  coome  to  the  boy's  mother 
to  ax  her  to  infonn  upon  her  own  Bon,  if  ye  be  so  know- 
ledgable  about  *im,"  retorted  Kitty  vehemently,  stripping 
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her  arms  still  more^  and  looking  as  if  making  ready  for  H 
pugilistic  encounter  with  the  major,  who  silently  eyed  her 
preparations  askance.  "  Listen,  my  good  man,  it  just 
happens  that  I  know  somethin'  about  my  boy  as  {well  as 
you  do ;  an'  if  you  choose  to  hear  it  I  can  tell  ye  he's 
more  innocent  nor  yerself  by  a  good  spell ;  an'  if  ye'll 
take  the  throuble,  sir,  to  investigate  properly,  as  a  magis- 
thrate,  an'  thim  that  has  the  lives  o'  people  in  their  hands 
should,  ye'll  lam  that  thim  that  tould  such  lies  o'  my  boy 
is  more  like  to  be  thieves  than  a  child  come  of  an  honest 
father,  an'  well  brought  up ;  an'  if  ye  want  to  know  more, 
the  gentleman  that  has  taken  him  is  the  one  to  go  to  for 
information." 

"  Effie,  come  here ;  this  little  girl  will  tell  you  all  she 
knows,  major,"  cried  Miss  Medlicott,  laudably  zealous  to 
facilitate  the  ends  of  justice.  *^  That's  a  dear,  tell  the 
major  everything  you  know.'* 

Effie  advanced  ;  a  wink  from  Kitty's  eye,  upon  whom  her 
face  had  been  rivetted,  gave  her  her  lesson.  With  intense 
interest  Alphonse  watched  the  proceedings. 

"  You're  a  fine  little  girl,"  said  the  major,  complacently 
tappin  g  her  cheek ;  ^'  a  credit,  upon  my  word^  ma'am,  to 
your  school.    How  old  is  she  ?  " 

'^  Past  twelve  I  think  you  are,  Effie,"  said  Miss  Hodgens, 
blandly. 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Effie,  with  a  cute  look  at  Kitty* 

**  Dear,  dear,  I'd  have  thought  her  more,"  observed  the 
major.  "  Well,  my  little  girl,  tell  me,  is  the  boy,  Ned 
Burke,  still  in  the — um— ah,  your  father's  service." 

'^  I've  no  father,"  returned  Effie,  shortly,  and  with  an 
under  glance  at  the  questioner. 

"No I  dear,  dear;  an  orphan — gone  to  glory? — ^how  sad! 
Your  uncle,  then?" 

"  Her  brother,  sir,"  put  in  Miss  Hodgens. 

"  Ah,  indeed.  Well,  my  dear,  he  hired  this  boy,  Ned 
Burke,  did  he  not?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir.^' 
^  "  Yes,  Effie,  you  do,'^  screamed  Miss  Jemima,  who    at 
till  now,  with  round  open  eyes,  staring  at  and  taking 
in  all 
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'*  Don't  confuse  the  little  dear,"  mildly  rebuked  the 
major.  "  She  will  just  tell  me  what  she  remembers^or 
knows.  Most  children,  I  find,  are  stupid,  or  easily  dashed. 
So,  dear,  your  brother  hired  Ned  Burke  to  wait  on  him, 
I  suppose,  brush  his  ooat,  and  the  like  ? — ^is  the  lad  still 
with  him  P" 

"  How  can  I  tell  P "  suddenly  blurted  out  Euphemia. 
"  Go  to  Hugh,  if  you  want  to  know,  and  ask  him." 

The  major  drew  back,  staring  hard  at  the  now  moody- 
looking  face  before  him. 

"  That's  the  best  thing  for  you  to  do,  major,"  said  Mrs. 
Hodgens,  scowling  at  Euphemia.  "  Go  to  the  head-quarter 
for  information." 

"  My  dear  ma'am,'*  said  the  major,  solemnly  blowing 
his  nose,  "  I  have  already  seen  the  individual,  who  told  me, 
inthjoool  inaoxidance^  that  the  boy  having  got  a  hint — 
where  he  would  not  tell  me — that  his  delinquencies  had 
been  discovered  by  his  fellow-apprentices,  absconded — 
ran  away  from  him  last  night,  and  he  knew  no  more 
abont  him.  Ah,  these  Papists !  you — that  is,  we,  the  Govern- 
ment— can't  trust  them :  they  are  sworn  accomplices  in 
every  crime,  and  knitted  in  links  it  tasks  us  hard  to 
sunder.  Nevertheless,  I  am  happy  to  say,  we  are  ener- 
getic as  ever  at  the  good  work  of  pacification,  andby-and- 
by  we  may  hope  to  reap  the  fruit  of  our  labour.  Tell 
me,  my  child" — he  turned  again  to  Euphemia — "to  which 
of  the  societies  of  United  Irishmen — ^I  mean  patriots — does 
your  brother  belong  P" 

"  I  don't  think  he  belongs  to  any  society,"  returned  the 
child,  unwary  of  the  drift  of  such  a  question. 

"  Pooh !  pooh !   Why  would  he  not ;  isn't  he  a  patriot?  " 
simpered  the  major. 
"  Oh,  yes,  he  is,"  innocently  returned  Euphemia. 
"  Of  course,  and  a  great  friend,  I  hear,  of  Lord  Edward 
Fitzgerald  ;— -does  he  see  him  often  P" 

"  He  and  Miles  dined  at  Fresoati's  with  Lord  and  Lady 
I!dward  Fitzgerald  before  I  came  to  school,"  said  Eu- 
phemia, simply. 
**  Yes,  to  be  sure ;  and  what  company  had  they  ?" 
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"  A  great  many ;  biit  1  don't  know  all  their  names,  be- 
cause I  couldn't  go,  for  I  hadn't  a  dress  nice  enough." 

'^  What  a  shame  V  responded  the  major.  '^  I'll  see  that 
you'll  have  a  dress  to  go  to  the  next  party  that'll  take  the 
shine  out  of  them  all.  Tell  me^  who  did  you  hear  was 
there  ?" 

''  There  was  Miles,  and  Hugh,  and  cousins  Gerald,  and 
William  Byrne  of  Ballymanus,  and  cousin  Gregory,  and 
Mr.  Byrne  of  Cabinteely,  and  John  Colclough,  and 
Bagenal  Harvey,  and  a  lot  more  I  forget  the  names  of." 

**  Very  good  ; — and  now,  tell  me  this" — Euphemia,  lift- 
ing her  eyes  to  his,  glanced  at  Kitty,  all  on  thorns,  listen- 
ing and  watching  the  moment  to  admonish  her  by  another 
sign  to  be  careful  of  her  words,  caught  the  signal,  but  un- 
luckily so  did  Major  Sirr. 

"  Get  oift  of  this,  you  baggage,  and  don't  be  winking  to 
the  child,''  he  exclaimed,  starting  up  in  a  fury  to  dislodge 
Kitty  by  main  force,  of  which  unseemly  exploit  she  saved 
herself  and  him  the  trouble  by  decorously  withdrawing, 
her  tongue  in  her  cheek,  and  saying : 

**  If  yer  honour  wants  me  agin,  ye'U  find  me  in  the 
kitchen  ; — an',  Miss  'Phemia,  mind  yer  not  bethrayed  into 
givin'  information  that  may  hang  innocent  people." 

<*  Let  me  go,"  screamed  Euphemia,  terrified  at  such  a 
possibility  as  the  admonition  implied.  "Wait  for  me, 
Kitty ;  I  won't  say  another  word  if  they  cnt  the  tongue 
out  of  me." 

She  burst  away,  and  Major  Sirr,  perceiving  he  had 
elicited  all  the  information  he  could  hope  for,  with  many 
apologies  to  the  Misses  Hodgens,  took  his  departure. 

**  Come  hither,  woman,''  vociferated  Mrs.  Hodgens,  call- 
ing to  Etty,  whom  she  spied  peeping  through  the  banister 
of  the  kitchen  stairs,  to  see  the  discomfited  major  depart, 
while  she  held  Euphemia  locked  in  her  arms,  consoling  her 
with  the  assurance  that  she  had  shown  a  brave  spirit,  an' 
hadn't  said  anything  that  could  hang  a  dog.  Kitty  ad- 
vanced. "  Be  ready  to  leave  this  to-morrow  morning ; — 
d'ye  hear?"  enunciated  the  stentorian  voice  of  the  major- 
domd.  "  I'll  have  no  fosterers  of  thieves  stopping  in  my 
house  ;--d'ye  hear  ?" 
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"I  do,  ma'am." 

"  Or  a  woman  that  has  a  son  convicted  of  felony ; — d'ye 
hear  P" 

"  Tis,  ma'am.  Plaze  to  give  me  my  papers.  I'll  not  ax 
to  throuble  ye  to  wait  till  to-morrow ;  I've  frinds  o'  me 
own,  Esther  Mooney  an'  her  husband  an'  ohildhre,  goin' 
down  in  the  cart  this  evenin' ;  so  if  they  give  me  a  lift  wid 
'em  as  far  as  the  county  Wicklow,  where  they're  goin,'  I 
may's  well  take  the  convanienoe.  Miss  Meelia  an'  Misther 
Jeemes,  that's  grinnin'  in  the  corner  there,  '11  cook  the 
dinner ;  an',  while  I  go  to  pack  up  my  little  bundle  ye 
can  write  my  discharge." 

"  I'll  give  you  no  discharge,  you  saucy  woman,*'  yelled 
Mrs.  Hodgens,  every  pimple  in  her  face  blooming  into 
purple  and  scarlet  with  rage. 

*'  Why,  thin,  ma'am,  may  I  ax?"  retorted  Kitty,  growing 
pale  from  similar  cause.  "  Is  it  because  ye  manely  took 
advantage  of  a  poor  woman's  poverty  and  disthress  to  get 
her  sarvices  widout  wages,  barrin'  the  kitchen  stuff,  ye'd 
refuse  her  a  charakther,  more  special  takin'  her  at  short 
notice  like  it  ?" 

"  You  needn't  be  ballyragging  with  your  vulgar  Irish 
brogue,"  shouted  Mrs.  Hodgens,  jingling  a  large  bunch  of 
keys.  "  How  do  I  know  that  I  could  give  you  a  character 
for  honesty,  and  your  son  a  thief  P  Amelia  and  James  tell 
me  you  often  had  him  in  the  kitchen,  and  would  bolt  them 
out ;  and  one  day,  through  a  chink,  they  saw  him  eating 
apple  pie.  'Pon  my  word,  give  you  a  character,  indeed, 
and  plenty  of  good  cooks  going  a-begging  I  Miss  Fitz- 
patrick,  what  are  you  idling  your  time  listening  for  ?  Let 
me  tell  you  there's  many  ways  of  being  dishonest ;  and  to 
cheat  an  employer  of  time  and  service  is  one  of  them." 
Thus  rebuked,  Alphonse  glided  away. 

"  May  the  Blessed  Mother  o'  God  look  down  on  yer 
purty  dauny  face,  alanna ;  my  heart  warms  to  ye ;  an' 
may  the  Son  o'  the  Virgin  break  the  cross  afore  ye,"  cried 
Kitty,  looking  compassionately  after  the  mute  receding 
form. 

''  Hush,  woman!  Don't  be  preaching,"  said  Miss  Med- 
licott,  winding^aball  of  yam ;  "  brawling  won't  serve  you." 
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<<  Trothy  an'  sorry  Td  be,  ma'am,  to  lose  my  time  wid  the 
same  on  the  likes  o'  them  that  hasn't  the  heart  to  hould 
it ;  an'  begorra,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  I  wouldn't  take  a 
oharakther  from  ye  if  ye  threw  it  afther  me ;  for  sure  it's 
bad  luok,  an'  no  blessin,'  Td  have  wid  it,  an'  so  I  wcush 
my  hands  out  of  it,  an'  wish  ye  good  mom." 

^'  Horrid  old  beldame ! "  said  Miss  Hodgens,  as  Eitty, 
in  high  dudgeon,  retreated  to  get  her  travelling  gear  in 
order. 

"  Are  ye  sorry  I'm  goin',  Miss  Effie  ?  I'm  sorry  for 
lavin'  ye,  anyway,"  she  oried,  as  alternately  fuming  and 
scolding  she  bustled  about,  gathering  up  her  strays  and 
wai&. 

"  Of  course  I  am,  Kitty ;  but  you  wouldn't  take  me 
with  you?"  answered  Euphemia,  eagerly. 

"No,  honey;  how  could  I?  An'  what  would  your 
brother  say  ?  I'd  call  to  tell  him  the  whole  story,  only 
Ned  told  us  last  night  he  was  goin'  down  to  the  Ourragh 
to-day,  so  wouldn't  be  at  home.  Bad  cess  to  Sirr !— what 
a  way  he  was  in  to  lay  hold  of  my  boy ; — ^but  in  troth, 
Miss  Effie,  I'm  sorry  for  lavin'  ye,  asthore.  Who'll  give 
ye  yer  Friday's  dinner  now,  aroariy  an*  spake  words  o' 
advice  an'  comfort  to  ye? — Where's  that  apron  gone  ? — 
I  have  it.  An'  thim  dodgers  to  refuse  me  a  charakther ! 
I'm  glad,  anyway,  ye've  got  a  companion  of  yer  own  sort, 
though  she  does  look  more  like  one  that  'ud  want  comfort 
than  be  able  to  give  it.  Ooh,  wirra,  wii^a^  what  a  world 
it  is  1 — Where  did  I  put  thim  ould  caps  ?  " 

Maintaining  a  running  fire  of  such  commentaries  and 
mingled  interjections,  Kitty  made  all  speed  ;  and  when  it 
was  time  to  go,  she  kissed  Effie,  who  had  asked  and  ob- 
tained permission  to  stay  with  her  till  she  had  packed. 

"  Now,  machreey^  she  added,  "  you  just  mind  my  bundle 
while  I  go  see  Miss  Fitzpatrick,  an'  bid  G-od  speed  to  the 
ould  tykes,  as  I  wouldn't  like  to  part  in  inmity  wid  the 
illuded  crathurs ;  an'  Miss  Meelia  might  be  for  ransaokin' 
my  duds.  I  wondherhow'll  they'll  manage  the  cookin'  an' 
lots  o'  company  to-morrow  ?  To  be  sure  they  had  engaged 
the  pasthry-oook  man  to  attind,  wid  a  woman  to  help  ; 
only  for  that  they  wouldn't  have  let  me  ^o  so  sood,  I'm 
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thiokiii,*'  Muttering  thus  all  the  way  to  the  mufiio-robm, 
the  knocked  at  the  door  and  went  in. 

<<  I'm  ooome  to  bid  ye  good-bye,  Mifls/'  she  said,  dropping 
aoonrtesy. 

**  I'm  very  sorry  you're  leaving,"  said  Alphonse,  stop- 
ping the  music  lesson  ;  ''but  I'm  glad  you  are  going  down 
with  Mends  of  mine  to  the  county  Wicklow — they  will  be 
kind  to  you.    To  whom  are  you  going  there  ?" 

**  Why,  thin,  to  a  first  cousin  o'  me  own,  Miss :  Molly 
Doyle,  that's  nurse  to  Miss  'Phemia,  an'  married  to  a  car- 

Gnther  in  good  eamins ;  so  till  I  can  turn  about  to  put  my 
nd  to  Bomethin',  I  won't  be  shook,  plaze  G-od ; — an'  all 
that  throubles  me  is  Miss  Themia ;  an'  glad  I  am  she's 
got  one  o'  her  own  sort  that'll  be  company  to  her,  an'  give 
her  good  advice.  Sure  it's  wondherful  to  see  how  easy  she 
takes  me  goin',  and  I  thinkin'  she'd  have  made  a  pillalu, 
an'  cried  the  eyes  out  o'  her  head ; — ^but  it's  the  way  wid 
'em,  God  help  'em  for  childhre ;  sure  they  have  no  better 
wit ;  it  isn't  want  of  heart  in  her,  I  know  that ;  an'  whin  she 
ooomes  to  miss  me  she'll  be  sorry  enough,  I  warrant." 

•*  Selfishly  so,  I  daresay,"  thought  Alphonse,  with  a 
feeling  of  self-commendation,  that  she  had  not  sufiered 
herself  to  warm  to  her  juvenile  acquaintance.  Aloud  she 
said  :  *'  I'll  take  what  care  I  am  able  of  the  little  girl,  and 
will  you  tell  Esther  Mooney  to  remember  me  in  her  prayers, 
and  that  I  was  sorry  I  could  not  go  to  see  her  before  she 
wentP' 

**  I  will,  surely.  Miss,  God  bless  you,"  returned  Kitty, 
receiving  with  diffidence  a  couple  of  shillings  which  Al- 
phonse handed  her,  loath  to  lessen  her  scanty  pmise,  yet 
ashamed  to  refuse;  and  with  another  courtesy  recommend- 
ing her  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  and  the  special  interest 
of  all  the  saints,  Kitty  withdrew,  and  went  to  fetch  her 
bundle,  over  which  Euphemia  was  standing  guard,  while 
the  other  servants  were  flitting  to  and  &o,  with  their  noses, 
as  Kitty  said,  "turned  up  snuffing  the  sky."  |Once  again 
■he  embraced  the  child,  who  with  much  sangfroid  said : 

"  Kitty,  just  tell  me,  isn't  it  to  Nurse  Doyle  yer  going  ?  " 

"  Why,  alanna  P  "  returned  Kitty,  with  sharp,  question- 
ing eye. 
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<*  Oh,  juflt  to  give  her  my  love,  an'  to  them  all.'^ 
'^  "  Very  well,  Miss  Themia,  I'll  do  that,"  said  Kitty,  feel- 
ing  somewhat  huffed  and  hurt  in  her  feelings  by  the  .de- 
meanour of  her  protegicy  and  thinking  now  that  she  ha^ 
^ot  a  young  friend  in  the  governess,  an  that  the  missusses 
has  taken  a  turn  in  her  favour,  I'd  like  to  know  the  rea- 
son, it's  not  much  the  little  lady  thinks  of  poor  £itty,  that 
was  so  fond  of  her  ;  I  see  that.  ^^  Och,  musha,  musha,  it's  a 
quare  world,"  and  with  a  heavy  sigh  to  endorse  the  senti- 
ment, Kitty  departed,  having  on  me  way  thrust  her  head 
into  Mrs.  Hodgens*  sanctum,  to  say  "  Good-bye,  ma'am  ;  I 
just  coome  to  say  I'm  goin',  an'  God  forgive  ye,  an*  mark 
ye  to  grace,  you  and  yours.  Amin." 

That  day,  at  dinner  and  at  recreation,  Alphonse  watched 
Euphemia  closely  ;  but  so  far  from  detectiDg  the  smallest 
appearance  of  sorrow  she  appeared  to  be  in  rather  exhila- 
rated spirits,  at  play  in  particular  she  romped,  skipped  her 
rope,  rolled  her  hoop,  climbed  the  trees,  and  displayed  a 
variety  of  antics  that  rather  astonished  the  sad  Alphonse, 
to  whom  withal  she  was  ever  disclosing  some  wild  trait  of 
genuine  good  feeling,  lending  cheerfully  her  toys  to  the 
children,  swinging  the  little  ones  on  the  swing-swong,  and 
running  up  now  and  again  to  say,  ^^Miss  Fitzpatrick, 
aren't  you  cold  P  I'll  run  in  for  a  shawl  to  put  about  you," 
or  ^'  If  you  have  a  headache  we  won't  make  so  much  noise," 
or,  "  Would  you  rather  I'd  sit  and  talk  with  you  ?  "  But 
most  of  all  did  Alphonse  feel  it  strange  when  separating  for 
the  night,  Euphemia  came,  and  throwing  her  arms  round 
her  neck  to  embrace  her,  said  in  deep  pathetic  tone  : 

"  Good-night,  Miss  Fitzpatrick;  next  to  Kitty  I  love  you 
the  best  of  anyone  in  this  house,  and  I'd  tell  you  some- 
thing, only  I'm  afraid  of  old  Hodgens ;  but  to-morrow 
you'll  know,-  and  I'm  very  sorry  you  are  here  at  all,  because 
I  don't  thiok  you'll  ever  be  happy  in  it :  no  one  could  be 
happy  with  Miss  Hodgens  and  Baby — that's  Jemmy,  you 
know; — only  fancy  calling  that  old  doll  Baby !" 

*^  I  think  Miss  Hodgens  is  very  kind  to  you>  and  you 
seem  to  be  very  happy  here,"  said  Alphonse. 

Euphemia  made  a  grimace,  and  said  ^'  Good-night." 

^'  XJngratefid  little  puss,^'  smiled  Aljphonse,  as  she  saw 
hex  jetreat  into  her  room  and  close  the  door. 
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Eitty  Burke  and  her  friends,  all  packed  on  a  good  bed 
of  straw  in  a  market-cart,  driven  by  a  good  strong  dray- 
horse,  hired  for  the  occasion,  were  very  snugly  jolting 
along,    and   pretty  far  on  their  way  through  Wicklow 

Sound,  when  a  horn,  lustUy  blown,  gave  notice  of  the 
athdrum  coach,  which,  drawn  by  four  spanking  horses, 
and  bowling  along  in  a  whirlwind  of  dust,  crowded  with 
passengers,  inside  and  out,  soon  appeared  coming  along 
and  bearing  down  upon  them ;  all  eyes,  as  a  matter  of 
course  attracted,  turned  to  stare  upon  the  flashy  vehicle 
and  its  motley  cargo. 

**  Oh,  look,  daddy ! — oh,  look  mammy ! — isn't  that  purty?" 
screamed  the  delighted  children  of  the  Mooney  family,  as, 
huddled  in  a  heap,  with  pieces  of  bread  and  butter  in  their 
hands,  they  pointed  to  the  red-and-yellow  decorations  and 
livery  of  the  "  speedy  courier,"  as  it  dashed  down.  But  a  yell 
that  drowned  their  infantine  treble,  and  started  every  ear, 
and  drew  every  eye,  broke  forth,  as  Kitty,  springing  up 
with  outstretched  arms,  frantically  shrieked,  at  the  shrillest 
pitch  of  her  voice  : 

"Stop !  stop  coach  ! — ^hould  guard,  man  alive,  I  bid  ye. 
The  dickens  go  wid  me,  if  there  isn't  Miss  'fhemia  an'  my 
levanther  of  a  son  on  the  top !" 

**  "We'll  be  home  before  you,  Kitty,  an*  tell  them  you're 
coming,"  shouted  Euphemia,  gleefully,  jBrom  her  airy  pin- 
nacle, and  triumphantly  she  kissed  hands  and  waved  her 
handkerchief  as  the  coach  shot  past ;  then  turning  to  her 
companion,  who  less  courageous,  had  interposed  his  cap 
between  his  visage  and  the  unexpected  apparition  of 
his  wrathful  parent,  she  said,  in  reply  to  his  ejacu- 
lation, "  O  Lord  I  we'll  be  murthered ! "  "  Isn't  it  great 
fun,  Ned  P  Suppose  we  do  get  banged  itself,  what 
matter." 

"  Dhrive  on,  Mick  Mooney,"  commanded  Kitty,  in  tone 
of  authority ;  "  whip  on  the  baste,  an'  we'll  easily  come 
up  wid  'em  at  the  next  stage.  Oh,  the  little  leprechaun, 
to  play  me  sich  a  thrick  ;  an'  my  villan  o'  a  son  to  be 
mixed  up  in  it !  Och,  wait  an'  see  if  I  won  t  pay  'em  off." 

About  twenty  minutes  elapsed,  and  at  the  next  stage 
fhey  oame  up  with  the  runawayst  just  as  the  coach  was 
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again  about  starting.     Kitty  jumped  out  and  collared 
the  pair. 

"  All  right !"  sung  out  the  guard. 

"  Faix,  an'  it  isn't,  my  good  man ; — anyway,  you  dhrive 
on;  I'll  make  bould  to  lighten  yer  load  o'  these  two  pas- 
sengers." Then,  as  th6  coach  moved  on,  fiercely  turning  to 
her  son,  she  cried:  ''What's  the  manin'  o'  this,  at  all 
at  all,  I  want  to  knowP" 

"Arrah,  mother,  be  aisy  now,"  expostulated  Ned, 
twisting  uneasily  in  the  grip  that  held  him  as  in  a  vice. 
''  Isn't  it  the  masther  sint  me  wid  a  letther  to  his  brother, 
Mr.  Miles." — ^He  produced  the  document  in  proof. — "  He 
gave  me  the  hard  word  that  the  'prentices  accused  me  of 
robbin*  the  employer,  and  that  the  major  was  lookin'  for 
me,  an'  to  make  out  o'  the  way  by  night  down  to  Wicklow. 
The  coach  overtook  me  this  mornin',  an  Miss  'Fhemia 
made  me  get  up  on't." 

Slitty,  appeased  by  this  explanation,  relaxed  her  hold, 
and  turned  to  Euphemia,  who  had  already  climbed  into 
the  oar  and  ensconced  herself  on  a  bundle  between  Esther 
and  little  Eitty: 

"  Well,  Missy ;  what  have  you  to  say  for  yerself  P" 

"  Come,  get  in,  Kitty ;  don't  be  losing  time ;  we  re  a 
good  step  from  Dunlavin  yet ;  an'  if  we  weren't  there 
before  you  to  get  things  ready,  thank  yourself.  Did  you 
think  I  was  going  to  stay  in  that  place  after  you  were 
turned  away.     Come,  jump  up." 

"  Well,  well,  grant  me  patience  ! "  cried  Kitty,  fairly 
bothered,  as  she  scrambled  again  up  the  shaft.  ^^  An' 
what'U  yer  brothers  say ; — aren't  ye  afeaxed  to  meet 
them  P" 

"I  suppose  they'll  growl  like  two  bears,"  responded 
Euphemia,  slightly  wincing  ;  *'  but  I  must  put  up  with 
it,"  and  she  smiled  at  the  enfranchised  Ned  taking  up  a 
position  on  the  other  shaft,  while  Mooney,  plying  the 
whip,  urged  on  the  horse. 

"Musha,  musha,  God  help  yez  for  foolish  ohildhre," 
groaned  Kitty,  mechanically  taking  out  her  beads — ^not 
to  say  them,  for  her  mind  was  too  addled  by  many  things; 
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bat  she  liked  to  feel  them  in  her  hand :  they  were  her 
amulet  in  every  trouble  and  danger. 

"  If  there's  a  bog  in  the  way  now  we'll  all  go  into  it 
together,"  said  Euphemia,  "  an  that's  some  comfort." 

"Lord!  I'm  quakin*  thinkin'  what  ructioDS  there'll  be 
whin  yer  missed.  What'll  they  think  wint  wid  ye,  at  all 
at  all?"  grumbled  Kitty,  not  soothed  in  her  feelings  by 
the  comforting  suggestion.  ''A  bog, indeed!  faix,  it's  a 
bog  we'll  be  in  whin  we're  cotch.  I  wouldn't  wondher  if 
the  brothers  'ud  murther  ye." 

^'  Kitty,  it's  I  would  like  to  see  the  faces  of  the  Hodgenses 
when  they'll  be  looking  for  me." 

"  An'  didn't  ye  lave  even  a  line  to  say  ye  had  eloped  ?  " 

"  Now,  Kitty,  don't  talk  folly.  Is  it  to  have  them  flying 
like  wild  things  after  me  P  Kot  a  line  ;  they'll  know  it 
time  enough  when  I'm  safe.  And  you  must  go  to  Miles 
first — ^he's  the  only  one  I'm  afraid  of — and  tell  him  the 
whole  story ;  and  I'll  hide  till  he  promises  not  to  be  ajxgry. 
At  any  rate,  I'll  be  off  to  Molly,  if  you  don't  like  to  face 
Miles,  an'  she'll  bring  him  to  reason,  I'll  engage.  So  make 
yourself  easy  about  it." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

A.  JUNTA  MEET  TO  DEVISE  SOME   PLOT   TO  HOT  A  CATHOLIC 

GENTLEMAN   OF   HIS  ESTATE* 

**  Among  the  rest,  we've  heard  of  one, 

The  Reverend Something  Hamiltoir, 

Who  stuffed  a  figare  of  himself 

(Delicious  thought),  and  had  it  shot  at, 
To  bring  some  Papist  to  the  shelf 

That  couldn't  otherwise  be  got  at.** 

MOORK. 

It  was  early  in  the  afternoon,  that  is  to  say  some  time 
between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one  o'clock,  when  the 
Sham  Squire — ^Higgins — ^wrapt  in  a  loose  morning-gown  of 
crimson  taffeta,  Imed  with  orange  silk,  a  green  velvet  cap 
with  gold  tassel  upon  his  greasy  head,  and  his  huge  flat 
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feet  encased  in  morocoo  slippers,  lounged  upon  a  divan  in 
his  study,  vith  a  morning  journal  in  his  hand,  and  beside 
him  a  table  spread  with  a  litter  of  pens,  sealing-wax,  ink, 
writing.paper,  pencils,  penknives,  a  misceUaneous  coUeo- 
tion  of  odds  and  ends— seals,  wafers,  memoranda,  &c. 
Seated  in  a  well-cushioned  fauteuii  adjacent,  inhaling  the 
fumes  of  a  fragrant  cigar,  booted,  spurred,  and  in  military 
equipment,  was  Lord  Carhampton,  who  had  dropped  in  for 
a  morning  lounge  also  with  the  Squire.  In  juxtaposition 
were  Lord  Norbury,  on  his  way  to  the  court;  Majors 
Sirr,  Swan,  Sandys ;  and  nearer  to  the  door  clustered  a 
group  of  as  ill-looking  individuals  as  ever,  in  expression 
and  Uneament,  belied  the  human  face  divine — nay,  so  re- 
pelling, BO  revolting  to  look  upon  that  the  most  unskilled 
of  physiognomists  would  turn  from  them  with  pleasure,  to 
experience  more  agreeable  sensations  in  contemplating  the 
hog  wallowing  in  his  sty,  or  the  carrion  bird  rending  his 
prey,  and  banquetting  on  the  field  of  battle.  Lord  £ings- 
borough,  too,  was  there,  imbibing  a  morning  potation  of 
soda  water  and  brandy;  and  John  Claudius  Beresford, 
who,  despite  his  uncle  Lord  Clare's  undisguised  prejudice, 
continued  to  patronise  the  Squire,  who  subsidised  and  made 
it  worth  the  while,  in  various  ways,  of  those  whose  inde- 
pendence was  not  large  enough,  or  pride  or  principle  lofty 
enough,  to  reject  with  scorn  such  a  fostering ;  and  in  the 
midst  and  above  the  hum  and  buzz  of  voices  around  him 
rose  that  of  Higgins,  as  laying  down  the  journal  which  he 
had  been  lookiug  over,  he  turned  to  a  lean,  cadaverous  man, 
with  rat-like  visage,  and  clad  in  threadbare  garments,  un- 
obtrusively skulking,  as  thouglx  timorous  or  fearful  of  notice, 
behind  his  comrades,  and  said: 

"  So,  Tim  Lawson,  the  job's  a  failure ;  ye  couldn*t  get 
informers  to  swear  evidence  at  any  price  ?  " 

Tim  Lawson  dragged  a  shrivelled  lip  from  a  set  of  large 
rusty,  fan-like  teeth,  in  a  hideous  grin,  and  spoke  in  accents 
that  much  resembled  the  scream  of  a  gander : 

*'  The  people  about  is  avaricious,  yer  honour.  One  man 
up  there,  in  the  name  o'  Larry  Doyle,  that  owns  a  little 
bit  o'  ^oundfrom  the  family,  jeered  and  asked  me,  ^  Did 
I  think  bacon  and  banes  every  day  for  dinner  ^ud  be  pre* 
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mium  enough  for  sellin'  a  good  masther  ? — that  if  the  likes 
o'  me  wor  oontint  to  live  on  shrimps,  he  that  had  kings 
for  his  anoesthors  was  used  to  betther,  an'  should  be  paid 
shuitable  thribute  for  any  thraties  he  inthered  into  wid  the 
Castle.  An'  another  chap,  one  Christy  Kennedy,  sooSed 
at  me,  an'  said  ^  that  if  my  employers  couldn't  afford  to 
put  betther  ooverin'  o'  flesh  on  the  bones  o'  thim  as  sarved 
'em  than  I  showed,  they  didn't  covet  the  sarvioe,  an'  'ud 
rayther  hould  by  the  ould  stock;' — ugh!  they're  a  bad 
lot ! " 

"Piffh,  hiffh!"  aspirated  the  squire,  looking  ruefully  at 
Claudius  Beresford,  who  looked  sternly  at  Major  Sirr,  who 
looked  pleadingly  at  a  bloated,  depraved,  red-visaged  mis- 
creant, who,  with  glance  half- ferocious,  half-sympathising, 
met  his,  and  said,  apologetically : 

<<  Begorra,  yer  banner,  Tim  says  what's  thrue  enough : 
they're  a  bad  lot  up  there  in  Cabinteely.  Not  one  of  'em, 
good,  bad,  or  indifferint,  can  be  got  to  swear  agin  the  ould 
family,  or  help  the  Government  wid  information.  They'll 
have  to  be  all  put  out,  every  one  of 'em ;  there  ain't  no  use  in 
offerin'  'em  bribes,  at  all  at  all,  for  whin  the  new  praties  is 
in  they've  more  nor  they  know  what  to  do  wid ; — ^it's  too 
well  oflF  they  are." 

^  But,  sirrah,  that's  not  the  way  to  set  about  the  busi 
ness  I "  exclaimed  Lord  Carhampton,  withdrawing  the 
cigar  from  his  lips  to  express  his  opinion  with  more  force. 
*'  Look  you,  Mr.  Jemmy  O'Brien,' tis  not  excuses  but  work 
the  Government  that  supplies  you  with  bread  and  butter 
requires,  and  must  have." 

**  That's  a  fact,  Jemmy,"  said  Major  Sirr ;  '*  you  know 
Grovemment  has  other  means  to  enforce  information  as 
well  as  bribes,  and  these  are  placed  at  your  disposal ;  for 
it  comes  to  this — the  country,  if  it  have  to  be  burnt  to  a 
cinder,  must  be  pacified." 

*'  Musha,  thin,  yer  banner,"  responded  Jemmy  O'Brien, 
confidently,  "  I  can  bring  plenty  to  certify  that  I  did  my 
business  to  the  best  o'  my  ability.  We  had  Pat  Dolan 
whipped  'till  he  hadn't  as  much  ekin  left  as  id  cover  a 
teether:  an'  sure,  more  betoken,  he's  dead  since.  An'  we 
had  Tom  Malony  pitchcapped ;  an'  signs  on't^  he!sroamin' 
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the  oounthry  a  foolish  idiot  ever  sinoe,  an'  his  ould  mother 
a  crazed  Bedlamite,  an*  his  wife  dead  of  a  still-bom  child, 
an'  two  more  of  *em  gone  to  the  roadside.  An*  we  had 
Thady  Dwyer  picketted ;  an'  Owen  Kelly  half-hanged ; 
an'  Fergus  Farral,  an'  Con  Loughlin  burned  out,  an' 
wracked ;— och,  bedad  it  'ud  take  me  a  list  as  long  as  to-day 
an'  to-morrow  to  tell  yez  all  the  people  we  put  to  the  in- 
quisition in  Cabinteely,  Carrickmines,  Loughlinstown,  an' 
Bray,  Tim  Lawson,  Paddy  M'Guane,  Lieutenant  Hepen- 
stal,  I  .  an'  a  lot  more  of  us  laid  hould  on,  to  make  them 
inform,  an'  sorra  bit  o'  success  we  had.  We  have  got 
O'DuflEy  and  some  of  em  sint  on  boord  the  tindher,  besides, 
to  be  transported  to  fight  agin  the  Americans — ^not  that  I 
think  they'll  fire  a  shot,  but  they'll  stop  a  bullet  anyhow." 

Jemmy  O'BricD,  with  self-satisfied  aspect,  having  made 
his  peroration,  the  Sham  Squire,  Lords  Carhampton  and 
Kingsborough,  the  three  majors,  Claudius  Beresford,  and 
Lord  Norbury,  all  gazed  at  each  other  a  moment  in  blank 
suspense  ;  theu,  feigning  a  sigh.  Major  Sandys  observed: 

"  The  glorious  constitution  is  all  a  sham  if  the  people  be 
thus  permitted  to  flout  the  law,  and  to  triumph  in  their 
obstinacy." 

"  It  must  not  be,"  solemnly  remarked  Judge  Norbury ; 
"  we  must  proceed  to  extreme  measures  and  baug  some  of 
them  de  facto  for  an  example :  the  first  that  is  brought 
before  me,  on  any  charge,  I  will  assume  to  be  guilty,  and 
sentence  without  parley." 

"  That  will  be  the  only  way  to  break  the  spirit  of  the 
rebels,  and  terrify  them  into  submission,"  said  Lord  Car- 
hampton. 

"  Pifih,  pifih  !  only  think  of  the  confiscations  and  re- 
wards  Reynolds,  Annstrong,  Magan,  and  others  are  on 
the  point  of  being  enriched  with  to-morrow,  orPm  a  ooon ; 
an'  there's  that  fine  estate  of  Cabinteely,  that  would  make 
the  fortune  of  a  dozen,  still  beyond  our  reach  for  lack  of 
information,"  groaned  Higgins. 

**  And  though  we  can't  lay  our  hand  upon  any  overt 
treason,  we  have  a  well-grounded  conviction  that  Robert 
Byrne  is  in  his  sleeve  as  great  a  malcontent  as  the  most 
notorious  of  the  rebels,"  cried  Lord  Kingsborough,  solacing 
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himself  with  a  pinch  of  snuff;  "It's  d d  unfortunate 

the  law  should  be  so — a — hem  !  so " 

"  Of  course,"  chimed  in  Lord  Norbury,  "  a  man  that's 
not  with  Government  must  be  against  it ;  and  we  all  know 
Bob  Byrne  refused  his  vote  to  the  Union ;  I'd  hang  him, 
if  it  were  but  on  that  evidence,  if  I  had  my  will/' 

^'  It  happened  unluckily,"  said  Major  Sirr,  looking  at 
Higgins,  "  that  we  were  disappointed  meeting  his  lans- 
man,  Hugh  O'Byme,  the  day  we  dined  at  the  Hodgens's ; 
I  wager  we'd  have  pumped  something  out  of  him.  I  must 
Bay  those  women  take  bad  care  of  their  pupils  when  a  thieving 
servant  found  it  so  easy,  in  her  flight,  to  decoy  and  kidnap 
one  of  them.  Onl v  I  have  just  now  so  much  serious  busi- 
ness on  hand  I'd  nave  her  brought  back  with  the  child, 
and  lodged  in  jail." 

"  I  tell  ye  what  it  is,"  cried  Major  Swan,  facetiously, 
and  filliug  out  a  glass  of  brandy,  which  he  swallowed  at  a 
draught,  and  smacking  his  lips,  he  continued:  '^whip- 
ping obstinate  rebels  may  be  good  fi^n,  and  picketting, 
and  half-hanging,  and  pitchcapping,  and  making  bonfires 
of  their  huts,  as  good  pastime  as  any  other,  but  it  won't 
make  our  fortune,  that's  clear.  And  what,  in  the  name  of 
oommon  sense,  have  we  got  hands,  and  eyes,  and  tongues, 
and  brains  for,  I  want  to  know,  if  not  to  improve  our 
interest  P  Now,  there's  an  estate  all  our  teeth  are  water- 
ing to  have  a  snap  at,  an'  yet  among  us  all  there  isn't  as 
much  wit  as  would  serve  to  cure  the  eyesore,  or  maybe  " — 
he  glanced  ironically  at  Major  Sirr — "too  much  conscience." 
"  Bah !  bah !  bah  ! "  sneered  Claudius  Beresford,  "  I 
never  heard  that  foxes  had  conscience  against  grapes,  un- 
less they  were  sour.'' 

"  Piffh  !  piffh !  sweet  or  sour,  show  us  but  the  way  to 
get  at  'em,  an'  we'll  stomach  'em,"  grinned  the  Squire. 
"I  take  it,  man"  (to  Major  Swan),  ''you  an'  I  would  be- 
come Clare  Hill  House  as  well  as  Bob  Byrne ;  an'  good 
meat  an'  wine  would  agree  as  well  with  our  Protestant  di- 
gestion as  with  his  Popish  one,  so  no  harm  'ud  be  done ;  it 
'ud  be  only  a  change  of  hands  in  the  place ;  an'  I  wager  we'd 
flare  up  in  style  would  show  we  were  the  right  men  in 
the  right  place,  an'  make  flunkeys  stare.  What  says  the 
*  Devil's  own  ?'  lets  have  his  verdict  on  the  matter," 
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Lotd  Cafiiampton,  mth  a  smile  that  betrayed  his 
thorough  appreciation  of  the  sobriquet  conferred  upon 
him,  made  responBO :  "  Egad !  I  hold  it  such  a  sin  and 
shame  to  see  so  much  of  the  country  monopolised  by  one 
of  a  proscribed  creed,  burrowing  in  peace  and  comfort 
under  the  wing  of  patronage,  I'd  willingly  lend  a  hand  to 
blow  him  up  and  plant  some  good  Prods  in  his  stead ;  so 
let's  have  the  light  of  your  genius  'to  show  the  way,  Swan/' 

"  If  we  haven't  or  can't  procure  ground  to  work  upon,'* 
said  Swan,  "can't  we  make  it?"  And  he  leered  signifi- 
cantly at  the  informers.  *^  Now,  I  dare  be  sworn,"  he 
added,  ^ith  a  jocular  wink,  '*  that  if  we  ripped  up  some  of 
the  demesne  we'd  find  concealed  arms;  or  surprised  the  house 
by  a  nocturnal  visit  under  the  Gunpowder  Act,  we'd  make 
some  discovery  that  would  be  worth  a  hundred  pounds  or 
more  to  the  finder.  Eh,  Jemmy,  what  do  you  say  ?  I 
see  your  daylights  waking  up.  And  I  can  tell  you  I  have 
good  reason  to  guess  a  mare's  nest  would  be  found  for  the 
seeking.    What  do  you  say,  Tim  Lawson  ?" 

The  two  informers,  quite  comprehending  the  drift  of  the 
insidious  proposal,  looked  warily  at  each  other  to  decipher 
the  thoughts  of  each.  At  length  Tim  Lawson  snivelled,  in 
a  cackling  undertone : 

"  The  risk'll  be  great,  yer  honour.  If  we  wor  caught  or 
seen  at  it  P" 

"  Musha,  thin,  who's  to  catch  or  see  ye  of  a  dark  ni^ht, 
ye  ould  skeleton  of  a  crab?"  returned  Jemmy  O'Brien, 
with  a  look  of  extreme  disgust  at  his  pusillanimous  col- 
league. **Down  by  the  sthrame  in  the  hollow  '11  be 
mighty  convanient ;  an'  if  any  Jack-o'-lanthrons  chance  to 
come  meandhring  by  the  way,  can't  we  say  we  wor  spearin' 
o'  eels; — how-and-iver  Tito,  honey,  if  ye  don't  feel  in  heart 
wid  the  venthre  to  obleege  the  gintlemin,  I'll  take  it  on 
meself  to  go  through  the  job  wid  a  friend  o'  me  own  that 
isn't  white-livered  anyhow,  an'  that's  Billy  Cody." 

**  Och  I  for  the  matther  o'  that.  Jemmy,"  cried  the  other, 
in  haste,  "  I  don  t  begrudge  the  risk  nor  the  throuble,  so 
it  pays  well.  An  shure,  ain't  we  armed  wid  weapons  an' 
purvided  to  stick  any  intherlopers  that  comes  upon  us 
Och,  yea !  I'll  help  ye  wid  pleasure  I " 
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''  The  work  must  be  done,  my  lads,  so  that  the  wind 
musn't  get  inkling  of  it,  else  we'll  be  ruined/'  said  Major 
Sandys,  excitedly.  *'  If  you  bungle  the  work  we  may  as 
well  all  take  ship  for  Botany  Bay,  there  will  be  suoh  a 
deuce  of  bother  made  about  it." 

"Never  fear,  yer  banner,"  returned  Jemmy  O'Brien, 
reassuringly;  ^'I've  done  more  inthricate  manoovers  in 
my  day,  an'  ye  may  count  on't  I  see  my  way  in  this.  All 
we  want  is  a  thrifle  o'  wages  to  begin  on ;  an',  if  ye  plaze, 
yer  banners,  the  little  thrifle  that's  due  to  me  for  swearin' 
agin  Darby  Brady  an'  Fat  Ryan  at  the  last  sessions,  an' 
Mick  Healy." 

"  Certainly,  Jemmy,  you  shall  have  it ;  not  a  man  in 
our  pay  more  deserving  of  it,  if  work  be  any  gauge  of 
merit,"  cried  Major  Sirr.  "Here's  a  draft  for  seven 
pounds  on  Beresford's  Bank ;  take  it  there  and  'twill  be 
cashed  for  you." 

"  Long  fife  to  yer  banner ! " 

''  And  see,  Jemmy,  as  soon  as  you  have  any  informa- 
tion call  on  me  at  the  Castle.  How  soon  do  you  think  we 
may  expect  you  ?" 

"  Well,  yer  banner,  I  won't  let  the  grass  grow  undher  my 
feet,  anyway." 

"  Very  well !  be  off  now  and  make  speed.  Well,  Lawson 
and  M'Ghiane,  what  have  you  got  to  say  P" 

"  Yer  honour,"  piped  Lawson,  whose  avaricious  eyes  di- 
lated at  the  sight  of  mammon,  "  it  was  I  put  the  Ughted 
coal  into  the  thatch  of  Priest  Fitzpatrick's  oaoin  an'  burned 
down  the  chapel,  an'  made  a  bonfire  of  it  at  Lucan  the 
other  night." 

"  WeU,  'twas  a  good  job,*'  grinned  Major  Sandys ;  "  but 
if  you  had  burned  the  priest  along  with  it  you  would  be 
entitled  to  a  reward  you  can't  ask  for  only  consuming  bare 
waUs." 

"Tell  you  what,  Tim,"  growled  Lord  Carhampton, 
<<  make  a  bonfire  of  Parson  Berwick's  house  at  Esker  and 
I'll  give  you  fifty  gold  guineas ;  and  if  you  make  charcoal 
of  the  parson  I'll  double  it." 

*'  Plaze  yer  banner,"  interposed  M'Gruane,  sidling  confi- 
deiitiallj^  up  to  Squire  Higgins  and  whispering,  "  ver  bf - 
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houlden  to  me  a  thrifle  for  the  help  I  gave  WatldnB*  boys 
— Beakey,  an'  Tickell,  an'  Knox — the  night  we  bruk  into 
farmer  Casey's  house,  on  purtinoe  o'  sarchin'  for  firearms, 
an*  carrid  off  his  niece." 

"  Get  out,  ye  extortioner,"  furiously  ejaculated  the 
Squire,  making  a  kick  at  the  claimant ;  ^'  didn't  the  girl 
jump  from  a  top  window  in  Mother  Lewellyn's  and  frao* 
ture  her  skull?" 

"  That  wasn't  no  fault  o'  ours,"  retorted  M'Gruane,  sulk- 
ily ;  •*  an'  if  ye  don't  pay  up,  sorra  fut  I'll  stir  in  the  job 
ye  have  on  hands  to-night." 

«  Come,  Higgins,"  cried  Lord  Carhampton,  snappishly, 
**you  musn't  be  churlish  with  our  fellows.  Here" — he 
tossed  a  couple  of  gold  pieces  to  Lawson  and  M'Guane — 
**  there's  earnest  for  you,  and  hold  yourselves  in  readiness 
to  attend  further  orders."  The  men  greedily  clutched  the 
coin  and  with  softened  temper  departed. 

Carhampton  addressed  himself  to  Major  Sirr :  ^*  So 
you've  settled  to  spring  the  mine  to-morrow  and  blow  up 
the  United  Society  in  Bridge -street  P" 

" To-morrow,  God  willing,'  the  major  responded,  with 
the  impressive  air  of  one  embarked  in  an  enterprise  whoso 
magnitude  and  importance  conveyed  a  sense  of  vast  re- 
sponsibility, "  we  shall  let  slip  the  hounds  and  bag  the 
covey.  Armstrong,  who  dined  yesterday  at  Lord  Edward 
Fitzgerald's,  and  Eeynolds,  who  spent  the  evening  before 
with  Byrne  of  Ballymanus  and  Oliver  Bond,  inform  us 
that  a  crisis  is  at  hand,  and  the  well-organised  plans  of 
the  leaders  culminating  to  a  decisive  point  of  action ; 
hence,  as  delays  are  dangerous,  and  they  have  noticed  us 
that  Lord  Edward  and  a  full  committee  sit  to-morrow. 
Lord  Castlereagh,  with  whom  I  have  conferred,  is  of  opi- 
nion the  sooner  we  pounce  down  and  make  a  mess  of  the 
business  the  better :  and  my  Lord  Norbury  may  count  on't 
that  out  of  all  the  arrests  we  anticipate  making  he  will  be 
called  on  to  prescribe  hemp  for  some  of  'em — ha  !  ha !  ha  I " 

"  I'll,  as  state  physician,  cheerfully  contribute  my  poor 
quota  of  service  to  bleed,  asphyxiate,  or  purge  it  by  any 
other  means  that  may  be  deemed  desirable  of  its  malady," 
responded  the  judge,  with  a  vivacioiis  smile  that  contrasted 
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pleasantiy  with  the  major's  dreary  laugh.  "  By-the-by," 
he  added,  with  blithe  humour,  "I  fear  poor  ClonmePs 
term  of  service  is  nearly  expired ;  never  saw  a  man  so 
tottering.  Did  ye  hear  what  that  little  beast  Curran  said 
the  other  day  as  he  passed  us  by  at  the  review  in  the 
Park  P  '  My  poor  fellow/  said  he,  en  passant,  with  his  con- 
founded comical  grin,  *  don't  be  in  such  a  hurry  to  set  off 
to  your  estate  in  Hades ;  we're  going  to  have  some  prime 
sport ;  pray  for  an  extension  of  leave  to  enjoy  a  few 
more  capital  convictions;  and  who  knows  but  Norbury 
and  few  might  be  ready  to  accompany  you.  'Tis  lone- 
some for  a  man  to  go  by  himself  to  a  terra  incognita, 
where  he  mayn't  be  quite  sure  of  his  welcome,  or  whether 
the  inhabitants  be  friends  or  foes.'  Wasn't  that  execrable 
taste?" 

"Atrocious!"  cried  Claudius  Beresford.  **But  that 
little  animal  seems  to  be  voted  a  free-lance  by  common 
consent.  He  lately  came  athwart  Lord  Clare,  not  in  the 
most  pacific  of  moods,  and  bawled  after  him  as  he  hurried 
along  at  his  usual  speed  :  *  I  say,  friend,  don't  forget  to 
fetch  your  pistols  when  you  take  passage  in  Captain 
Charon's  boat  across  Styx;  you  may  find  them  useful. 
Have  a  shot  at  Pluto,  Bhadamanthus,  or  any  obstreperous 
ghost  that  thwarts  you.'  My  uncle  would  have  knocked 
down  any  other  chap  in  a  jiffy,  but  Curran  he  feigned  not 
to  notice.  Apropos,  Carhampton,  how  speeds  your  suit 
with  Donna  Plorinda  ?  She  is,  to  my  notion,  the  finest 
girl  in  the  world."  Lord  Carhampton  puffed  out  a  volume 
of  plumy  smoke,  but  made  no  response,  as  with  hands  in 
fob  and  eyes  half  closed  he  luxuriously  inhaled  the  vapoury 
fumes,  whose  narcotic  essence  soothed  his  faculties  in  deli- 
cious languor.    The  Sham  Squire  grunted  audibly : 

"  She's  a  tip-top  prime  'un,  but  steps  too  high ;  carries 
too  much  head  to  my  likin'.  I  wonder,  my  lord,  that,  as 
money  ain't  yer  object,  you  wouldn't  fancy  a  more  winsome 
lass  P" 

*'  'Tisjust  what  suits  me,"  responded  Lord  Carhampton, 
with  a  gesture  of  hauteur.  "  I'm  sick  and  surfeited  of  the 
pliant  wenches  provided  by  Mother  Lewellyn  for  our  casual 
entertainment.     One  upon  whom  I  design  to  confer  ^ 
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coronet   I  am  pleased  to  see  endowed  with  dignity  as 
well  as  attraotions  to  graoe  it." 

"  But  what  about  your  old  woman  ?  "  exclaimed  Lord 
Kingsborough,  naively.  "And  are  the  brothers  content? 
Methinks  the  lady  herself  appears  coy ;  she  went  down 
this  morning  to  her  friends  in  Wexford,  with  her  cousin." 

"My  old  woman  and  I  have  squared  it  amicably," 
smiled  Carhampton.  "  She  professed  to  be  so  disgusted 
with  my  infideKties  and  cruelty  that  she  was  glad  to  cry 
quit  to  the  tune  of  a  thousand  a  year,  and  take  shelter 
with  Colonel  Monoton.  Captain  Esmond  and  his  brother 
I  have  satisfied  that  there  is  no  danger  of  a  trial  for 
bigamy ;  and  for  the  lady  herself,  she  is  cute  enough  to 
think,  I  daresay,  that  a  little  reticence  will  enhance  her 
value.  Ah,  they  are  sly  pusses,  the  fair  sex  ;  but  I  have 
studied  them  till  I  can  read  them  like  an  alphabet." 

"  Do  you  know  that  conceited  coxcomb  O'DriscoU  is 
said  to  be  paying  great  attention  to  your  niece,  Lady 
Alicia  ?  "  said  Beresford. 

"  AJicia  is  a  stubborn  fool,  and  encourages  the  puppy ; 
but  I  can't  help  it,"  cried  his  lordship,  in  an  effervescence 
of  wrath.  ^^  Her  money *s  in  her  own  hands,  and  she's 
old  enough  to  know  what  she's  about,  whether  wise 
enough  is  another  thing." 

"And  there's  big  fat  Caroline  Damer  receiving  the 
addresses  of  that  behemoth  Hugh  O'Byme,"  chimed  in 
Squire  Higgins,  with  the  look  of  a  much-injured  man. 
"  Isn't  it  a  shame  and  a  scandal  to  see  such  fortunes  falling 
into  the  hands  of  Papists  P" 

"  It  must  be  put  a  stop  to,  that  sort  of  thing,"  fiercely 
exclaimed  Lord  Kingsborough.  '^  I'll  move  for  a  bill  in 
parliament  against  it ;  'tis  infamous,  not  to  be  borne,  that 
these  sly  designing  knaves  obtrude  themselves  out  of  place, 
and  have  the  daring  to  aspire  to  such  heights.  What 
next,  forsooth  ?" 

"You're  misinformed,  at  any  rate,  about  Caroline 
Damer,"  said  Carhampton,  "  for  I  have  good  authority 
for  stating  that  Guildford  Colandisk  has  proposed  for  the 
heiress,  and  been  accepted." 

f*  ^0    Jong ! "   ejaculated  Squire  Higgins,  wi^jh   e^^s 
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starting  from  the  socket.  "  Wasn't  Guildford  pledged  to  a 
nicer  girl  than  any  one  of  the  whole  box  and  dice,  the 
old  Higgenboggan's  little  niece  Fitzpatrick ;  an'  didn't  we 
as  good  as  quarrel  because  I  wanted  him  to  give  her  up 
for  the  heiress/' 

''That  was  when  she  had  the  prospect  of  being  an 
heiress,  too,"  said  Carhampton.  **  But  I  presumed  you  had 
known,  that  since  she  offended  her  aunts,  lost  the  property, 
and  been  turned  out  a  beggar  to  earn  her  livelihood,  as  the 
Misses  Hodgens  told  us,  in  their  employment,  Colandisk 
had  cooled  down  a  bit,  and  thought  better  of  transferring 
hLs  affections." 

'•Piffhl  hiffh!  this  is  good  news!"  puffed  the  Squire. 
"Guilford  an'  I  had  a  misimderstanding  about  some 
money,  and  he  fought  shy  of  me ;  but  now  'twill  be  all 
right ;  I'll  call  on  him,  and  square  it  up  with  a  dinner. 
I've  asked  lick  Pomfret  and  his  two  cousins,  Agamemnon, 
and  Cadwaleder,  who've  just  hailed  from  England,  to 
eat  their  mutton  with  me  to-day,  along  with  Buck  Whaley. 
What  a  loss  we  can't  have  Clonmel.  Come  over  you  to  fill 
the  table.  I  hear  Lick's  in  love  with  Ethel  Courtney,  is 
that  true  ?  " 

"  Not  unlikely ;  they're  a  pushing  lot,"  said  Lord  Car- 
hampton, standing  up  to  go;  ''and  I  never  knew  a  good 
thing  in  the  market  but  the  parson  is  sure  to  snatch  at  it. 
More  than  once  I've  detected  the  reverend  brother  casting 
sheep's  eyes  at  my  game ;  and  only  that  I  can  see  he 
hasn't  a  chance,  and  is  a  useful  tool  disposed  to  my  ser- 
vice, I'd  soon  twist  his  neck  the  other  way;  an  revoir,  amV* 
His  lordship  withdrew,  in  company  with  Lord  Kings- 
horough,  deeply  pondering  the  expediency  of  twisting 
Ljcurgus  Pomfret's  neck  on  his  own  account,  and  removing 
^m  his  path  a  rival  in  favour  of  the  pretty  Ethel 
Courtney. 

Presently,  Squire  Higgins's  carriage,  being  announced 
to  take  him  to  the  courts  with  the  judge,  a  kvee  en  inasse 
of  the  morning  visitors  ensued,  and  the  apartment  was 
toon  left  empty.  Majors  Swan  and  Sirr,  walking  soon 
After,  arm-in-arm,  down  Sackville-street,  came  upon  a  knot 
^i  gentlemen^  conversing  apart,  not  far  from  one  of  the 
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principal  hotels ;  to  judge  by  their  Taried  gestures — ei^er, 
earnest,  excited,  and  vigilant — they  were  discussing  some 
theme  of  interest,  in  which,  however,  they  were  not  so 
absorbed  as  to  be  inattentive  to  the  approach  of  the 
majors,  in  whose  presence,  acted  upon  as  by  a  spell,  they 
simultaneously  became  silent  and  reserved.  Coming  up  and 
halting,  Major  Sirr,  whose  keen  eye  took  in  all  at  a  glance, 
politely  accosted  one  prominent  among  the  rest,  and  said  : 

"  Good-morning,  sir ;  I  was  sorry  for  the  contretemps 
that  deprived  me  of  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  a  few 
days  ago  at  my  friend  Mrs.  Hodgens*.  I'm  glad,  however, 
you  have  got  news  of  the  little  girl.  Sad  scamps  those 
youngsters  are ! " 

"  Thank  you,  major,"  returned  Hugh  O'Byme,  with 
calm,  grave  smile.  *'  Tis  all  right ;  my  brother  wrote  to 
let  me  know  the  foolish  child  ran  away  after  the  servant 
to  whom  she  was  attached  left ;  fortunately  they  met  on 
the  road,  and  all  arrived  home  safely." 

"  The  boy  Ned  JBurke,  I  understand,  went  with  them," 
said  the  major,  with  a  significant  look  at  Hugh,  who 
answered,  without  embarrassment,  yet  evasively : 

*^  No  doubt,  sir,  your  multiplied  sources  and  means  of 
information  are  quite  reliable;  but  since  the  boy  left  me  I 
have  made  no  further  investigation  about  him,  nor  can  I 
give  you  the  smallest  information  that  might  set  you  on 
his  tr£U3k.  If,  as  you  assert,  he  has  been  guilty  of  the 
charges  brought  against  him,  he  will  do  his  best,  no  doubt, 
to  elude  pursuit." 

"  He'll  be  clever  if  he  elude  me  !  "  growled  the  major, 
withdrawing,  after  a  searching  glance  at  each  of  the  group, 
all  of  whom  he  well  knew  by  sight,  and  some  of  them 
suflSciently  to  take  oflf  his  three-cornered  hat  to.  When 
he  had  removed  far  enough  to  be  out  of  hearing,  Hugh 
turned  and  resumed  the  interrupted  thread  of  his  speech ; 
he  said,  addressing  collectively  the  circle  of  his  auditors  : 

"  Now,  I  am  not  myself  what  might  be  termed  a  good 
phyBiognomist,  nor  am  I  gifted  with  a  shrewd  perception 
of  character,  as  is  my  brother  Miles,  whose  judgment  in 
deciphering  these  hieroglyphics  I  have  never  ^own  to 
err ;  yet,  from  my  brief  acquaintance  with  Captain  Arm- 
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atrong^  when  we  met  at  dinner  in  your  house  at  Presoati, 
Lord  Edward,  and  from  what  I  saw  of  Reynolds,  whom 
I  met  the  other  evening  with  you,  William,  I  entirely 
oorroborate  the  opinion  of  Miles,  and  warn  you  that  1 
mistrust  these  two  men/' 

'*  But,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Lord  Edward,  hurriedly, 
"  if  we  go  on  this  way,  in  whom  shall  we  repose  confi- 
dence ?  Suspicion  and  over-caution  may  prove  our  bane, 
as  well  as  too  confiding  trust ;  weak,  timidly  apprehensive 
of  a  foe  in  every  face,  and  a  lurking  ambuscade  at  every 
step,  will  rarely  achieve  emprise  aUotted  but  to  the  bold 
and  hopeful.  Is  it  not  so,  Bond  ?  "  He  turned  to  a  fine- 
looking  man  on  his  left,  who  made  answer,  prompt  and 
vigorous : 

"  Never  will  I  credit  that  human  nature  could  gratui- 
tously plunge  itself  into  slough  so  vile,  as  having  a  choice 
of  glory  to  elect  infamy ;  no,  no,  0*Byme,  your  anxiety  in 
the  buainesB  oppresses  you  with  chimerical  fears  that  have 
no  foundation.  I'll  st£Jke  my  all  on  the  faith  of  Beynolds 
and  Armstrong. 

"  And  I,'*  said  William  Byrne  of  Ballymanus.  "  What 
after  all,  have  the  poor  fellows  done  to  forfeit  our  confidence? 
We  can  lay  our  hand  on  nothing  overt ;  and  as  for  a  man's 
type  of  physiognomy,  shape  of  nose,  formation  of  mouth, 
expression  of  eye" — he  laughed  scornfully — "being  brought 
in  evidence  agaiust  him,  why,  a  good  many  would  be  in 
a  bad  way,  according  to  the  impressions  made  by  these 
features. 

"  I  don't  know,  William,"  returned  Hugh,  thoughtfiilly. 
''  I  once  heard  MUes  say  it  was  not  so  much  the  eye  as  the 
mind  that  received  any  indelible  impression,  how  often  the 
eye  has  been  fascinated  with  beauty,  or  displeased  with 
homeliness,  till  the  impartial  mind  discriminating  the 
respective  merits  of  each,  has  adjusted  its  own  balance. 
An  elder  brother  we  had  once,  and  his  wary  text 
was :  *  Listen  to  the  voice  of  the  heart ;'  and  that  of  mine 
instinctively  bids  me  warn  you  to  shun  too  much  trust  in 
Reynolds  and  Armstrong." 

"  By  Jove,  if  they  were  minded  to  hurt  us,  'tis  too  late 
to  zetraot  now,"  said  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  an  uneasy 
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expression  of  doubt  and  misgiving  shifting  in  his  troubled 
eyes.     "  What  would  you  have  us  do,  Bond  P  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  you'll  do,  Lord  Edward,"  said  Hugh 
O'Byrne :  **  depute  any  two  persons  of  ability,  in  whom 
you  have  a  good  opinion,  to  watch  the  movements  of 
Keynolds  andjArmstrong  by  night  and  day,  and  keep  your- 
self out  of  sight  for  a  little  while,  as  I  have  reason  to 
know  that  the  Argus  eyes  of  the  Castle  are  watching  your 
every  step  with  the  vigilance  of  a  tiger  tracking  its  prey." 

"  I  can't ;  I  must  attend  the  meeting  to-morrow  in 
Bridge-street,"  said  Lord  Edward,  imperatively.  "  The 
whole  business  now  lies  in  a  nutshell — a  few  days  more 
and  we  may  snap  our  finger  at  the  Castle." 

"  For  wnich  very  reason  your  jeopardy  is  all  the  more 
imminent,"  persisted  Hugh.  "  Do  you  suppose  the  Castle 
is  ignorant  of  it  P  Listen,  I  have  friends  connected  with  the 
Castle — HuBsey  Burgh,  Poster,  and  others — who  have  told 
O'DriscoU  and  myself  in  confidence  that  G^ovemment  is 
in  possession  of  all  your  plans  and  designs.  Who  made  it 
thus  au  fait,  if  not  traitors  in  the  camp  ?  And  I  know 
enough  to  caution  you  to  keep  &om  this  out  beyond  reach 
of  its  law.  What  the  Castle  myrmidons  are  planning  I 
am  not  able  to  acquaint  you,  but  that  there  is  some 
immediate  coup  d'itat  at  hand^  I  fear."  The  energetic  tone 
and  earnest  manner  of  Hugh,  at  length  seemed  to  infuse 
into  the  minds  of  his  audience  a  conviction  that  his  warning 
should  not  be  quite  disregarded. 

"  ril  tell  you  what,  Lord  Edward,"  cried  Oliver  Bond, 
by  way  of  compromise.  •'  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  as  you 
are  the  cynosure  upon  whom  the  eyes  of  the  Castle  are 
fixed,  it  may  be  as  well  for  you  not  to  appear  at  the 
council  to-morrow.  You  can  stay  at  Leinster  House,  and 
in  the  evening  we  can  bring  you  the  report  of  the  day's 
proceedings." 

"Well,  I*m  agreeable,"  said  Lord  Edward,  and  the 
party  separated,  each  to  his  own  rendezvous,  and  anxiously 
forecasting  the  future,  pregnant  with  fate  to  the  country. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

LADY   ALICIA   LUTTRELL   AND  MAUKICB   o'dEISCOLL. 

**  Like  Dian's  kiss,  nnaaked,  nnsought. 
Love  gives  itself  but  is  not  bought ; 

No  one  is  so  accursed  by  fate, 
No  one  so  utterly  desolate ;    , 
But  some  heart  though  uhknowo, 
Responds  unto  his  own."  , 

Longfellow. 

^^  And,  well,  Bir,  may  I  aak  what  have  you  been  doinc  with 
yourself  that  I  have  not  laid  eyes  on  you  for  several  days; 
and  then  you  only  appear  to  answer  a  suppoBna  to  dinner, 
with  an  apology  of  pro-engagement  somewhere  else  P" 

Such  was  the  speecdi,  haJf-badinage,  half-rebuke,  beneath^ 
which,  oonoealing  oontending  emotions  of  irritation  and 
pleasure.  Lady  AJioia  LuttreU  accosted  Maurice  O'Driscoll 
as  he  appeared  in  her  drawingroom  one  Sunday  after 
church  hour.  *^  Don't  say  a  word,  now ;  you  cannot  excuse 
yourself,  truant,''  she  playfolly  cried,  in  a  high-pitched 
voice,  and  cheek  and  eye  glowing  with  excitement,  as  she 
tapped  him  with  her  sunshade  and  motioned  him  to  a 
place  on  the  sofa  beside  her.  *'  You  can't  excuse  yourself, 
sir ;  and  the  only  acceptable  satisfaction  you  can  make  me 
is  to  set  aside  your  other  engagement  and  dine  with  va 
to-day." 

'^  But,  pardon  me,  I  can  excuse  myself,"  smiled  O'Drls- 
ooU,  as  he  took  the  proffered  seat.  ^^  Having  a  few  days' 
leave  of  absence  £rom  my  office,  I  had  promised  my  friend, 
Mr.  Hugh  O'Byme,  to  accompany  him  to  the  county 
Eildare,  where  some  unexpected  business  claimed  his 
presence." 

Lady  Alicia  pouted  her  lips,  shrugged  her  shoulders, 
and  looking  put  out  of  temper,  like  a  spoiled  child,  mur- 

1^ 
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mured  difloontentedly :  *^  I'm  sure  I  wonder  what  pleasure 
you  can  take  in  the  sooiety  of  that  great  Ursa  Major ;  you 
and  he  are  inseparable ;  and  how  can  you  bear  the  drudgery 
of  an  office  that  monopolises  all  your  time,  and  doles  you 
out  a  holiday  as  to  a  schoolboy  P" 

Maurice  laughed.  *^I'm  sorry  you  do  not  more  esteem 
my  friend  Mr.  O'Byme ;  and  as  to  office  drudgery,  Lady 
Alicia,  all  I  have  to  plead  is  that  necessity  has  no  law ; 
my  friend  Tom  Taylor,  whose  command  to  dinner  I  must 
obey,  is  a  most  exigent  master." 

Lady  Alicia  turned  up  her  nose,  curved  her  lip,  and 
made  contemptuous'  answer :  ^'  I  used  to  think  you  Lrish 
gentlemen  had  spirit" 

O'Driscoll's  eyes  mirthfolly  danced  as  he  replied : 
<(  Would  you  have  a  fellow  starve  or  go  barefoot,  rather 
than  earn  a  respectable  competence  to  enable  him  to  hold 
his  footing  in  the  world  ?  Methinks  any  spirit  that  mili- 
tated against  his  making  himself  independent  were  better 
let  ooze  away." 

*'  There  are  other  ways  of  making  an  independence," 
cried  Lady  Alicia,  *'  more  suitable  to  a  gentleman :  for 
instance,  the  army,  the  Church,  or  to — many/'  she 
added,  glancing  bashfully  upwards,  and  blushing  and 
simpering  as  she  met  the  calm,  thoughtful  gaze  of  the 
young  man  rivetted  upon  her. 

Sedately  he  made  answer :  ^'  Far  from  me  to  depreciate 
religion  or  its  teachers,  but  I  am  not  hypocrite  enough  to 
embrace,  as  means  of  livelihood,  a  profession  of  what 
ought  to  be  the  excellence  of  which  I  entertain  an  exalted 
conception ;  for  the  army  I  have  no  taste ;  and  who  could 
I,  a  veritable  sana  terre^  presume  to  ask  to  share  in  wedlock 
the  inheritance  of  Ishmael  P" 

Lady  Alicia  sighed  softly,  and  her  voice  was  tremulous 
and  low,  as  she  replied,  with  downcast  eyes  and  fiddling 
with  the  strings  of  her  bonnet:  '*Love  levels  all  diffi- 
culties; for  my  part,  I  could  throw  myself,  title,  for- 
tune, and  all,  into  the  arms  of  a  man  I  loved,  were  he 
a  beggar." 

*'But  everyone  may  not  be  so  disinterested  as  your 
enthusiastic  self,  or  have  the  good  fortune  to  be  gifted 
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with  qnalitieB  bo  to  oaptivate,"  returned  Manrioe,  with  a 
look  of  mirmifle  that  plainly  showed  he  began  to  feel 
mystified  by  the  manner  and  words  of  his  oompanion,  who 
made  present  response  with  humour  partly  petulant  and 
partly  bantering : 

^*  Really,  men  are  so  obtuse,  so  dull  and  slow  to  take 
in  an  idea,  that  it  were  to  be  wished  every  year  were  a 
leap  year  and  ladies  privileged  to  pop  the  question.  I 
suppose,  sir,  you  would  not  expeot  one  to  make  love  to 
you  in  broad  English,  and  oondesoend  to  say :  ^*  Will  you 
marry  me  P" 

Maurioe,  a  ^ood  deal  perplexed  by  this  oateohetioal 
address,  but  still  more  by  the  rays  of  light  that  were 
beginning  to  scintillate  upon  his  brain,  was  mutely 
pondering  to  what  point  the  lady  was  drifting,  when  to 
his  great  relief  and  her  evident  chagrin  the  door  opened 
and  Miss  Gubbins  came  in ;  but  the  reprieve  was  tem- 
porary. 

'*0h,  is  it  you,  Susan  P  G-o,  dear,  and  fetch  my  sal 
volatile  firom  the  dressing-room ;  I  feel  a  little  faint,"  said 
Lady  Alicia. 

But  blundering  Susan  Ghibbins  returned  :  '*  I've  brought 
it  with  me ;"  and  without  heeding  the  waspish  look  that 
unmistakably  cried :  *'  You  stupid  fool !  can't  you  take  the 
hint,  and  leave  the  room,''  seated  herself  near  Maurioe,  and 
said,  sweetly : 

**  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  O'DriscoU,  and,  I  can  tell 
you,  so  is  somebody  else,  too." — She  leered  at  Lady  Alicia. — 
**  And  we  hadn't  always  dry  eyes  in  your  absence.  Ho^v 
cruel  it  is  of  you  men  to  trifle  with  the  susceptibilities  of 
hearts  that  you  have  enslaved ;  but  I  fear  you  ever  will  be 
tyrants/' 

Lady  Alicia's  temper  was  quite  soothed;  instead  of 
being  a  marplot,  most  judiciously  the  dear  creature,  whom 
she  could  now  have  hugged,  came  at  a  most  auspicious  mo- 
ment as  an  auxiliary  to  her  aid.  With  fluttering  bosfm 
she  languishingly  raised  her  eyes,  moistened  with  a  little 
humidity,  and  looked  meek  deprecation  of  such  an  avowal. 

O'Drisooll,  all  on  thorns,  and  now  quite  cognisant  of 
his  position,  looked  more  puzzled  than  ever ;  but  now  his 
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embEOTaBsment  was  not  in  his  ignoranoe  of94)ttt  how  to  ex- 
tricate himself  from  the  ooil  winding  around  him.  Lady 
Alicia's  undisguised  admiration  and  favour  had  from  the 
beginning,  he  knew,  singled  him  out  for  patronage,  which 
he  had,  to  the  utmost  verge  of  courtesy,  politely  but 
firmly  rejected.  Mortifying  her  pride  by  a  dignified  re- 
serve, and  disappointing  her  vain  hopes  and  insidious 
advances  by  cold  indifference,  that  had,  he  believed, 
finally  given  her  to  understand  he  courted  no  intimacy, 
and  had^  finally  alienated  her  interest,  and  diverted  into 
some  other  channel  adulation  which  from  her  never  for  a 
moment  dazzled  his  mind  or  flattered  his  vanity.  As 
with  bent  brow,  and  unconsciously  stem  aspect,  he  sat 
meditating  how  to  compass  a  speedy  escape  without  com- 
mitting himself  in  breach  of  good  manners,  or  giving 
offence,  Miss  Gubbins  again  opportunely  blundered  to  h£ 
aid,  saying : 

'*  Indeed,  all  men,  I  must  say,  are  not  so  obdurate, 
or  short-witted,  or  what  d'ye  call  it  P  Of  courto  you've 
heard  of  Guildford  Oolandisk's  good-luck.  He  was  not  too 
proud  or  too  coy  to  ask  for  the  hand  of  an  heireBS,  and 
next  week  he  and  Caroline  Damer  are  to  b^  married." 

It  was  with  something  of  the  feline  disappointment  and 
rage  of  a  cat  from  which,  just  while  it  was  in  the  act  to 
spring,  a  bird  has  winged  its  flight,  that  Alicia  Luttreil 
marked  the  sudden  alteration  of  O'Driscoirs  >  countenance, 
as  waking  from  dormant  repose  to  swift  animation,  he 
said : 

'*  But  that  must  be  an  idle  rumour ;  Colandisk  was  en** 
gaged  to  Miss  Eitzpatrick." 

''But,  you  know,  Miss  fltzpatrick  is  no  longer  tax  heiress^" 
said  Susan  Gubbins,  with  sly  wink  and  inflection  upon  the 
word  heiress. 

"  Yes,  I  know  she  refused  to  conform,  and  so  has  lost  a 
fine  property  —a  disappointment,  of  course ; — ^but  what  has 
that  to  do  with  it.  Oolandisk,  though  xiot  wealthy,  has  a 
comfortable  independence." 

^*And  would  you  expect  hitn  to  share  that  with  a 
beggar  P"  cried  Lady  Alicia,  scornfully, 

*'  Yes,  if  he  loved  her.    Would  you  have  him  act  less 
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genenmsly  than  jou  would  yourself?     You  remember 
what  yon  said  awhile  ago  f " 

"Dear  Maurioe,  you  are  right,  I  do/'  pathetically 
whimpered  Lady  Alicia,  laying  ner  hand  tenderly  upon 
his.  "  And  it  is  shamefully  dishonourable  of  Colandisk  to 
haye  behaved  so  to  that  poor  deoeived  thing.  If  anyone 
aeted  so  to  me  I  know  it  would  break  my  heart ;  but 
Alphonse,  fortunately  for  herself,  hasn't  mucn  feeling,  noz 
an  atom  of  pride ;  and  her  ingratitude  to  those  poor  ladieSi 
her  aunts,  is  shocking." 

''  Only  think  of  her  running  away  from  them,  after  all 
their  care,  and  trouble,  and  kindness,'^  moaned  Susan 
Gnbbins. 

*'No  such  thing;  they  turned  her  out,''  cried  Lady 
Alioia,  tartly. 

**  My  dear,  Miss  Higgenboggan  told  me  they  would  no 
longer  endure  her  disrespect,  disobedience,  and  imperti« 
nenoe ;  and  yet  that  they  sorely  missed  her,  she  was  so 
useful  in  the  house  and  made  it  so  cheerful." 

*'  Nonsense,  Sue ;  the  girl  herself  told  me,  crying,  that 
they  sent  her  away,  and  that  she  was  glad  to  find  ai) 
asylum  with  the  Hodgens'  people,  and  earn  her  bread  b; 
teaching  in  the  school.  Out  of  charity  I  am  taking  lessons 
on  the  harp  from  her  there.  'Tis  a  pity  she  has  such  a 
good  Toice,  that  can  be  now  of  little  use  to  her,  unless  she 
takes  my  advice  and  goes  as  a  public  singer :  but  she's  got 
to  look  so  faded,  and  shabby,  and  dull,  and  taken  to  wear* 
ing  caps  and  aprons !  Indeed,  'tis  a  great  come  down ;  but 
for  all  that,  Maurice,  I  agree  with  you,  it  was  not  right 
of  Ghiildford  Colandisk  to  let  himself  be  seduced  by  the 
Brtifices  and  blandishments  of  that  cunning,  unprincipled 
Caroline  Darner,  after  all  but  ruining  the  reputation  of  one 
vho  so  entirely  trusted  to  his  love  and  honour  as  poor 
^fortunate  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok ; — ^what  man  would  think 
of  her  now  f  By-the-by,  wasn't  that  a  fine  sermcfli  we 
kad  to-day  from  sweet  Parson  Lamb  P" 

'^  I  did  not  much  like  it,"  said  Maurice,  coldly.  ^'  I  do 
i^tcare  for  homilies  that  exhort  men,  Christian  men,  to 
fcud  and  strife  rather  than  to  ooltivate  peace  and  good» 

wai." 
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^'  Well,  I  daresay  you  are  right ;  but  they  tell  us  it  is 
necessary  sometimes  to  wield  the  sword  of  the  spirit.  Do 
you  know  that  angelio  young  divine,  the  Biov.  Sardana- 
palus  Pomfret,  is  to  preach  this  evening  in  Thomas's 
Church/' 

'^  Indeed !  I  can't  say  I  admire  him ;  he  appears  to  me 
egotistical,  conceited,  and  fanatical.  I  thought  he  had 
gone  down  to  his  curacy?" 

"  So  he  had — the  whole  family  went  to  see  the  place, 
and  spend  a  few  weeks  there.  Lamb  kindly  lent  them 
the  rectory  till  he's  ready  to  go  down  himself;  but 
Sardanapalus  had  to  come  up  to  preach  for  the  Bey. 
Agamemnon',  his  cousin,  who  has  been  appointed  chaplain 
to  the  Ancient  Britons.  What  a  pious  family  they  are 
all !  I'm  sure  if  ever  I  marry,  which  is  very  unlikely, 
since  I  never  could  marry  any  but  one  I  loved,  I  would 
have  all  my  sons  in  the  Church." 

'^  Don't  despond,  Lady  Alicia ;  the  Honourable  Mr. 
Bight  will  come  yet,"  exclaimed  O'Driscoll,  cheerfully, 
and  preparing  to  go.  "  The  happy  swain  who  shall  win 
your  love,  and  be  worthy  of  it  is,  1  trust,  not  far  distant.'' 

"  Then  you  won't  dine  P"  pleaded  Lady  Alicia,  doubtful 
of  what  construction  to  put  upon  this  ambiguous  sentence. 
"We  are  to  have  Lord  Norbury,  my  uncle,  of  course, 
Claudius  Beresford,  Bishop  Ager,  Squire  Higgios,  and 
the  Misses  Higgenboggan,  to  whom  he  has  been  intro- 
duced by  Parson  Lamb,  and  who  like  him  greatly,  though 
at  first. they  were  prejudiced  against  him." 

"Absolutely  I  cannot,"  said  O'Driscoll ;  "  and  I'm  sorry 
the  Misses  Higgenboggau,  little  as  I  esteem  them,  have 
been  made  acquainted  with  Shamado,  whom  I  esteem  still 
less.  Have  care  of  yourself.  Lady  Alicia ;  he  prides  him- 
self on  being  a  lady-killer,  and  indeed  he  literally  is 
so.  Adieu,  au  rewir."  Lady  Alicia  made  no  response. 
With  compressed  lips  and  gloomy  brow  she  sat  musing 
as  he  ran  lightly  down  the  stairs : 

''He  does  not  care  for  me;  he  loves  that  odious  girl, 
I  can  see  it ;  but  he  shall  rue  it,  or  I'm  a  fool.  If  I  cannot 
Brin  his  heart  she  shall  not  have  the  triumpbi  nor  he  the 
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flatisfaotion.  I'll  oross  their  path,  or  I'm  not  a  Luttrell." 
So  ahe  pursued  the  theme,  distilling  from  the  cud  of 
bittemees  a  subtle  venom,  to  rankle  in  her  bosom  and 
empoison  her  heart,  till  the  advent  of  fresh  visitors  for  a 
while  diverted  her  mind  to  other  subjects. 

Meanwhile,  O'DrisooU,  hurrying  home,  intent  upon  far 
other  speculation,  sought  his:  mother,  whom  he  found  in 
the  drawingroom,  and  at  once  proceeded  to  initiate  her 
into  his  projects  and  wishes,  doming  directly  to  the  point, 
and  without  preamble,  manifesting  the,  entire  confidence 
that  subsisted  between  them,  he  said,  in  his  usual  off-hand 
way: 

"  Mother  dear,  I  have  a  favour  to  ask ;  will  you  grant 
it?" 

'*  Tes,  Maurice,  certainly,  if  in  my  power,"  as  frankly 
responded  Lady  O'DriscoU,  smiling  with  inefiGeible  ma- 
ternal tenderness  and  pride  upon  the  bright,  unclouded 
&oe  before  her.     •'  What  is  it P" 

**  I  want  you,  mother,  to  call  upon  Miss  Fitzpatrick, 
poor  little  thmg,  and  show  her  some  kindness  and  atten- 
tion; but  I'm  afraid  you  won't  like  to  do  it,"  he  added,  as 
he  noticed  her  visage  become  overcast,  while  his  own  cheek 
tingled  with  an  involuntary  but  very  tell-tale  blush.  Lady 
(yDrisooU  was  of  a  nature  most  unselfish :  she  loved  her 
ion  with  a  self-sacrificing  devotion  that  never  for  an  in- 
stant oould  put  her  pleasure  in  competition  with  his  happi- 
ness ;  hence,  had  he  asked  her  for  a  few  drops  of  her  heart's 
blood  her  first  thought  would  have  been  an  act  of  com- 
plianoe;  but  now  she  hesitatingly  paused,  then  made 
answer,  grave  and  kind. 

*'  My  dear  Maurice,  I  understand  you ;  and  now  listen 
to  me.  I  know  of  no  one  except  your  own  self  that  I 
think  I  oould  better  like  than  Miss  Fitzpatrick,  nay,  I  feel 
pietty  sure  I  oould  even  dearly  love  her ;  so  I  am  no  way 
lorprised  at  your  predilection  for  that  nice  and  pleasing 
girl; /but,  dear,  recollect  your  position  and  hers:  she  is 
destitute,  you  have  only  a  small  income,  precariously 
depending  upon  your  health,  your  life,  a  thousand  accidents 
of  vicissitude  and  change.  As  a  young,  single  man,  it  is 
1M>  such  terrible  ordeal  to  face  the  brunt  of  fbrtune,  but 
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how  would  it  be  Were  yon  eDOumbered»  in  addition  to  a 
helpless  old  mother,  with  a  delicate  young  wi£B,  and  pos* 
sibly  an  infant  family.  Oh !  my  son,  I  tremble  at  the 
bare  idea  of  your  taking  upon  yourself  a  burden  that 
might  overwhelm  and  orush  you  to  the  earth.'' 

''  Mother,  what  you  say  is  not  destitute  of  good  logical 
acumen/'  returned  her  son ;  ^'  nevertheless,  in  this  topsy- 
turvey  world,  the  chances  are  to  the  full  as  many  to  torn 
up  trumps  to  a  good  card-player.'' 

^'No,  Maurice/'  interrupted  his  mother,  "not  where 
the  best  card-players  are  pitted  against  sharpers  and  blaok*^ 
fegs,  who  unscrupulously  cheat  them  at  every  deal ;  the 
best  card-players  have  no  chance  against  sueh,  and  the 
world  abounds  with  them.^' 

**  Yet  we  sometimes  see  upright  and  honourable  men 
prosper  and  succeed/'  persisted  the  young  man ;  "  and^ 
eonscious  as  I  am  of  my  own  abilities  and  strength,  1  do 
feel  that  if  I  were  married  to  one  whom  I  love  it  would 
operate  as  a  double  lever  to  stimulate  and  give  renewed 
impetus  to  my  energies ;  goaded  by  the  spur  of  motive 
additionally  excited,  I  would  be  eqiial  to  any  emergency  ( 
and  you  know,  besides,  that  our  good  friend,  Foster,  has 
pledged  himself  to  use  his  interest,  which  is  great  in  par* 
liament,  to  obtain  for  me  some  good  appointaient,  out  of 
which  I  would  insure  my  life  for  a  premium  that  would 
leave  you,  my  wife,  and  children  (if  any)  comfortable,  in 
the  event  of  any  unforeseen  casualty.  Oh,  yes,  I'm  quite 
sure  Foster  will  get  me  something  in  parliament." 

Lady  O'Driscoll  shook  her  head.  She  also  added  the 
clause,  "If,  indeed,  a  parliament  be  left  to  ue,  Maurice." 

"  Hush !  to  be  sure  it  will,"  returned  sanguine 
Maurice.  "They  may  do  their  best,  but  the  country 
which  is  so  strenuously  against  the  measure  will  defy 
every  effort  to  wrest  from  its  grasp  the  shield  of  its  de* 
fence.' 

Again  Lady  O'Driscoll  premonitorily  shook  her  head* 
"I  know  my  country-people  better  than  you  do:  they 
are  stubborn  in  purpose,  and  wicked  enaugh  to  be  uii** 
scrupulous  of  the  means  by  which  to  achieve  it.  The  lioa 
is  a  fine  animal,  brave  and  fomudable  enoogl^  too ;  but 
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Bee  him  at  bay,  surrounded  by  dogs  of  every  degree,  from 
the  cur  to  the  mastiff,  assailing  him  front,  flank,  and  rere, 
with  roar  and  snarl,  lacerating  olaw,  and  rending  fangS| 
'ds  not  difficult  to  judge  the  issue  However,  since  you 
wish  me  to  call  on  Miss  Fitzpatrick,  and  to  show  her 
attention,  all  I  ask  is  that  you  will  give  this  day  seriously 
to  consider  the  prudence  of  the  step,  and  if  to-morrow 
you  be  of  the  same  mind,  after  duly  weighing  all  I  have 
said  on  the  subject,  I  shall  see  her,  and  perhaps  carry  her 
home  with  me  to  dinner.  How  unfortunate,"  she 
soliloquised,  "  her  principle  was  opposed  to  her  interest 
in  the  matter  of  her  imole's  wiU  ;  yet  one  cannot  but  re- 
•peot  the  independence  of  mind  she  has  shown,  however 
we  may  deprecate  its  wisdom  ;  and  I  think  it  was  unkind 
of  the  aunts  to  cast  her  adrift  so.  I  daresay  they  will  be 
quite  offended  at  my  officious  patronage  of  their  refractorf 
nieoe/ 

**  Oh,  mother,  my  precious ! ''  cried  Maurice,  in  haste, 
^  don't  hare  those  grimalkins  mixed  up  in  our  transac* 
tions  on  any  account." 

"Fie,  fie,  Maurice!"  smiled  Lady  O'DriscoU;  «'I 
thought  you  had  liked  the  Misses  Warbeok  P" 

"  Now,  mother,  I  pray,  don't  mock  me.  I  had  been 
beguiled  with  the  delusion  that,  as  the  relatives  of  one  so 
peerless  as  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  they  must  have  been 
perBons  of  intrinsic  merit ;  but  it  was  dissipated  when  I 
loon  made  the  discovery  that  they  only  shone  by  reflected 
lustre.  Tm  thankful  to  you  for  so  kindly  meeting  my 
wishes.  I  shall  think  over  what  you  have  said,  and  yet  I 
fcel  it  will  not  change  my  mind." 

O'DriscoU  prophesied  truly,  and  the  following  day 
Udy  O'Driscoll's  card  was  handed  to  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok, 
tt  pale,  weary,  and  heart-sick,  she  sat  with  her  pupils 
bmde  a  piano,  sadly  out  of  tune,  like  her  own  self,  striving 
to  explain  the  abstruse  science  of  sharps  and  flats,  min* 
Hni  and  quavers,  to  very  obtuse  comprehensions,  and 
listening  to  notes  of  jarring  discord  that  distracted  her 
htia,  strummed' by  doughy  fingers  of  uninitiated  novices 
^n  the  instrument.  Looking  at  the  card,  she  rose  to  go 
down  to  the  visitor,  then  paused  in  trepidation,  arrested 
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by  the  intrusive  suggestion  of  her  personal  equipment. 
Acting  upon  a  sudden  impulse)  she  threw  off  her  oap  and 
apron,  and  had  proceeded  as  far  as  the  door,  when  Jemima 
Hodgens,  who  sat  in  the  room  to  see  that  time  was  not 
loitered,  while  she  herself  pored  over  a  novel,  oalled  out : 

"  Where  are  you  going,  Miss  Fitzpatriok  ?  " 

''  To  a  lady  in  the  parlour  who  has  sent  me  this  card. 
She  is  a  friend ;  I  know  her.'' 

'^  Stay  r'  cried  Jemima,  taking  the  card  and  looking  at 
it ; ''  wait  till  I  see  Miss  Hodgens ;  I  don't  think  she  would 
be  pleased  at  your  leaving  the  music  lesson."  She  left  the 
room  with  the  card,  and  in  a  few  minutes  returned  with 
Miss  Hodgens,  who  with  fiery  visage,  giving  emphasis  to 
her  shrill  voice,  exclaimed : 

'*  Certainly  not,  Miss  Fitzpatrick ;  I  wonder  at  your 
presumption.  G-o  back  to  your  pupils ;  our  teachers  cannot 
be  allowed  to  have  visitors  coming  taking  up  their  time, 
and  turning  their  heads.  Who  is  this  person  that  calls 
herself  Lady  O'Driscoll  ?  I  must  go  down  and  see  who 
she  is  that  could  demean  herself  by  acting  so  unlike  a 
lady  as  to  call  upon  any  subordinate  in  another  person's 
house.  One  can't  be  too  cautious  who  has  the  care  of  chil* 
dren ;  and  there  are  so  many  counterfeits  going.  That 
will  do,  go  back  to  your  employment.''  Alphonse,  utterly  [ 
browbeaten  and  abashed,  submissively  obeyed  in  silenoe.  J 
In  truth,  she  was  too  sad  and  dispirited  to  care  much  about 
the  matter ;  so  she  reseated  herself,  while  Miss  Hodgensi 
whO)  falling  into  the  mistake  of  some  persons  of  a  ocNrtain 
class,  who  think  to  inspire  exalted  notions  of  their  oon* 
sequence  by  a  pretentious  demeanour,  stalked  arrogantly 
into  the  apartment  where  Lady  O'Driscoll,  simple  and 
unassuming  in  mien  and  dress,  sat  quietly  awaiting  her 
young  friend. 

**  You  wish  to  see  Miss  Fitzpatrick?"  said  Miss  Hodj^ 
accosting  the  lady  with  a  stately  air,  meant  to  be  ov< 
awing;  but  the  lady,  not  overawed,  or  evincing  the h 
empressement,  placidly  responded:   "  Yes." 

"  Then,  ma'am,  I  must  oeg  to  infonn  you  I  never  all< 
the  youn^  persons  in  mj  service  to  receive  visitB> 
squander  in  any  way  the  time  that  should  be  devoted  i 
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their  papilB.''  Miss  Hodgens's  eye,  while  she  spoke,  shifted^ 
and  her  voioe  imperceptibly  toned  down ;  for  she  was  some* 
how  beginning  nerself  to  feel  unaccountably  overawed 
before  the  serene,  unflinching  gaze  that  probed  her  while 
she  spoke,  and,  less  dogmatically,  she  continued :  '^  If  you 
have  any  business  with  the  girl,  or  message  to  her,  I  don't 
mind  letting  you  see  her  for  a  few  minutes,  or  I  can  take 
it  to  her." 

Lady  O'DrisooU  stood  up.  **  Thank  you,  no,"  she  said, 
with  a  quiet  hauteur  that  at  once  brought  down  the 
sohoolmistress  to  her  level.  '^  I'm  sorry  I  should  have 
disturbed  you.  Pray  excuse  my  ignorance  of  the  rule  of 
your  seminary.  I  shall  write  to  Miss  Fitzpatrick.  G-ood- 
moming/* 

Miss  Hodgens,  not  possessed  of  tact  sufficient  to  remedy 
what  she  clearly  saw  now  was  a  blunder — for  no  one 
reverenced  station,  wealth,  and  title  more  than  she  did — 
stood  dumbfounded,  gazing  after  the  vanishing  embodiment 
of  these  goods  and  possessions,  who  departed  in  a  spirit  of 
intensely  excited  sympathy  for  poor  Alphonse,  combined 
with  a  resolute  determination  to  befriend  her  now  at  any 
cost,  when  she  should  have  consulted  and  arranged"  the 
programme  with  Maurice,  to  whom  that  evening  she  de- 
tailed the  result  of  her  visit,  and  inveighed,  in  language 
less  compromising,  against  the  heartlessness  of  the  Misses 
HiggenDoggan  in  consigning  that  young  creature  to  such 
a  destiny,  interspersed  with  animadversions  upon  the  in- 
stability of  friends  in  general,  and  of  relations  in  particular, 
with  some  allusions  also  to  the  inconstancy  of  men,  as  ex- 
emplified in  the  conduct  of  Guildford  Colandisk,  whom 
ihe  had  always  believed  to  be  an  honourable  man,  but 
who  had  proved  himself  a  mere  fortune-hunter,  who  could 
Ixreak  the  most  solemn  engagement  into  which  a  man 
ooidd  enter  from  mercenary  motives,  and  she  wound  up  by 
predicting  that  he  would  not  have  better  luck  for  it,  and 
that  Caroline  Damer  was  not  a  person  would  long,  she 
thought,  please  his  fastidious  taste.   ''  I  shall  now,  Maurice, 
write,  and  ask  Alphonse  to  tea  to-morrow,  with  a  few 
more,  and  I  lay  you  any  wager  the  dear  child  won't  be 
allowed  to  come/'  she  added,  sitting  down  to  her  desk, 
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while  Maorioe  moped  away  over  his  disappointment  and 
a  ^lasB  of  wine. 

Iiady  O'DrisooirB  seoond  prediction  won  the  wager. 
Alphonse  was  not  allowed  to  accept  the  invitation. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

DISAPPOINTMBNXS. 

"  At  God's  forges  inoandescent 
Mighty  hammers  beat  incessant : 
These  are  but  the  flying  sparks.** 

LOKGflLLOW. 

** But  they  that  stand, 

When  not  a  beacon  o'er  the  wave  remains, 
Linked  bat  to  perish  with  a  rained  land. 

Where  freedom  dies  with  them— oall  these 
A  martyr-band." 

Last  CoNSTAirriinB. 

The  twelfth  of  March,  '98,  was  a  day  fraught  with  disas- 
trous events  in  the  annals  of  Ireland.  As  Miles  and 
Hugh  O^Byme  had  too  surely  foreseen  and  predicted,  the 
lofty  projects  of  those  whose  ardent  bosoms  had  swelled 
high  with  noble  aspirations,  and  expanded  with  magnani- 
mous impulse  to  raise  the  oppressed,  to  do  battle  for  a 
nation's  liberty  and  rights,  and  redress  a  suffering  people's 
mighty  wrongs,  were  frustrated  by  the  treason  of  crafty 
spirits,  who,  not  only  destitute  of  God-like  instincts,  and 
human  sympathies  allied  to  the  divine,  but  animated  with 
all  the  fell,  sordid,  merciless  nature  that  had  marked  the 
ignoble  character  of  the  mercenary  Iscariot,  and  were 
conspicuously  displayed  in  the  soul  of  the  grovelling 
traffickers  in  the  slave-markets  of  Africa,  and  lured  to 
ruin,  even  as  ancient  mariners,  steering  with  auspicious 
gales,  by  the  songs  of  sirens,  and  trainedjto  their  fall  oy  the 
cajoling  professions  of  flattering  traitors,  vile  instruments 
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in  the  hands  of  intriguing  statesmen,  well  paid  to  weave 
into  death  shrouds  for  patriots  the  filthy  cobwebs  spun  in 
the  loom  of  their  cold,  hard,  and  intricate  brains.  Twenty 
of  the  United  Irish  leaders,  arrested  by  Major  Sirr,  were 
flung  into  noisome  dungeons,  many  to  expiate  there  with 
their  lives  the  orime  of  loving  their  fatherland ;  but  he, 
the  chief  of  all,  whose  noble  head  was  estimated  by  his  foes 
at  the  value  of  a  thousand  pounds,  warned  by  timely  ad- 
monition, which  yet  he  had  rather  yielded  to  than  believe 
in,  for  the  present  escaped  his  comrades'  doom,  and, 
securely  harboured  in  safe  retreats,  fenced  by  faithful 
bosoms,  eluded  the  diase  of  human  bloodhounds  hot  upon 
his  track.  But  while  the  heart  of  the  country,  paralysed 
by  this  terrible  assassin's  stroke,  so  unforeseen  and  unex- 
pected, a  moment  paused  inert  in  suspended  action,  and 
the  vampires  of  every  degree,  from  Oastlereagh  to  Bey- 
nolds  the  informer,  that  had  seized  upon  the  body  were 
voraciously  sucking  its '  life-blood  and  draining  out  its 
existence,  a  few  there  were  who,  helpless  to  aid  or  ame- 
liorate the  evil  they  witnessed  and  deplored,  took  refuge 
in  silence  and  non-intervention,  and  more  strenuously 
devoted  their  attention  to  their  own  individual  concerns, 
£ar  apart  from  the  arena  of  politics.  Of  this  number  were 
Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byme  and  Maurice  O'DrisooU,  but 
especially  the  latter,  whose  occupation  as  foreign  corres- 
pondent in  a  mercantile  office  engrossed  every  moment 
that  was  freely  his  own  to  dedicate  to  other  pursuits, 
the  chief  of  which  was  building  a  castle  in  the  air,  an 
Aladdin's  palace,  and  fitting  it  up  with  costly  decorations, 
to  render  it  a  meet  temple  to  enshrine  the  idol,  before 
whose  altar  continuously  ascended  the  burning  incense 
of  his  devotion,  pure,  generous,  and  leal  as  ever  glowed 
in  knightly  bosom  of  old  romance,  for  ideal  paragon  of 
all  earthly  and  celestial  perfection,  the  ever-recurring 
theme  of  his  thoughts,  the  vision  of  his  day-dream,  that 
would  not  be  exorcised,  and  that  he  did  not  want  to  exor- 
cise, but,  on  the  contrary,  wooed  to  stay  to  gladden  his 
heart  with  her  smile,  to  make  music  to  his  ear  with  the 
tone  of  her  voice,  to  thrill  to  harmonious  vibration  his 
folBd  by  the  mystic  touch  of  her  hand,  in  a  word,  to^ 
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dazzle  him  by  the  glamour,  to  enthral  him  by  the  spell  of 
fascination,  was  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick.  To  win  the  enohan- 
tress  to  abide  for  ever,  what  would  he  not  dare ;  to  win 
her,  love's  priceless  guerdon,  what  would  he  not  achieve  P 
Immutable  in  mind,  strong  in  purpose,  firm  of  wiU,  never-* 
theless  he  seemed  destined  to  feed  the  hunger  and  thirst 
of  his  heart  upon  the  ambrosia  and  neotar  of  wildering 
imagination  and  idealism,  for  the  fair,  tangible  imperso- 
nation of  the  shadowy  phantom  he  pursued,  came  not 
within  his  reach.  In  vain  he  devised  plans  and  projects  to 
obtain  an  interview,  and  lay  in  wait  for  the  chance  of  some 
casual  rencontre.  Day  after  day  passed  wearily  by,  and  the 
look,  the  voice,  the  word,  that  were  wont  to  waKe  strange 
echoes  in  his  heart,  the  presence  endowed  with  power  so 
magical  as  to  transfigure  earth  into  Eden,  and  for  which 
his  spirit  yearned  with  a  wonderful,  earnest  longing,  came 
not  to  the  secret  prayer  of  invocation. 

It  was  Patrick's  Day,  and  0*Driscoll,  being  dispensed 
from  office  duty  in  consequence  of  his  friend  and  employer 
wishing  to  attend  the  levee  at  the  Castle,  set  out  with  his 
mother,  who  had  asked  him  to  accompany  her  upon  a 
shopping  excursion.  As  slowly,  arm-in-arm,  they  paoed 
along  by  Grafton-street,  was  O'Driscoll's  musing  still  of 
her,  the  charmed  image  of  his  fancy,  and  had  thought  the 
power,  at  length  to  substantiate  itself,  or  eliminate  out  of 
dreamland,  a  form  possessed  of  every  attribute  of  palpable 
being  P  Twelve  o'clock  Mass  was  over  in  Clarendon*street 
chapel ;  the  congregation,  a  poor  and  motley  one,  were 
streaming  out  in  a  continuous  procession.  Impeded  in  their 
progress.  Lady  O'DriscoU  and  her  son  slackened  yet  more 
their  steps.  Presently  emerged  a  group  of  somewhat 
better-conditioned  persons.  Among  them,  but  apart,  walked 
one  who,  though  unattractively  arrayed  in  sable  vesture, 
and  of  mien  suodued  and  unpretentious,  it  needed  Maurice 
no  second  glance  to  recognise  the  soft  elegance  of  figure, 
the  lithe,  gliding  motion  of  the  easy,  well-balanced  step, 
the  graceful  pose  of  the  head — all  belonged  to  her 
alone. 

''  Mother !"  eagerly  he  iexclaimed,  <^  there's  Miss  Fitfr* 
patiick ;  let  us  overtake  her  I*'     And  with  a  palpitating 
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heart  and  aooelerated  speed  he  urged  forward  his  half- 
ftfnilifip  yet  rather  anxious  parent. 

Alpnonse  had,  while  passing,  dallied  for  an  instant,  with 
something  of  her  former  j  u  venile  propensity,  so  often  rebuked 
by  her  aunts  as  a  vulgarism,  to  look  at  the  shop  windows. 
Some  paintings  had  attracted  her  curiosity,  which,  hav- 
ing satisfied,  she  turned  away  and  blushed  crimson  with 
shame.  Meeting  face  to  face  the  O'Driscolls,  witnesses  of 
her  puerile  transgression,  and  vainly  invoking  to  her  aid  her 
wonted  ready  tact  to  extricate  herself  from  a  dilemma,  she 
stood,  shy  and  embarrassed,  while  Lady  0*Driscoll,  solici- 
tously scanning  her  countenance,  addressed  some  words  of 
oonrtesy,  and  Maurice,  tongue-tied,  revelled  in  the  beati- 
tude of  the  moment,  basking  in  an  ecstasy  that  glorified 
the  atmosphere  around  him,  and  converted  into  a  fragment 
of  paradise  the  identical  spot  on  which  he  stood,  with  its 
surroundings,  henceforth  to  be  classic  ground  to  him. 

In  reply  to  Lady  O'DrisooU's  kind  and  maternal  accost, 
*^My  dear  child,  I  am  so  happy  to  meet  you,  and  you 
must  now  oome  home  to  luncheon  with  us,"  Alphonse, 
with  her  old  frank  smile,  but  with  less  of  the  pleasant  ring 
in  her  silvery  accents,  said»  in  tone  that  sounded  rather 
plaintive : 

''  I  am  very  glad  to  meet  you,  too,  Lady  0*DriscoU,  and 
I  thank  you  very  sincerely  for  your  past  kindness  in 
oalling  on  me  and  inviting  me  to  your  house.  I  was,  be- 
lieve me,  very  sorry  to  have  been  obliged  then,  as  now,  to 
dedine  what  would  have  given  me  so  much  pleasure ;  but, 
you  know,  I  am  not  my  own  mistress." 

**  But  you  are  not  decreed  to  be  anyone's  slave,  Miss 
fitspatrick,'*  cried  Maurice,  recovering  the  use  of  his  tongue 
in  a  burst  of  chivalrous  enthusiasm.  ''  Fray,  gratify  my 
OMther  by  acceding  to  her  present  request.'' 

^  Oh, you  don't  know ; — ^I  dare  not ; — ^the  Misses  Hodgens 
would  be  BO  displeased !"  she  murmured,  in  broken  sentences, 
lod  with  an  earnest,  appealing  glance.  ^^  I  had  ever  so 
rnneh  difficulty  to  get  leave  to  go  to  Mass  to-day,''  she 
idded,  with  simple  candour.  ''  It  is  a  holiday  of  obligation, 
70a  know,  and  I  could  only  get  by  promising  to  give  lessons 
in  Krenoh  and  Italian,  and  not  to  delay  out." 


242  DISAFPOINTlifENTS. 

"  That  i«  very  hard,"  said  Lady  O'Drisooll.  "  I  wonder 
at  your  aunts  to  permit  you  to  be  denied  air  and  roorea- 
tion  neoessary  for  health,  or  your  abilities  to  be  overtaxed 
by  labour.  You  are  not  looking  at  all  so  well  as  you 
used." 

*'  I  have  not  seen  my  aunts  since  I  left  them,  and  I  rather 
think  they  are  pleased  at  Miss  Hodgens  being  very  strict, 
in  the  hope  that  I  may  repent  of  what  they  call  my  error,' 
smiled  Alphonse.  '^  You  know  I  displeased  them :  they 
were  very  angry  about  Unde  Jeremiah's  will;  but  you 
knoW;  Lady  O'DrisooU,  I  could  not  help  it,"  she  added, 
pathetically.  ^^  And  the  loss  was  mine — all  mine,"  she 
murmured,  in  sorrowful  abstraction  and  with  downcast 
eyes. 

"  Well,  dear,  I  don't  like  to  expose  you  to  blame  by 
pressing  you  to  act  against  your  judgment,"  began  Lady 
O'DriscoU,  when  Maurice  stoutly  interposed : 

**  Nonsense,  mother !  we'll  say  we  ran  away  with  her, 
and  by  actually  perpetrating  this  deed  of  violence  exonerate 
her  from  all  censure."  He  made  sign  for  a  hackney  coadu 
which  drove  up. 

''There  is  no  resisting  such  an  incorrigible  despot,"  smiled 
his  mother,  as  he  handed  her  in. 

''Oh,  dear!"  exclaimed  Alphonse,  looking  quite  dismayed 
and  a  little  amused,  as  she  found  herself  sana  cerSmonia 
deposited  beside  her  ladyship  opposite  Maurice,  gravely 
ooiuplaoent,  as  the  vehicle  set  off.  "You  can't  exonerate 
me  from  being  a  consenting  party  in  the  transaction,  sitioe 
I  shall  not  demand  vour  transmission  to  Van  Diemen^s 
Land.  I  must  only  make  up  my  ndnd  to  suffer  the  penalty 
that  follows  pleasure,  and  make  the  most  of  my  present 
enjoyment. 

"  That  is  the  very  quintessence  of  philosophy,"  said  he, 
laughing.  "But  don't  let  suggestions  of  future  considera- 
tion mar  your  peaoe,  since  I  shall  take  care  that  my  lady/ 
mother  and  I  only  shall  be  amenable  to  reproof  in  the 
matter,  I  hope  you  have  not  leased  yourself  for  any  long 
iexm  to  those  very  exacting  and  unreasonable  ladies,  the 
Muses  of  history,  languages,  and  music?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Alphonse.    "  I  was  glad  to  find 


a  home  with  persons  whom  I  had  known.  I  suppose  I 
can  do  nothing  better  than  remain  with  them,  if  they  will 
keep  me.  Mr.  Hugh  O'Byme — ^I  think  he  is  a  friend  of 
yours,  Mr.  O'DrisoollP — ^whom  I  met  there  one  day 
he  oame  to  make  inquries  about  a  little  girl — his  sister— 
saidy  during  a  few  moments  I  was  alone  with  him,  that  a 
relative  of  his — ^Madame  Byrne  of  Cabinteely — was  de- 
sirous of  finding  a  Catholio  lady  to  educate  her  little  girls, 
aud  that  if  I  would  authorise  him,  he  would  introduce  me 
there ;  but  I  hesitated ;  I  felt  a&aid  to  go  among  strangers ; 
and  then  Miss  Hodgens  came  in,  and  there  was  no  more 
about  it.'' 

"  I  know  Madame  Byrne  of  Cabinteely.  You  would 
be  very  happy  domiciled  in  that  family,  where  you  would 
be  more  in  your  position  than  where  you  are,"  said  Lady 
O'DriscoU ;  *'  more  comfortable  and  independent  in  every 
way,  and  more  agreeably  to  yourself,  I  have  no  doubt, 
associated  with  ladies." 

Before  Alphonse,  who  gave  earnest  attention  to  her 
words,  could  make  any  reply,  the  coach  drew  up  in  Kil- 
dare-street,  and  Maurice,  springing  out,  gallantly  presented 
his  hand  to  assist  the  ladies. 

*•  My  dear,"  said  Lady  O'Driscoll,  addressing  her  son, 
as  they  sat  at  luncheon,  and  for  a  moment  diverting  his 
courteous  attention  from  their  guest,  ^'have  you  lately 
seen  your  friend,  Hugh  O'Byme  P  I  am  greatly  afraid, 
from  some  hints  dropped  by  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  when 
she  visited  here  yesterday,  that  he  and  his  brother  are  sus- 
pected of  complicity  with  the  United  Lishmen,  and  to  be 
suspected  now-a-days  is  to  be  doomed.  You  know  Eome 
of  hifi  kinsmen  engaged  in  the  business  have  been  among 
those  arrested  the  other  day  by  Major  Sirr." 

"  They  can  prove  nothing  against  Hugh  O'Byme  or 
his  brother  save  relationship  to  some  and  personal  friend- 
ship with  others  of  the  party,"  returned  Maurice,  putting 
wine  into  Alphonse's  glass.  **  Nevertheless — let  me  send 
vou  some  chicken,  mother — knowing,  as  I  do,  that  ma- 
lignity and  rancour  would  perversely  construe  even 
appearance  of  sympathy  with  the  proscribed  into  damning 
evidence  against  them,  without  avail  to  their  friends,  X 
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have  oounselled  Hugh  to  appear  as  much  afi  possible  in  ^ 
publio,  and  to  obtain  an  invitation  to  Lady  Castlereagh's 
approaching  masquerade,  whioh  is,  I  understand,  to  be  a 
great  affair. ' 

"  Will  you  go  P"  asked  Alphonse. 

"  I  don't  know.  I  like  that  kind  of  thing  very  well, 
and  should  have  no  difficulty  in  procuring  a  passport.  Yet 
does  it  not  appear  an  ill-chosen  season  for  banquet  and 
pageantry  when  the  country  is  in  a  state  so  awful,  on  the 
very  verge  of  some  appalling  tornado,  with  wreck  and 
bloodshed  on  every  side  we  turn  ?  Methinks  it  more  a 
time  for  serious  reflection  than  ill-starred  mirth.  But 
come,"  he  more  cheerfully  added,  observing  Alphonse's 
drooping  brow  and  fading  cheek,  as  the  theme  awakened 
dormant  thoughts  of  the  late  calamities  that  had  befallen 
her  brother  Patrick,  *'  let  us  eschew  for  the  present  melan- 
choly dissertation,  which  can  serve  no  purpose,  and  give 
thanks  that  while  our  own  hands  are  clean  we  belong  to 
the  party  who  are  good  enough  to  dirty  theirs  abominably 
for  our  benefit  and  protection — Camden,  Castlereagh,  their 
whippers-in,  and  idl  the  thug  faction,  to  boot. — May  I 
give  you  a  little  jelly?" 

"  What  is  Miles  0'B3rme  so  long  doing  in  the  ooimtry, 
I  wonder  ?"  said  Lady  O'Driscoll,  with  pondering  aspect. 
'^  I  have  heard  some  whisper  that  he  certainly  is  in  some 
secret  league  against  Government." 

**  The  wish,  I  daresay,  fathers  the  thought  with  those 
who  have  disseminated  such  whisper,"  said  Maurice;  ''but 
1  am  in  a  position  to  give  abetter  account  of  his  proceed- 
ings, which  are,  first,  that  he  is  in  treaty  with  some  person 
for  the  disposal  of  a  small  landed  property  down  there,  it 
being  his  intention  to  settle  in  America,  to  some  part  of 
which  an  elder  brother  of  his  emigrated  many  years  ago, 
and  has  not  since  been  heard  of;  secondly,  he  is  interested 
in  guarding,  by  his  advice  and  authority,  some  junior 
members  of  bis  family  from  being  trepanned  by  artful 
agents  into  what  he  considers  a  wild  insurrection  con- 
cocted by  Government  as  a  pretext  for  another  wholesale 
slaughter  of  the  people  and  confiscation  of  the  country. 
Would  you  believCi  mother,  that  no  later  thaa  ten  days 


ago  those  tmbluahing  nusoreaiitB,  Bej^nolds,  ArmBtrong, 
Oliver,  and  Caatles  had  the  audacity  to  stxive  to  cajole 
Hugh  and  me  to  join  the  society  they  were  hired  to  be^ay 
a  few  days  later ;  and  I  protest  that  any  younger  and  less 
wary  men  hearing  them  expatiate  on  the  duty  of  patriotism, 
and  the  glory  of  fame,  with  all  the  paraphernalia  of  re- 
compense 80  vividly  pourtrayed  by  these  Maohiavelians, 
had  surely  been  fooled  to  their  destruction.  Tou  would  not 
like  to  see  me  a  manslayer,  or  to  know  that  I  had  the  blood 
of  a  fellow  on  my  hands/'  he  turned  smiling  to  Alphonse, 
whose  presence  gave  fluency  to  his  tongue.  ^'  And  yet 
I  will  not  promise  you  that  should  any  one  of  these 
ruffianly  minions,  by  whatsoever  aocident,  appear  before 
me  in  the  mood  I  now  am,  I  would  not  be  a  murderer." 

"  At  least  a  homicide,"  smiled  Alphonse ;  *'  and  I  should 
feel  wicked  enough  to  be  your  accomplice.  I  hope  poor 
Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  will  have  the  good  fortune  to 
escape^"  she  continued,  drawing  on  her  gloves.  He  shpok 
his  head  dubiously. 

**  There  are  men  with  ragged  coats  and  empty  stomachs 
in  this  city  whom,  I  am  proud  of  my  kind  to  say,  will  not, 
for  the  golden  shower  that  would  buy  them  comfort  for  the 
residue  of  their  lives,  sell  to  his  foes  one  hair  of  Lord 
Edward's  noble  head ;  others  there  be,  clothed  in  pui;ple 
and  fine  linen,  and  feasting  like  Dives,  who  would 
traffic  in  the  last  drop  of  the  Qeraldine's  heart's  blood 
for  a  smile  of  Oastle  patronage,  much  less  a  thousand 
pounds  in  shining  lucre.  My  only  comfort  is  the  thought 
that  they  are  not  men,  but  fiends  made  incarnate,  demons 
fitted  with  human  form,  to  do  hell's  behest  among  men ; 
from  such  as  these,  gifted  with  diabolic  ingenuity  and 
inspiration,  we  can  only  pray — ^  Lord  deliver  the  hunted 
pabiot.'    But  you  are  not  going  ?  " 

''  Oh,  yes !  pray  do  not  detain  me  longer ;  I'm  afraid  to 
>tay,"  pleaded  Alphonse,  with  entreaty.  ''You  would 
not  get  me  blame  ?  " 

"JDon't,  Maurice,  don't  press  her  against  her  wish," 
cried  Lady  O'DriscoU,  rising  to  facilitate  her  departure. 
''We  are  so  much  obliged  to  you,  dear,  for  giving  us  so 

Edf^  pleasure,  which  we  must  contrive  some  means  to 
ve  renewed  often." 
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"  Thank  yon,  dear  Lady  O'DrisooU ;  I  am  indeed  very 
grateful  for  your  kindness/'  murmured  Alphonse,  with 
dewy  eyes  lifted  to  the  soft  countenanoe  beaming  upon 
her  as  she  said  •'  Farewell." 

**  Ton  will  then  allow  me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
home?''  said  Maurice,  getting  his  hat.  She  hesitated,  and 
was  about  to  demur,  when  he  whispered,  as  his  mother 
withdrew :     **  T  have  something  I  wish  to  say  to  you ; 
permit  me.''  He  opened  the  door,  and  they  were  in  the 
street.  ''Take  my  arm,  and  let  us  walk  onoe  round  the 
Ghreen."    There  was  something  in  his  look  which  was 
discomposed,   and  his  manner,  which   was  abrupt,  that 
frightened  her,  and  commanded  unreasoning  compliance. 
**  Had  he  any  bad  news  to  break  to  her,"  was  the  swift 
thought  suggested  by  her  apprehension,  as  inquisitively 
she  fixed  her  dark  eyes  upon  his  face,  to  read  beforehand 
what  she  might  have  to  learn.     ^^  I  know  not.  Miss  Fitz- 
patrick-^pray,  let  me  call  you  Alphonse ;  it  is  less  formal " 
— he  commenced,  as  soon  as  they  had  gained  the  more  open 
and  less  crowded    causeway,  and  his  tone  was  low  and 
hurried :  '*  what  you  will  think  of  me,  or  what  construc- 
tion you   may  put  on  what  I   am  going  to  say,  since 
even  to  myself  it  seems  an  awkward  time  and  place, 
nay,   even    perhaps  to    you    premature,   and    the    sole 
reason    or   extenuation   I   can    offer    for    it,    this,    my 
impulsive  temperament  that  cannot  long  brook  suspense, 
and  my  dread  of  letting  slip  a  golden  opportunity  that 
might  not  soon  again  present  itself  of  saying,  Alphonse, 
how  blessed  I  were,  to  be  granted  the  proud  privilege  of 
ministering  to  your  happiness ;  were  it  mine  to  snatch  you 
from  this  odious  bondage,  so  unmeet  and  galling,  and  set 
you  in  a  position  which,  though  as  yet  humble  enough,  is 
one  of  independence ;    what   imspeakable  felicity   were 
mine  to  hear  from  your  lips  a  consent  to  my  making  you 
happy  as  my  heart  would  aspire  to !"  He  paused  a  moment, 
while  she  gazed  with  disconcerted  and  puzzled  mien,  and 
as  yet  mystified  as  to  the  meaning  implied  by  his  speech; 
but  it  was  not  long*  Perceiving  her  bewildered  perplexity, 
he  resumed,  with  a  succinct  plainness  that  needed  no  inter- 
pretation, and  admitted  of  no  surmise.   "  Yes,  Alphonse,  it 
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may  surprise  yon  the  avowal  I  am  about  to  make,  but  it 
is  not  less  true  that  long,  very  long,  I  have  loved  you. 
From  the  hour  that  I  first  beheld  your  sweet  faoe,  you 
have  been  my  heart's  elected  queen ;  it  has  never  paid  alle- 
giance, and  never  will  to  any  other.    Dear,  what  ails  you  ?" 

*'  Oh !  pray,  say  no  more  ;  let  me  go  home!"  faltered 
Alphonse,  shrinking  aghast,  with  the  heart's  recoil  froiH 
the  agony  inflicted  by  the  touch  that  probed  the  arrow 
yet  festering  within  it ;  the  keen-shafted  memory  of  one 
who  had  spoken  words  like  these,  and  yet  recking  not  of 
the  wound,  the  gaping  wound  and  sore  void  left  by  the 
tom-up  root  of  love  and  trust,  with  all  their  scattered 
flowers,  had  cruelly  transferred  to  another  his  plighted 
troth,  and  no  later  than  yestermom,  before  the  altar,  had 
ratified  to  another  bride  the  faith  sworn  to  her.  Maurice 
had  happened  on  an  evil  moment  to  disclose  his  love,  and 
DOW  disappointed,  baffled,  angry,  and  yet  sorry  for  the 
unmistakable  expression  of  pain  too  evidently  depicted 
in  her  suflering  countenance,  he  stood  a  moment,  mutely 
confounded,  then  said,  in  low,  resolute  accents : 

^'  I'm  sorry  if  I  have  distressed  you,  dear  Alphonse  ;  for 
whether  you  will  it  or  not,  I  cannot  help  expressing 
myself,  and  sajring  you  are,  and  ever  will  be,  very  dear  to 
me.  Now  that  I  have  said  so,  and  you  know  it,  I  shall 
tease  vou  no  more  with  my  foolish  presumption,  and  shall 
only  beg  you  to  forgive  me,  and  at  least  not  withdraw 
your  friendship  for  my  indiscretion.'^ 

"  Oh,  you  are  very  good,  and  I  know  I  ought  to  thank 
and  feel  grateful  to  you,  Mr.  O'Driscoll ;  but — but  pray 
don't  spei£  of  it  again ;  I  am " 

^'  Engaged  to  another,  perhaps?"  said  he,  bluntly,  filling 
up  the  pause,  as  a  jealous  pang  shooting  from  his  heart's 
quiver  lighted  on  the  head  of  Hugh  O'Byrne. 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !  nor  shall  ever  be,"  she  emphatically  cried, 
with  a  very  passionate  sob,  as  she  quickly  ran  up  the  steps 
and  disappeared  in  the  gloomy  passage  of  Miss  Hodgens's 
seminary,  leaving  him  standing  without  in  the  sunshine, 
lelieved  in  spirit  to  find  that  his  friend  was  not  his  rival  in 
the  aflection  of  an  object  sensibly  augmented  in  value  by 
inaccessibility  of  attainment,  ^et  not  to  be  despaired  of^ 
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since  he  had  no  faith  whatever  in  engagements  of  oelibaoy 
outside  of  oonvents  of  which  he  knew  but  little;  and 
blaming  Quildfoxd  Colandisk's  recreancy  as  the  primary 
and  natural  cause,  and  lus  own  ill-judged  haste  as  the 
just  and  secondary  cause  of  his  failure,  and,  upon  the  whole, 
returning  home  in  renovated  spirits,  while  the  lady  of  his 
love,  in  tears  and  confusion,  was  already  running  the 

Sauntlet  of  penance,  alone  and  unprotected,  bravely 
efending  her  assailed  reputation,  and  heroically  enduring 
41ie  martyrdom  of  taunt,  jibe,  and  sneer,  whose  burning 
ooals  had  been  ignited  and  £uined  by  him. 


OHAPTEE  XVII. 

THB  VILLAGE  OF  TUBBER — SLIEVB  GADOE. 

«  Aja,  'tiB  thua» 
Oppression  fans  th*  imperishable  flame 
Vv  ith  most  unconscious  hands.    No  praise 
Be  hers  for  what  she  blindly  works !    When 
Slarerr's  enp  o*erflows  its  bounds,  the  creeping  poison  meant 
To  dull  our  senses,  through  each  burning  vein 
Pours  feyer,  sending  a  delirious  strength, 
To  burst  man's  fetters." 

H111AV8. 

Somewhat  remotely  from  the  town  of  Dunlavin,  piotar- 
esquely  situated  in  the  vioinity  of  Hollywood  and  Dan- 
ard,  upon  the  Slaney,  at  the  base  of  Slieve  Gadoe»  a  lofty 
mountain,  whose  elevation  exoeeds  two  thousand  feet,  and 
which  extends  from  the  valley  of  the  £Ing*s  Biver  to  the 
Glen  of  Imale,  stood,  in  the  spring  of  the  year  '98,  the 
little  village  of  Tubber  Glen  More,^  of  which,  in  the 
autumn  of  the  same  year,  nought  but  wrecked  mud- Walls 
remained,  and  of  these  wretched  mementoes  of  devastated 
homesteads,  massacre,  pillage,  and  ruin,  not  even  a  Yestige 
now  marks  the  desolate  site.     In  its  general  features  this 

*  The  well  of  the  great  gleo. 
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hnmble  locality  differed  not  xnuoh  from  the  generality  of  its 
olaas  in  the  country,  being  characterised  by  indigence 
and  squalor.     Miserable  sheds,  unfit  to  shelter  animals ; 
ngged  inmates ;  idle  and  noisy  children ;  pigs,  poultry, 
dunghills  and  duck-pools,  prevailed  here,  and  flourished, 
as  elsewhere,  under  certain  malign  influences,  calculated 
to  develop  the  possibility  of  human  beings,  gifted  with 
inunortal  souls,  capable  of  refined  instincts  and  lofty  aspira- 
tions, endowed  frequently  with   intellectual  minds  and 
physical  beauty,  being  crushed  down,  till  every  attribute 
of  the  Divine  image  seems  to  be  utterly  stamped  out  of 
the    begrimed    aspect,   or  smothered    in  the  abyss  of 
external  degradation  into  which  they  are  plunged,  with- 
out hope,  to  wallow  a  brief  span,  and  decay  into  the 
dost  firom  whence  they  sprung.     '^  Oh,  but  these  are  mere 
Irish,  degenerate  beings  of  the  Celtic  race,  whose  nature  is 
lerfish,  and  tending  to  the  downward  slide,''  argues  the 
physiologist,  who  would  expound  by  philosophic  theory  of 
Ids  own  the  law  of  cause  and  effect ;  ''  an  inferior  order 
of  oreatuies,  designed,  like  the  beasts  of  the  field,  for  the 
aole  use  and  benefit  of  their  oppressors."    But  fatal  to 
their  deft  conclusion  is  the  fact  on  the  pa^e  of  history, 
tbat  largely  interspersed  among  the  raoble  of  O's  and 
Uao's  of  Milesian  descent  were  to  be  found,  in  plight  not 
more  befitting,  the  posterity  of  men  bearing  the  ancestral 
names  of  a  proud  Anglo-Norman  lineage,  and  in  whose 
veins  flowed  the  blood  of  De  Burgos,  De  Laceys,  De 
Gogaiis,  Prendergasts,  Berminghams,  Fitzsimons,  and  the 
brave  pioneers  whose  stout  arms  first  opened,  by  dint  of 
many  a  hard  blow,  the  gates  of  the  Western  Isle  to  future 
hordes  of  BrxtUh  freebooters.    We  must  seek  other  solu- 
tion for  the  mystery  that  had  reconciled  a  large  percentage 
of  the  population  to  the  broken  thatch,  the  mud-floor, 
apertures  for  light  and  air  stuffed  with  rags,  a  sod  of  turf 
on  the  hearth,  and  a  shook  of  straw  in  a  corner,  dignified 
by  the  appellation  of  fire  and  bed ;  in  effect,  the  owners 
of  these  habitations  are  men  and  women,  who  keep  body 
and  soul  together  by  chance  jobs  of  work.    Industrious 
they  would  all  be,  but  regular  employment  they  have 
none ;  and  for  labour  without  requital  there  is  no  moV^:^^ 
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to  stimnlate  to  exertion.  Gontrafiting  with  the  bitter  lot 
of  those  half-starved  denizens  of  noisome  hovels,  at  whose 
doors  they  lounge,  listless  and  apathetic,  with  folded  arms 
and  half-oovered  limbs,  here  and  there  dotting  the  moun- 
tain side  or  the  roadway,  might  have  been  seen,  peeping 
through  hedge-rows,  gay  with  hawthorn,  woodbine,  and 
wild  roses,  a  cosy  shelling,  whose  new  thatch,  white  walls, 
glazed  lattice,  and  trim  garden  betokened  of  better  cir- 
cumstances ;  and  in  those  domiciles  of  men  engaged  in 
some  avocation  whose  remuneration,  though  scanty  enough, 
is  steady,  a  marked  and  wonderful  distinction,  within 
doors  as  well  as  without,  proves  that  the  native  (so  deemed) 
predilection  for  unsightly  misery  is  more  the  result  of 
accidental  pressure  than  of  indigenous  taste.  There  are 
visible  glimpses  of  a  struggle  upwards ;  more  thrift,  much 
order  and  cleanliness ;  a  tendency  to  set  off  the  person  by 
occasional  dress  of  showy  print,  a  shawl  of  flashy  design, 
and  bonnet  smartly  trimmed  with  bows  and  ribbons,  is 
also  manifest  among  the  female  portion  of  the  families; 
dirty  faces,  dishevelled  hair,  and  tattered  garments  are 
rarely  witnessed  hanging  about  the  threshold  of  the  open 
door.  Knitting,  spinning,  or  some  kind  of  needle  or 
other  work  is  generally  in  hand,  and  a  few  cows,  ponies, 
goats,  and  quantities  of  poultry,  with  various  implements 
of  husbandry,  afford  many  indications  of  humble  affluence 
lavished  upon  a  handful  out  of  the  mass  of  deplorable 
wretchedness  around. 

Prominent  among  the  most  well-to-do  of  these  aristo- 
crats of  .the  neighbourhood  was  the  shelling  of  Thady 
Doyle  the  carpenter,  who  held,  in  addition  to  his  trade, 
a  short  lease  of  a  couple  of  acres  of  land,  which  his  sons 
tilled,  and  five  cows,  which  grazed  upon  the  oommonB, 
and  which  his  daughters  milked,  while  his  wife,  a  comely, 
rosy-cheeked,  bright-eyed  woman  of  about  five-and- 
forty,  tended  the  small  dairy,  helped  to  churn,  to  make  the 
butter,  fed  the  fowl,  scoured  the  pails  and  .noggins,  assisted 
also  in  due  season  to  sow  and  dig  the  po^toes,  out  and 
bind  the  com,  make  the  hay,  go  with  her  daughters  to 
patterns,  fairs,  and  markets,  and,  in  fact,  from  the  plough 
to  the  needle,  put  her  baud  to  every  sort  of  work  at  a  oiUl, 
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Clean,  buxom,  bustling  with  the  smile  of  good-humour 
ever  upon  her  open  oountenanoe,  and  a  ready  laugh  and 
cheery  word  ever  upon  her  flexible  lips,  with  a  hand  ever 
open  to  bestow  an  alms  upon  the  needy  suppliant,  or  to  do 
a  kind  turn  to  a  neighbour,  Moll  Doyle  was  the  idol  of  her 
husband  and  family,  and  far  and  near  looked  up  to  with  a 
respect  and  love  by  the  village  that  many  a  wealthy  dame 
of  high  estate  might  have  envied,  but  could  not  command. 
It  was  a  Saturday  night,  and  her  week's  labour  came  to 
a  dose.    Moll  Doyle  sat  on  a  three-legged  stool  beside  the 
bright  turf  fire,  burning  on  the  clean-swept  hearth,  in 
company  with  Rose  O'Brien,  a  friend  who  had  just  dropped 
in  on   her  way  home  with  some  meal  from  the  village 
huxtery ;  a  saucepan  of  potatoes  was  boiling  on  the  fire  for 
the  supper  of  the  family  upon  their  return  from  their 
work;  out  Moll,  who  had  rather  a  weakness  for  strong  tea 
and  hot  griddle  cake,  with  fresh  butter  and  new-laid  eggs, 
was  in  the  act  of  enjoying  the  above  stimulating  beverage, 
which  cheers  without  inebriating,  and  its  condiments, 
which  extravagance  she  also  justified  to  herself,  and  had 
her  plea  admitted  by  her  fond  family,  upon  the  score  of 
delicacy,  though  in  what  particular  Moll  could  demonstrate 
failure  of  health,  would  have  puzzled  a  college  of  physicians 
to  make  out,  and  probably  herself  to  define,  save,  perhaps, 
in  that  she  could  not  keep  equal  pace  with  others  over  the 
mealy  esculents  and  noggins  of  thick  milk,  as  of  yore; 
be  that  as  it  may,  her  claim  to  the  indulgence  was  freely 
granted.     Moll  was  seated  opposite  her  friend,  at  a  small 
white  deal  table,  and  as  her  eyes  complacently  wandered — 
for  they  had  a  roving  expression,  as  if  ever  more  in  quest  of 
something  to  do — over  the  well-scoured  chairs  and  stools 
ranged  along  the  white-washed  walls,  and  glistening  in 
the  sunbeams  that  freely  entered  with  the  breeze  that 
wafted  the  odour  of  apple-blossoms,  hawthorn,  and  a 
thousand  fragrant  aromas  of  mountain-heath  and  spring 
verdure,  through  the  open  door,  the  dresser  lined  with 
polished  pewter  and  blue  and  yellow  "  chany,"  and  the 
wioker-basket  piled  with  the  newly  ironed  shirts  and  gowns 
for  the  Sunday's  adornment  of  her  good  man  and  the 
obildhrei  Moll  fel(  thivt  she  had  eigrned  the  ri^ht  to  enjo^ 
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her  luxuries,  and  with  a  look  of  supreme  happiness  she 
seized  the  raking  pot  of  tea,  and  filled  out  for  herself 
and  friend  a  teacup  a-pieoe,  which  said  '^Tae-cups" 
held  something  over  a  pint  each  of  black  essence  of 
Congou,  seasoned  with  good  cream,  and  brown  '^  Jamaiky 
sugar."  As  soon  as  the  pot  was  replenished  with  hot  water, 
for  a  second  relay,  and  set  to  stew  upon  the  hob,  Moll 
deposited,  first  upon  her  guest's  plate,  and  then  upon  her 
own,  squares  of  not  cake,  weighing  about  a  pound  each, 
and  steeped  in  butter,  for  their  light  evening  repast.  Mean- 
while, Bose  O'Brien,  an  elderly  woman  of  less  well-to-do 
outward  appearance,  wrapt  in  a  faded  gray  woollen  man- 
tle, and  on  her  head  a  white  cap,  deeply  frilled,  and  tied 
down  with  a  red  handkerchief,  squatted  on  the  hearth, 
and  smoked  in  silence  a  dudeen,  or  short  pipe,  which  was 
her  unfailing  panacea  for  every  trouble,  the  never-absent 
companion  of  her  loneliness,  and  indeed  her  chief  oocupa- 
tion  of  time,  abroad  or  at  home.  Moll  Doyle  was  the 
first  to  break  silence,  after  a  pause,  and  said: 

"  An'  so,  honey,  yez  don't  like  the  new  landlord  that's 
coome  over  yez  beyant  P"  Bose  lifted  her  pondering  gray 
eyes  to  the  speaker,  knocked  the  ashes  from  her  pipe,  which 
she  deposited  in  a  capacious  pocket,  drew  forward  a  stool 
to  the  table,  and  rising  to  place  herself  thereat,  made 
response : 

^<Musha,  sorra  worse,  Molly,  bairin'  Jones  o'  the 
Manor,  an' ;  Squire  [Oox,  that  the  Donovans  live  undhar. 
The  new  recthor  is  a  black  Orangeman  to  the  backbone,  an' 
'ud  ate  a  Papist  wid  a  grain  o'  salt ; — ^an'  I'm  thinkiu'  it's 
little  marcy  thim  that  wants  it  '11  find  at  his  hands, 
ferriergare^  alanna  machreeJ' 

'^  An'  what  sort  is  the  young  curate,  Parson  Pomfiret- 
ain't  that  his  name  P  " 

*^  Well,  aroon,  there's  much  the  same  differ  betune 
an'  every  other  one  o'  'em  as  you'd  find  in  a  nest  o'  sarpini 
some  big  and  some  little,  an  some  marked  one  way 
some  another,  but  all  o'  the  one  sort,  venomous  and  biti 
It  was  only  Tuesday  last  was  a  week,  as  myself,  wid  the  g< 
man  an'  the  childhre,  wor  at  our  dinner,  whin  in  walks 
parson's  father  ai^'  mother,  wid  a  son  and  daughther, 
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"  *  Oood-moriA,'  siz  he,  in  a  civil  sort  o'  way.  *  I  see  yez 
are  sthrivin''  to  live/  siz  he,  smilin'  at  the  ohildhre  eatin' 
the  dhry  pratees  wid  a  grain  o'  salt. 

'^*  An'  hard  set,  yer  honour/  siz  the  husband,  standin'  up 
out  o'good  manners.  ^  The  times  is  hard  enough  on  us.' 
**  *  Ye  shouldn't  be  grumUin'  and  flyin'  in  me  faoe  o* 
Gk>d,  my  good  man/  siz  the  squire ;  '  ye've  a  nate  little 
place,  wid  an  acre  o'  ground,  an'  niver  wor  a  day  in  arrear 
of  yer  rint  or  yer  tithes,  like  the  lazy,  dhrunken  vagabones 
aioimd  ye.' 

''  Thin  siz  Donough,  ^  Musha,  yer  honour,  it's  aisy  to 
work  whin  a  body  nas  anythin'  to  work  on ;  we  don't 
begrudge  our  labour,  an'  if  all  the  orathurs  had  as  much 
aa  ourselves — ^leastways  employment — they  wouldn't  be 
shortcomin'  wid  the  rint  or  the  tithes/ 

***Ay    would  they,  the  sooundrils/  siz   the    squire; 

'thejr'd  sooner  rob,  an'  stale,  an'  dhrink,  than  work.    Yer 

the  only  daoent  man  among  'em :  not  but  what  ye  have  a 

fineintherest  in  yer  lase  of  ten  years  o'  as  prime  an  acre  o' 

land  as  is  in  the  oounthry,  barrin'  Doyle's  over  the  way, 

and  the  blacksmith  Mooney;  but,  as  I  said  before,  ye 

desarve  yer  luck  ;  an'  now,'  siz  he,  ^  I  want  ye,  my  good 

fellow,  to  sarve  me  a  turn :  I'm  lookin'  everywhere  among 

our  fiinds  for  votes  for  the  Union,  an'  I  want  yours.' 

" '  Bedad,  thin,  sir,'  siz  Donough,  *  I  can't  give  it  ye/ 

***  An'  why  not  ?  Yis,  ye  can,'  siz  he,  thro  win'  a  shillin' 

to  one  o'  the  ohildhre.  *  Wouldn't  yez  rayther  eat  beef  an' 

mutton  than  pratees  for  yer  dinners?'    '  By  yer  lave,  sir/ 

Qc  Donough,  givin'  back  the  shillin',  an'  he  dhrew  himsblf 

up  as  grand  as  a  prenoe,  '  it's  agin  my  conscience  to 

Bell  my  oounthry.'    *  Ah,  thin,-  Liquorice,'  siz  he,  tumin' 

to  the  young  captain  beside  him,  '  d'ye  hear  this  ? '  siz  he. 

*  Why,  fellow','  siz  he,  *damn  you  an'  yer  oounthry ! — what 

right  has  the  likes  o'  ye  to  counthryP — ^an'  as  to  conscienoe, 

what  does  a  poor  ignorant  man  like  you  know  about  the 

wrong  or  the  right  but  what  yer  betthers  tells  ye  ?'     *  By 

yer  kve,  sir/  siz  Donough,  ^  I  hear  plinty  o'  talk  an' 

rdchin'  everywhere  about  the  same  tJnioa,  an'  I  know 
about  it.*    '  Thin,  ye  won't  vote  ? '  siz  the  squire.    *  I 
9m%  yer  honour/  siz  Donough.  *  Very  well,  you  ongrate"* 
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ful  blaguard/  biz  the  squire,  frowning  like  murdher; 
'  wait  a  pieoe  an'  we'll  taohe  ye  what  it  is  to  have  a  will 
o'  yer  own,  an'  say  no  to  yer  masthers ;  an'  the  priests  that's 
settin'  ye  in  rebellion  agin  us  an'  the  Government,  we'll 
hang  every  one  of  'em  :  d'ye  hear  thatP — an'  find  a  way  to 
brake  yer  lase,  maybe,  into  the  bargain.  Who  owns  that 
cottage  yonder  in  the  garden  P '  '  Christy  Fitzsimon  the 
letter-carrier,  yer  honour,'  fliz  Donough;  *  he  owns  a  lase  o' 
it  from  the  last  reothor,  an'  pays  twelve  pounds  a  year  for 
it  an'  the  field  o'  com.'  *  Thin  he's  o'  the  right  sort  P'  siz 
the  squire.  *  No,  sir,'  says  Donough.  *  Thank  Grod,  he's 
a  Roman,  an'  my  own  first  cousin  on  the  mother's  side.' 

*  Humph  !'  siz  the  squire, '  I  thought  he  was  a  daoint  man. 
I'm  afeard  his  lase  isn't  worth  much,  it's  so  aisy  to  make 
out  a  flaw  agin  a  Papist,  an'  I  know  a  man  would  pay 
double  rint  for  the  same.' 

" '  If  we  could  persuade  ye,'  siz  the  lady  then,  tumin* 
to  me,  '  to  sind  yer  childhre  to  the  Sunday  school,  where 
they'd  be  christianized,  clothed,  and  trained  to  be  daoent 
mimbers  o'  society,  as  the  Widow  Bunyan,  and  the  Bodkins, 
and  Wilsons  have  done,  I'd  take  some  intherest  in  helpin' 
you,  otherwise  I  cannot.'  *  No,  ma'am,'  siz  I,  *  we  couldn't 
expect  it;  an'  wid  the  blessin'  o'  God  an'  the  Vargin 
Mother,  no  child  o'  mine,  for  mate  or  male,  good  livin'  or 
fine  duds,  '11  ever  crass  the  thrashill  o'  a  swaddling  school.' 
'  Coome,  my  dear,'  siz  the  lady,  takin'  the  squire'e  arm ; 

*  'tain't  no  use  our  sthrivin'  to  reform  the  heathen;  we  must 
lave  'em  to  the  ministhry  of  our  dear  Snarly-snap-at-us 
an'  them  as  has  the  vocation  like  Happymanimus  an' 
Backgammon.'  An'  ofi*  they  trotted,  the  lot,  bad  cess  to 
'em.  Arrah,  Molly,  but  this  is  beautiful  tae; — musha, 
where  did  ye  buy  it  P" 

"  Why,  thin,  'twas  Misther  Miles  O'Byrne,  good-luck  to 
him,  fetched  me  a  couple  pound  from  Dublin  along  wid 
the  sugar.     Is  it  cup  tossin'  ye  are  P" 

"Ay,  faix,  sure  I'd  as  lieve  know  my  fortin*; 
an'  I  think  we've  dhrained  the  pot  o'  the  second 
wather." 

"Ay,  sure;  well  let's  thry  our  fortin',"  cried  Molly  Doyle, 
drinking  her  second  cup  to  the  dregs,  then  twirling  it 
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quickly  round  upside  down  to  read  the  oabalistio  signs  of 
blotches  and  ciroleB  left  by  the  deposit. 

"  There's  a  raven  flyin'  over  the  head  o'  two  sthrangers 
oomin'  towards  us,  an'  a  black  cloud  forenint  'em,  an'  a 
dog  runnin'  at  their  heels  on  three  legs  an'  without  a  tail. 
Now  what's  the  manin'  o'  that,  Molly  ?"  cried  Rose,  prying 
into  the  depth  of  her  cup. 

^' An'  there's  a  shroud,  an'  a  rope,  an'  a  ring,  an'  a  swarm 
o'  bees  flyin'  afther  a  flock  o'  swallows,  an'  a  man  an'  a 
dog  pursuing  'em,"  said  Moll  Doyle,  scrutinising  her  omens 
with  curious  interest.  ''It's  the  curiousest  thing  I  I  wish 
we  had  old  Latreen  Daly  here :  she's  a  fine  hand  at  the 
cups,  an'  can  read  them  like  prent." 

"  Musha,"  responded  Eose,  ^'  I  can  tell  ye  as  well  as 
Latreen,  for  one  thing :  the  shroud  is  for  old  Nancy,  my 
mother-in-law ;  I  heard  the  dead-watch  ticking  for  the  last 
three  nights,  and  little  Shelah,  the  crathur,  passed  the  door 
this  mom  goin'  for  the  priest,  an'  said  she  was  very  bad, 
an'  she  was  afeard  grandmother  would  never  over  it. 
Donough  an'  the  childhre  is  gone  up,  and  I'd  a  foUied  'em, 
but  the  distance  is  so  long  and  the  impression  on  the  heart 
so  bad,  I'm  glad  to  rest  a  bit  here  on  the  way ;  an'  sure  it's 
little  good  or  help  my  goin'  '11  do,  barrin'  to  pray  for  her, 
which  I  do  with  all  the  veins  o'  my  heart,  for  she  was  a 
gay  woman  an'  a  good  warrant  to  help  a  poor  body,  an'  a 
friendly  neighbour ;  an'  though  in  the  beginnin'  she  was 
agin  Donough  marry  in'  Bose  Moouey,  she  soon  come  round, 
an'  was  good  to  the  childre.  She  was  more  displased  intirely 
widher  own  daughther  Maggie  going  off  wid  Terry  O'Toole ; 
howandiver,  ye  see  it  was  a  home  to  her  whin  the  landlord 
turned  her  out,  an'  sold  the  bed  from  undher  her,  for  one 
arrear  of  rint,  the  crathur ;  bad  luck  to  the  tithe  proctor." 

'^  Amin !  I  wondher  what's  the  dead- watch,  EoseP"  said 
Moll  Doyle,  gazing  vacantly  a  moment  with  dreamy  eyes 
at  the  fortime*  telling  cup  in  her  hand.  '*  I  heerd  it  myself 
seven  nights  runnin  before  my  own  mother,  the  light  o' 
glory  to  her,  took  sick  at  aU.  The  first  time  I  heerd  it 
was  faint  and  low,  at  a  distance  like ;  an'  day  by  day  it 
came  stronger  and  nearer,  till  the  night  before  the  mom 
she  died  ye  d  think  it  was  a  watch  tiokin'  loud  an'  fast  up 
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to  my  ear ;  an'  she  died  after  three  doys'  Ijin' ;  an'  it  was  > 
three  year  oome  next  June  I  heerd  the  same  agin  for  my 
misthressy  Miss  Effie's  mother,  God  rest  her  sowl,  an'  though 
the  doothor  said  as  how  her  malady  wouldn't  signify,  an' 
she'd  be  up  in  a  little  while,  I  knew  betther  when  I  heerd 
the  watch,  an'  sure  enough  the  fever  never  loosed  its  honld 
till  her  last  breath,  a  week  afther.  Musha^  I  wondher 
what  is  it  at  all  ?" 

"  A  sperit,  av  coorse  it  is,  Molly.  like  the  wraith  an'  the 
banshee  that  cooms  to  warn  them  as  belongs  to  the  rale  ould 
blood  o'  the  oounthry,  an'  the  ancient  faith,  to  make  ready 
for  the  call  to  the  other  world/'  said  Bose,  with  a  sagaoious 
nod  of  her  head,  and  in  a  tone  of  resolute  conviction  that  had 
left  no  doubt  upon  a  mind  less  disposed  even  to  credulity 
than  that  of  Moll  Doyle,  whose  faith  was  simple,  humble, 
and  strong  enough  to  realise  the  mystic  in  every  phase,  and 
give  implicit  credence  to  the  supernatural,  clothed  in  what- 
ever aspect  it  might  be  presented  to  her  intelligence.  She 
was  about  to  make  some  trite  rejoinder  still  bearing  upon 
a  subject  which  possessed  for  her  at  all  times  intense  inte- 
rest, when  Sose's  lifted  finger  and  warning  whispered  ex- 
clamation, "  Whisht  I"  changed  the  theme,  and  she  said, 
composedly:  "It's  only  my  little  girls  comin'  frommilkin' ; 
we're  quite*  enough  up  here.  Anyway,  the  place  is  so 
lonesome  the  soldier's  doesn't  throuble  thimselves  to  come 
out  o'  their  way  to  tase  us,  an'  the  people  is  all  so 
peaceable." 

In  effect,  as  Moll  Doyle  said,  and  while  she  was  yet 
speaking,  three  young  girls,  the  two  foremost  about  sixteen 
and  seventeen,  carrying  heavy  pails  on  their  heads,  entered, 
and  with  a  kindly 

"  God  save  ye,  Rose,"  they  proceeded  to  deposit  their 
load  in  an  inside  room,  the  dairy,  among  the  row  of  vessels 
ranged  along  the  shelves,  and  filled  with  cream,  waiting 
to  be  transferred  to  the  churn,  and  metamorphosed  int^ 
butter  the  following  Monday.  The  third  girl,  a  buxom 
lass  of  about  thirteen,  Euphemia's  foster  sister,  followed 
with  a  couple  of  cans,  which  she  set  down  in  the  same 
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apartment ;  thence  returning,  she  hastened  to  the  fire-> 
place,  in  a  business-like  manner,  poked  at  the  potatoes 
with  a  stick,  and  finding  they  were  sufficiently  soft  to  be 
edible,  she  swung  the  saucepan  from  the  hearth,  turned  it 
into  a  tub  through  a  sieve,  which  she  replaced  upon  the 
hearth  to  steam,  proceeded  to  clear  away  the  tea-cups,  and 
replace  them  with  noggins  of  milk,  and  went  through 
sundry  evolutions  connected  with  housekeeping  in  a  stolid 
silence,  broken  by  the  encomiums  of  Eose  0  firien,  and 
hor  assertion  that  she  was  "  worth  her  skin  full  o'  goold, 
an' he'd  be  the  lucky  man  that 'ud  get  her;"  and  the 
mother's  proud  rejoinder,  "  that  the  man  wasn't  bom  'ud 
be  worthy  of  her  Nelly."  Unlike  her  sisters,  whose  comely 
faces,  like  their  mother's,  were  ruddy,  soft,  and  brimful 
of  mirth  and  good  humour,  Nelly's  rustic  features  were 
sedate,  grave,  and  thoughtful ;  and  her  manner,  taciturn 
and  blunt,  conveyed,  at  first  sight,  the  impression  of  a 
BuUen  temper  and  morose  disposition.  Yet  it  was  not  so, 
for  Nelly  was  at  heart  a  romp,  whose  laugh  was  loudest 
when  provoked  by  occasion,  and  whose  dormant  humour 
and  love  of  frolic  and  adventure  often  nearly  crazed  the 
household,  and  plunged  herself  into  difficulties  not  re- 
mote firom  absolute  peril,  in  w^ich  it  seemed  her  con- 
genial element  to  disport  as  seabirds  buffet  with  the 
tempest.  In  truth,  hers  was  a  masculine  temperament, 
whose  stoical  bent  found  no  sphere  save  in  physical  action 
and  mental  exercise ;  hence,  as  junior  of  the  family,  she 
was  not  spared  her  full  share  of  the  labour  that  devolved 
upon  all,  and  frequently  she  assumed  even  more  than  her 
share,  and  executed  the  tasks  of  others  with  the  same  im- 
perturbable spirit  that  claimed  neither  thanks  nor  guerdon. 
Unlike  her  seniors,  whose  short  petticoats  revealed  their 
weU-tumed  feet  and  ankles  cased  in  stout  shoes  and  yam 
stockings,  Nelly  ran  barefooted  every  day  except  Sunday, 
when  she,  too,  stepped  out  to  chapel  in  polished  brogues 
and  white  yam  stockings,  and  wore  a  smart  bonnet  over 
fuzzy  locks  of  rich  aubum  hair,  curled  by  nature's  own 
maternal  hand,  round  a  thick  white  neck  and  brawny 
shoulders,  covered  with  a  multi-coloured  shawl^  in  lieu  of 
the  workniay  check  pinafore,  and  a  oalioo  frock,  that  vied 
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with  theirs  in  glowing  hues  of  roses,  gerauiums,  poppies, 
and  every  flower  that  blooms  in  wild  luxuriance  on  textile 
fabrioj  and  as  stiff  and  glossj  as  starch  or  iron  could  make 
them.  Owing  to  her  peculiar  character,  Nelly,  though  use- 
ful and  esteemed,  was  not  companionable  in  her  family, 
or  social  with  friends  or  acquaintances,  of  whom  she  made 
little  account ;  yet  she  was  by  no  means  destitute  of  human 
sympathies,  and  there  was  one  kindred  spirit  that  had 
engaged  all  her  predilections,  and  severed  from  whom  her 
yearning  heart  inclined  to  no  other.  What  though  social 
condition  had  marked  a  space  between  the  patrician  child 
and  the  peasant's  daughter,  and  the  limbs  of  one  were 
clothed  in  becoming  vesture,  and  those  of  the  other  swathed 
in  homely  stuff:  of  disparities  such  as  these  the  discem- 
ing  mind  little  recked,  and  Nelly  Doyle  and  Euphemia 
O'Byrne  from  infancy  were  playmates  and  instinctive 
friends ;  seldom  apart,  wherever  one  was  the  other  was  not 
far  distant.  Sometimes  they  quarrelled,  as  children  do, 
yet  in  their  very  broils  they  kept  dose  together,  and  ap- 
peared to  get  on  all  the  better  for  the  sterm  that  had  for  a 
moment  ruffled  the  horizon.  Yet  when  the  hour  for  sepa- 
ration had  come,  neither  of  them  confessed  by  a  tear  the 
afiUction  they  suffered  in  heart.  A  casual  observer,  in- 
deed, would  say  the  two  moody-looking  children  had  not 
much  interest  in  each  other ;  but  the  more  skilful  inter- 
preters of  human  nature  would  have  construed  otherwise ; 
and  in  very  truth,  though  some  months  had  elapsed  since 
they  parted,  the  children's  thoughts  were  yet  filled  with 
each  other,  and  likely  enough  it  was  the  image  of  her 
quondam  associate  that  yet  continuing  to  intrude  upon 
her  memory  caused  Nelly  te  turn  a  deaf  ear  and  abstracted 
face  from  the  blandishments  of  all  others. 

The  little  girl,  handy,  silent,  and  thrifty,  had  spread  the 
utensils  for  the  family  supper,  and  driven  the  fowl  inte 
the  poultry-yard,  while  her  eldest  sister  Mary  kneaded  a 
large  bowl  of  dough,  and  her  second  bister,  Kate,  out 
a  piece  off  a  flitch  of  bacon,  which  hung  in  the  chimney 
for  their  Sunday  entertainment|  chatting  and  laughing 
the  while  with  their  mother  and  Bose,  when  with  solemn 
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step  and  slow,  reading  his  breviary^  came  along  the  road, and 
pauBed  before  the  cottage  door,  the  priest  of  the  parish^  an 
elderly  man  of  venerable  aspect,  remarkable  for  a  com^ 
bined  expression  of  firmness  and  sweetness,  noble  intellect 
and  juvenile  innooenoe,  manhood's  dignity  and  youthful 
hilarity,  mirth  and  sadness  in  harmonising  contrast. 

^*  Qod  save  all  here  !"  was  his  salutation,  as  closing  his 
book  he  stood  upon  the  threshold. 

"  "Why,  thin,  the  blessin'  o'  God,  an'  the  Holy  Mother, 
an*  every  saint  on  yer  riverenoe  I"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Doyle, 
coming  forward  to  receive  the  visitor,  and  dropping  a  re* 
spectful  courtesy.  "  An',  sure,  yer  welcome  home  from 
Dublin,  Father  Murphy,  jewel ; — an'  it's  proud  my  man 
an'  the  boys  11  be  to  give  ye  the  cead  millefailthe.  Nelly j 
rtin,  alanna^  an'  see  is  yer  father  comin',  or  any  sign  of 
the  brothers;"  and  with  eyes  beaming  the  pride  and 
pleasure  of  her  honest  heart,  she  wiped  a  chair  with  her 
apron  and  presented  it  to  the  clergyman,  who  entered  and 
sat  down,  as  Eose  O'Brien,  with  a  modest  courtesy,  escaped 
unnoticed,  not  to  intrude  upon  the  company. 

"And  how  are  my  children,  every  inch  of  them?" 
smiled  Father  Murphy,  his  pleasant  glance  lighting  upon 
each  of  the  young  flock  grouped  before  him,  and  resting 
upon  winsome  Kate,  who,  half-blushing  at  her  own  auda- 
city, gaily  replied ; 

**  Purty  well,  thank  yer  riverence ; — but  it's  so  long  since 
we  seen  ye,  we  had  a'most  a  right  to  forget  ye." 

"  Get  out,  you  wicked  baggage !  Is  it  forget  in  three 
weeks  the  priest  that  christened  you,  and  taught  you  your 
catechism,  and  read-a-made-easy  P  What's  the  world  com- 
ing to ? "  returned  the  visitor,  with  comical  gravity.  '*  You 
won't  forget  me,  I  warrant,  one  of  those  days  when  you'll 
Want  me  to  do  something  more  for  you  ; — oh,  you  may 
laugh  ;  but  I'll  engage  you  won't.  But  I  haven't  forgotten 
you :  see  here ! " — He  held  up  a  little  prayer-book,  bound 
in  scarlet  cloth,  and  gilt. — "  What  do  you  see  ?  Do  you 
like  it,  eh  ?  Mind  you  pray  for  me :  that's  the  thanks  I 
like  best.  Come  hither,  Mary  ;  I've  no  notion  that  Kate's 
to  set  herself  up  witli  airs,  and  pretend  to  be  my  favourite  ; 

18 


260  TUB  VILLAGE  OF  TUBBEU. 

I  couldn't  countenance  such  vanity,  and  make  fish  of  one 
and  flesh  of  another."  He  handed  Kate  a  coral  rosary  ; 
and  while  the  delighted  girls  expressed  their  overflowing 
gratitude  in  vehement  thanks,  and  admired  their  sou- 
venire  J  he  dived  into  the  pocket  of  his  soutane,  and  ex- 
tracting therefrom  a  roll  of  brilliant  pictures — one  of  the 
Madonna  and  another  of  the  Holy  Family — ^he  presented 
them  to  Mrs.  Doyle  and  Nelly,  checking  the  ebullition 
of  their  gushing  thanks,  saying,  curtly :  '*  There,  now, 
that  will  do ;  pray  for  me  and  pray  for  yourselves,  for 
we  are  living  in  evil  days:  no  man's  life  is  safe;  no 
man's  innocence  guarantees  him  from  persecution.'^ 

"Thrue  for  yer  riverence,"  chimed  in  Mrs.  Doyle; 
'there's  bad  work  through  the  counthry — ^massacre, 
an'  burnin,  an*  dhrivin'  the  people  to  ruination  every- 
where. Some  o'  the  poor  crathurs,  left  widout  a  shelther, 
have  coom  down  here :  an',  widout  manin'  to  boast, 
many  a  one  'ud  av  famished  widout  the  bit  we  can  spare 
from  our  own,  an^  others  o'  the  neighbours  that  has  it  to 
give." 

*^  Lord,  reward  you !  Charity  is  a  bank  that  pays  good 
interest,"  replied  the  priest,  with  sadly  musing  brow. 
"  But  tell  me  about  the  boys ; — what  are  they  doing  P  Is 
Larry  still  sticking  to  the  Latin  P  " 

"  Och,  he's  bint  on't,  yer  riverence ;  an*  won't  it  be  the 
blissed  day  for  his  father  an'  me  to  see  a  child  o'  ours 
sarve  the  althar !  Sure,  myself  'ud  but  ax  to  [see  him 
priested,  an'  die  happy  next  mmit." 

*•  And  how  is  my  boy  Johnny  P — is  he  as  good  as  ever, 
the  brave  gossoon  P  " 

*'  Musha,  thin,  yer  riverence,  Johnny's  good  enough ; 
but  his  father  and  I  isn't  plaized  that  he's  so  set  on  Terry 
Cullan's  eldest  daughther,  Nano;  for  what'U  they  be  but 
two  beggars  goin'  together  P  Fern'ergarf,  whin  the  crathurs 
is  well  off  at  home,  an'  has  father  an'  mother  to  do  for  'em, 
and  doesn't  know  what  hunger  is,  they  have  no  thought 
in  'em  at  all,  at  all.  But  that  ain't  the  worst,  neither,  for 
there's  one  Tom  de  Lacy  coome  down  from  Lucan  here. 
He  was  a  dacent,  snug  man  till  throuble  fell  upon  bim,  an' 
he  was  flogged  an'  pitch-capped  by  Lord  Carhampton's 


ordhen.  Anyhow,  his  oharaother  ain't  now  of  the  best,  as  I 
hear  tell,  yer  riverence :  he's  one  o'  Rook's  men  ; — an'  this 
I  can  teU  ye  for  trath,  he  ates  the  best  o'  mutton,  for  all. 
Hia  cabin  is  worse  nor  a  sty,  and  his  motherless  childhre 
the  nakedest  in  the  village ;  and  in  the  same  baoliej  at 
midnight,  the  neighbours  tell,  meet  lots  o'  bad  company — 
forgers  an'  coiners,  an'  makers  o'  pikes ; — ^for  he  has  set  up 
a  forge  o'  his  own,  and  he  has  put  the  oomether  on 
Johnny,  who's  a  fine  high-spirited  boy,  an'  we  don't 
like  it.  <  Where's  the  use,'  his  father  says  to  him,  '  o'  goin* 
agin'  the  law,  bad  as  it  is,  whin  it  only  makes  bad  worse, 
an'll  get  yer  neck  into  a  halther  ? '  Ooh,  we  might  as  well 
praohe  to  a  young  colt  gallopin'  over  the  hills ;  he  will 
folly  his  own  way." 

While  the  good  woman  was  yet  volubly  pouring  forth 
her  troubles  into  the  sympathising  priest's  attentive  ear  a 
Bound  of  steps  was  heard  approaching,  a  shadow  fell  upon 
the  sunshine  without,  and  presently  a  hale,  jovial-looUng 
man,  of  about  fifty,  with  a  saw  in  his  hand  and  a  basket  of 
tools  on  hiss  boulder,  entered,  followed  by  two  younger 
men,  one  of  whom  carried  a  spade  and  pitchfork,  which 
he  set  down  in  a  comer,  and  stood  a  little  backward; 
^hile  his  father,  with  hearty  exuberance  of  pleasure,  ac- 
oosted  Father  Murphy : 

'*  Why,  thin,  good-luck  to  yer  riverence,  but  yer 
Woome  as  the  flowers  o'  May,  an'  it*s  good  for  sore  eyes 
to  see  ye;  begorra,  it's  glad  I  am  intirely  to  see  yer 
riverence  lookin'  the  picthure  o'  health.  Whin  did  ye  coome 
home,  sir  P" 

"  I  came  this  afternoon,  Thady ;  and  it  does  my  heart 
good  to  be  at  home  again  among  my  flock.  And,  Johnny, 
Doy,"  turning  to  the  owner  of  the  spade,  "  how's  your 
mother's  son?" 

"  Thank  yer  riverence,  I'm  glad  to  see  ye  on  the  flure 
ftgin,"  returned  the  young  man,  looking  rather  sheepish 
and  uneasy,  beneath  the  gaze  of  the  clear  blue  eye  that 
closely  scanned  him  as  he  stood. 

"Ah,  Johnny,  God  be  with  the  days  I  rode  you 
oock-horse  on  my  knee,  and  put  you  on  my  shoulders  to 
climb  the  apple  trees,  and  search  the  bushes  lot  bixdi^ 
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nests.    You'ye  got  a  pair  of  shoulders  now  fitter  to  oaxry 
me.    See  the  cheeks  he's  got  1'^ 

**  Ooh,  the  Lord  be  praised,  yer  riyerence ! "  cried 
Mrs.  Doyle,  ogling  her  first-bom  with  maternal  pride, 
"  Johnny's  a  fine  trenchman ;  an'  what  he  puts  undher 
his  belt  doesn't  go  into  a  bad  skin.'' 

''No,  ma'am;  he's  no  disgrace  to  the  house,"  said  Father 
Murphy,  leisurely  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff ;  *'  he's  come  of 
a  good  stock ;  and,  please  God,  neither  father  nor  mother 
nor  &nyone  else  will  see  him  bring  a  blush  to  their  cheek : 
I  may  go  that  bail  for  you,  Johnny  Y  " 

"  Flaize  God,  yer  riyerence,"  muttered  Johnny,  with  a 
choking  sensation  in  his  throat  and  a  dubious  glance  at 
his  mother  and  sisters. 

'*  Keep  clear  of  bad  company,  my  son ;  whatever  you  do, 
have  no  dealings,  secret  or  underhand,  with  schemers  and 
plotters  of  mischief,  whose  devil's  mission  is  to  lure  the 
innocent  to  ruin ;  be  deaf  to  evil  counsellors,  and  keep 
your  eyes  wide  open  to  avoid  snares  and  pitfalls :  hearken 
to  the  admonitions  of  the  wise  and  the  virtuous,  and 
you'll  never  go  astray.  Nelly,  my  lass,  what  are  you 
looking  at  so  earnestly  down  the  boreen?" 

**  A  cartful  o'  people,  yer  riverence ; — ^it  is  comin'  up 
this  way,"  said  Nelly,  in  composed  tone,  and  without 
changing  her  position. 

^'  They  must  be  goin'  out  o'  their  way  to  coome  up 
here,"  said  Mrs.  Doyle,  as  with  her  daughters  she  moved 
to  the  door  to  take  a  view  of  the  lumbering  wain  jolting 
up  the  narrow  causeway ; — "  roon,  alannay  and  show  them 
the  straight  road  to  the  village." 

Nelly  darted  away,  but  in  a  short  time  came  fiying  back^ 
out  of  breath.  ^'  It's  herself,  mother !  it's  herself,  Miss 
'Phemia  I"  And  off  she  flew  again  like  a  wild  bacchanalian^ 
leaping  and  running  with  outstretched  arms  and  dishevelled. 
locks.  Forthwith  out  came  the  whole  Doyle  family  and 
congregated  en  masse.  On  the  threshold  they  stood,  with 
the  good  priest,  who  presently  found  himself  in  the  thick 
of  a  motley  crowd  of  strangers  as  the  vehicle  came  to  a 
standstill.  Then,  with  a  shout  of  astoni^ment,  Moli 
i)ojle  recognised  her  cousin,  Kitty  Burke^  and  with  an 
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exclamation  of  joy  hastened  to  greet  her,  while  Euphemia, 
quickly  scrambling  over  great  bundles,  a  few  of  which, 
dislodged  by  her  impetuous  movements,  lost  their  balance 
and  tumbled  into  the  lane,  and  over  the  heads  of  children, 
some  of  whose  necks  she  was  in  imminent  danger  of  break- 
ing, sprang  into  the  open  arms  of  Nelly,  crying  with  exul- 
tation :  "Now  I'm  home  again;  won't  we  have  fun,  Nell?" 
Same  moment  catching  Father  Murphy's  eye  of  amazement 
fixed  upon  her,  she  shrunk  back,  whispering :  "There's 
Father  Frank,  I  declare,  and  he'll  go  straight  and  tell 
Miles.    Let's  run  on  ;  maybe  he  won't  remember  me." 

And  away  the  two  scampered,  Moll  Doyle  the  while 
soreaining  at  the  pitch  of  her  voice:  "Miss  Effie,  Miss  Effie, 
avaumeen !  won't  ye  spake  a  word  to  old  nurse,  alanna  ? 
Och,  musha,  musha !" 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

HORNING,   NOON,   AND  NIQHT  OF  THE   SABBATH    DAY   ON 
SLIEVB   GADOE   AND   IN   THE    VILLAGE  OF  TUBBER, 

"  The  multiplied  and  manifold  afflictions 
With  which  the  aged  and  the  dying  saints 
Have  their  death  prefaced  and  their  age  embittered 
Are  but  prophetic  trumpets  that  proclaim 
The  second  coming  of  our  Lord  on  earth ; 
The  evening  wolves  will  be  much  more  abroad 
When  we  are  near  the  evening  of  the  world." 

Giles  Corey  or  Salem  FAitv. 

It  was  ihe  Sabbath  day,  and  though  no  tuneful  bell,  pro- 
claiming the  matin  hour,  summoned  to  early  Mass  in  the 
little  ohapel  of  Slieve  G-adoe  the  soattered  denizens  of  the 
kills  and  glens,  with  the  rising  sun,  harbinger  of  a 
glorious  May  Day,  they  oame  forth  trooping  from  hamlets 
Beetled  in  gorges  and  ravines,  from  sheilings  buried  in 
liawthom  bowers,  from  huts  festooned  in  woodbine,  crest* 
iog  green  raths  laved  by  pelluoid  rippling  streams,  from 
cabins  peeping  through  Ulao  and  roses  out  of  trim  garden 
plots  h^ged  with  sweet-brier,  watered  by  tiny  springs  and 
purling  rivulets,  and  from  blaok  hovels  rotting  amid  green 
ftstenng  swamps,  arid  common,  naked  rooks  and  labyrinthik 
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of  yellow  furze,  in  groups  and  pairs,  and  straggling  units, 
all  converging  with  speed  to  the  well*known  rendezvous,  to 
offer  up  before  the  ^tar  of  God  the  first  homage  of  their 
hearts  in  the  adorable  sacrifice  'of  the  Mass,  which  pious 
act  of  praise,  worship,  and  thanksgiving  duly  rendered, 
the  solitude  first  widened  by  the  morning  song  of  the 
thrush,  the  goldfinch,  and  the  lark,  the  echoes  of  hurrying 
footsteps,  and  the  chance  salutation  of  passing  neighbours, 
was  now  alive  with  the  merry  voices,  and  the  jocund 
laughter  and  din  of  home-returning  pilgrims  from  the 
shrine  of  the  temple,  with  the  dew  of  the  dawn  yet  upon 
their  feet  and  the  first  light  of  the  mom  upon  their  brow. 
To  the  eye  of  a  poet  or  a  painter  very  picturesque  and  sug- 
gestive had  been  the  panoramic  beauty  of  the  rural  scene,  as 
each  successive  tableaux  passed  along  through  bosky  thickets 
of  verdure,  besprent  with  sparkling  diamond  drops,  the 
tears  of  an  early  morning  shewer,  over  fields  gay  with 
clustering  primroses,  violets,  and  daffodils,  yielding  their 
tribute  of  ambrosial  incense  to  greet  the  new-born  day. 
It  was  the  Sabbath-tide  of  holy  rest  and  peace,  and  truce 
with  toil  and  earthly  care — symbol  of  the  great  Sabbath 
of  eternity.    All  nature  seemed  as  though  fraught  with 
an  instinctive  sense  of  the  hour,  hushed  in  adoration,  with 
bright  repose  upon  her  tranquil  brow,  the  cloudless  blue 
firmament,  like  an  aureola  of  splendour,  beaming  luminous 
aroimd  her,  and  no  trace  of  the  wintry  wreck  that  had 
passed  away ;  tempestuous  clouds  darkening  her  eye,  wild 
hurricanes  beating   upon   her  head,   tumultuous   floods 
drenching  her  garments,  hail,  rain,  snow-storm,  and  light- 
ning scathing  her  fair  form  with  affright,  and  banishing 
the  smile  from  her  faded  cheek — all  have  vanished  in  the 
beatitude  of  her  resurrection,  and  with  the  serenity  of  the 
summer  on  her  visage  and  the  warm  glow  of  renovated  life 
in  every  pulse  and  fibre  of  her  being,  life  receiving  and 
life  imparting,  she  pours  forth  her  spirit  in  benediction, 
solemn,  silent,  mysterious,  to  the  great  Creator  of  the 
universe. 

It  was  the  Sabbath-day;  yet,  alas  I  not  for  this  a  Sabbath 
in  all  human  hearts,  nor  in  all  Christian  homesteads,  for 
oyer  many  the  dark  shadow  of  the  cross  was  loomingi  and 
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OTdr  many  the  blaok  pinions    of  the  demon  hoTeiing 
blotted  oat  the  Bun.  Yet  among  a  few,  as  yet  exempt  from 
the  stroke  of  the  arrows  that  were  flying  thick  and  fast 
around,   there  was  one  where  glad  hearts  throbbed  in 
nnion  with  nature's  jubilee,  and  where  high  holiday  was 
hdd  rejoicing ;  oonspiouous  by  its  curling  wreath  of  blue 
smoke  and  white  thatch  rising  above  the  wilderness  of 
green  lanes  that  intersected  the  mountain,  the  hawthorn 
fenoes  running  zig-zag  through  corn-fields,  meadows,  po- 
tato-drills, and  ceubbage-plots,  heather  browsed  by  goats, 
and  wild  pastures  cropped  by  cows,  donkeys^  geese,  and 
pigs;   the  garden  white  with  apple-blossoms,    and  the 
rural  churcmyard  in  the  distance  embowered  in  yew-trees 
and  alder,  solitude,  and  gloom,  was  the  carpenter's  humble 
dwelling — humble  but  not  poverty-stricken,  as  is  evident 
by  its  spacious  extent,  glazed  and  clean  lattice  windows, 
flower-beds  amoug  the    cabbage  plaAts,  beehives  among 
the  fruit-trees,  the  well-sheltered  cow-house,  hayrick,  and 
a  peep  into  the  interior,  where  a  large  company  in  gala 
trim  of  brilliant  gowns,   caps,   ribbons,    and  kerchiefs, 
Sunday-coats    with  gilt  buttons,  and  rainbow-coloured 
neckties,   knee-breeches,    and    well-greased  shoes    with 
buckles,  and  blue  yam  stockings,  surrounded  a  table  com- 
posed of  many  parts,  and  covered  with  a  clean,  coarse 
cloth,  just  ironed  out  of  the  bleach,  foremost  among  whom 
might  be  recognised  Euphemia,  seated  beside  her  friend 
NeUy,  on  tixe  left  of  Moll  Doyle,  and  opposite  to  Father 
Frank  Murphy,  who  had  actually  come  down,  for  the  second 
time,  to  reason  with  the  bold  runaway  on  her  imprudence, 
and  induce  her  to  repentance  before  he  could  venture  to 
make  known  her  escapade  to  Miles,  and  be  responsible  for 
mediating  in  her  favour.  It  needed  little  urging,  with  such 
a  point  to  be  achieved,  to  prevail  on  him  to  stay  and  partake 
of  the  homely  but  good  and  plentiful  repast  spread  before 
the  guests ;  whereof  the  next  in  consequence  was  Kitty 
Burke,  rigged  out  in  a ''  beautyful  yalla  cotton  prent,  wid  a 
Rreen  parsley  leaf,  the  prisent  that  morn  of  her  cousin, 
Vol!  Doyle,  an'  fitted  as  if  made  a  purpose  for  her,  a  red 
hankeoher  about  her  neck,  an'  a  lovely  blue  ribbon  tyin' 
her  cap."   Yet  though  hilarity  presided  at  the  feast^  and 
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laugh  and  joke  prevailed,  and  the  host  was  loquacious, 
and  the  hostess  voluble,  and  the  family  eager  to  entertain 
and  please,  Kitty's  heart  was  ill  at  rest.  In  vain  she 
sought  to  throw  off  the  weight  that  oppresssd  it ;  by 
ominous  shakes  of  her  head  every  time  she  enoountered 
the  merry  eyes  of  Miss  Themia,  whom,  do  all  she  oould, 
she  had  failed  to  impress  with  the  awe  and  dread  that 
shook  her  own  nerves  at  the  thought  of  Mr.  Miles  an' 
what  he'd  say  an'  do  when  he'd  coome  to  know  all  about  the 
bisness,  as  in  ooorse  he  soon  would,  convinced  of  her  own 
blamelessness  in  the  transaction,  yet  resolved  not  to  lay 
the  fault  on  the  child,  whose  devotion  flattered  while  it  so 
terribly  inconvenienced  her.  All  her  hope  was  that  the 
priest  would  make  peace  among  them ;  yet  that,  too,  waxed 
iiaint  when  she  marked  the  saucy  smile  with  which  the 
delinquent,  her  first  qualm  of  apprehension  subsided,  met 
the  mild,  reproving  eye  of  the  pastor,  and  nudged  Nelly, 
as  much  as  to  say,  ''Never  fear,  here  I  am,  and  here  I'll 
stay,  come  what  will."  By-and-by,  however,  as  business 
proceeded^  and  the  distraction  incidental  to  all  dinners, 
from  the  hall  to  the  cottage,  supervened  to  divert  her 
thoughts,  Kitty's  mood  became  more  placid ;  she  began  by 
degrees  to  join  in  the  laughter  and  merriment  of  the 
others.  Though  bashful  and  restrained  in  the  presence  of 
the  clergy,  she  wondered  at  the  unembarrassed  ease  with 
which  her  portly  cousin,  the  hostess,  called  to  Thady, 
making  fearful  inroads  into  a  large  'piece  of  corned-beef, 
•'  Not  to  be  stintin'  the  labour  of  his  right  hand,"  and  to  her 
guests,  "  Not  to  begrudge  doin' justice  to  a  boiled  turicey 
and  gammon,  that  wor  fit  for  the  table  o  'a  prence,  let  alone 
the  leg  o'  roast  mutton  to  the  fore,  wid  fine  cauliflowers, 
an  a  potaty  loaf  made  by  her  own  hands.*' 

"  But  you  promised  ns  a  puddin',  mother,"  said  Nelly, 
who  knew  that  Euphemia  was  fond  of  sweets. 

"  An'  isn't  there  a  gooseberry  dumplin'  bilin'  on  the 
fire,  ready  to  be  dished,  honey  ?  An'  sure  if  I  had  known 
his  riverence  'ud  have  condiscended  to  stop  wid  us  I'd  have 
had  somethin'  else.'' 

"  You'd  play  the  part  of  the  tempter  then,  ma'am," 
9aid  Father  Murphy,  as  he  peeled  a  potato*    ^'  Anyone 
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that  doesn't  find  this  fare  enough  is  not  worthy  to  sit 
with  Christians." 

**  Have  we  anything  to  dhrink  though  P  '*  demanded  the 
host,  helping  Esther  Mooney's  children,  as  they  sat  on  the 
hearth,  to  a  trencher  piled  up  with  potatoes,  beef,  and 
cabbflge. 

'•  Lafihins  galore  of  beer  Johnny  fetched  over  last  night," 
said  Mrs.  Doyle.  **  Larry,  arte,  fetch  over  the  pitcher, 
and,  Mary,  set  the  wather  on  the  fire  for  the  punch." 
Thaidy  and  some  others  rubbed  their  hands  and  smiled 
complacently  at  mention  of  the  nectar. 

^'Miok  Mooney  has  got  nothin'  on  his  plate  but  a 
bone,''  cried  Johnny,  seizing  the  trencher  and  handing  it 
to  his  father. 

**A  bone! — ^that  won't  put  fiesh  on  yer  ribs,  man,'* 
replied  Thady,  filling  the  empty  platter,  till  its  owner, 
with  glistening  eyes,  cried  out : 

"  There,  there ! — ^more  power  t'ye ! — it's  lashins,  Thady!" 

"  Nano,  aroon^^^  continued  Johnny,  addressing  a  young 
girl,  whom  he  had  coaxed  his  sister  Mary  to  get  his  mo- 
ther's leave  to  ask  to  dmner,  "  yer  not  aitin'.  Put  by  that 
oowld  bit  an'  get  a  hot  inside  cut.  Kate,  why  don't  you 
mind  her  ?  " 

'*How  much  business  would  ye  have  her  mind  at 
onoeP"  cried  Larry,  the  young  candidate  for  holy  orders, 
a  remarkably  fine  handsome  boy,  in  his  fifteenth  year, 
u  with  a  smile  of  humour  he  stood,  plate  in  hand,  in 
the  middle  of  the  floor,  demolishing  tne  contents  with  a 
beorty  appetite,  there  being  no  room  for  him  at  the 
QtDwded  table. 

His  sister,  whose  reverence  for  the  student  was  in 
sbeyanoe,  pending  his  novitiate,  which  might,  after  all,  not 
ieyelop  an  in&Uible  vocation,  looked  at  him,  and  sharply 
wtorted: "  Never  heed,  Larry,  some  that  I  know  is  wondher- 
M  quick  at  gettin' through  a  dale  o'  work  in  no  time." 
**I  ain't  so  lucky,"  grinned  Larry;  **  I've  but  a  poor 

rtomach." 
^'Musha  ye  have ! "  cried  Kate,  ironically.  **I  wondher 

where  does  all  the  mate  go  to,  thin  ?" 
'^  Take  my  advice,  Larry,  and  don't  die  of  consumption 
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80  long  as  you  oan  live  by  it,  my  son/'  said  Father 
Murphy,  with  a  hearty  laugh  at  his  own  wit.  ''  Effie,  my 
child,  I  was  going  to  offer  you  this  turkey  wing ;  but  no, 
it  isn't  wing  you  want,  little  lady,  nor  cheek  either  :  I'll 
send  it  to  Nelly,  that  has  neither  one  nor  the  other.  Mrs. 
Doyle,  may  I  help  you  ma'am  P  " 

•*No ;  I'm  obliged  to  your  riverenoe ;  but  Kitty,  if  ye 
plaice,  'U  take  a  leg,  wid  a  piece  o'  the  gam,  while  I  go 
take  up  the  dumplin'." 

''And  no  one's  minding  Ned,"  suddenly  exclaimed 
Euphemia,  ignoring  the  surreptitious  kick  made  by  £itty 
\Lnder  the  table  to  admonish  her  to  silence,  while,  with 
face  blushing  from  ear  to  ear,  she  endorsed  Ned's  assur- 
ance, that,  *'  savin'  yer  prisence,  he  was  ready  to  bust  wid 
all  he  had; put  in,  and  another  bit  would  fairly  choke  him." 
But,  regardless  of  the  consummation  of  such  calamity, 
Euphemia  persisted :  '^  You'll  have  to  make  room  for  the 
dumplin' ;  and  you've  a  long  walk  before  you  to  fetch 
Hugh's  letter  to  Miles." 

"Are  you  quite  sure  of  that,  Miss  Effie  P''  cried  Father 
Murphy,  with  ambiguous  smile.  '^Do  you  mean  to 
accompany  the  ambassador  P  " 

"Gatch  me !  I'll  not  go  near  Miles  till  he  sends  me  back 
word  it's  all  right,  and  that  I  may  stay  with  Moll,  my  old 
nurse,  to  my  dying  day." 

'^  Lord  love  ye,  avoumeen,  'tis  yerself  is  the  pulse  o'  old 
Moll's  heart,  an'  the  apple  o'  her  eye ;  an',  sorra  lie  in  it, 
but  from  the  first  day  I  took  ye  in  my  arms  I  loved  ye  all 
as  one  as  my  own,"  returned  the  foster-mother,  with  gra- 
tified smile,  as  ihe  replaced  the  dishes  removed  by  her 
daughter  Mary  with  not,  clean  plates,  a  magnificent 
dumpling,  bursting  with  &uit,  and  a  large  jug  of  thick 
cream.  ^*  An'  welcome  ye  are,  a  suilkh  machree^  to  the 
best  o'  the  houscj  and  why  not  P — ^but  for  all  that^  aroon 
m*an%fnaf  I'm  afeard  Misther  Miles  'ill  set  his  face  agin  it, 
for  'tain't  yer  place,  acushla,  among  us,  you  that  belongs 
to  quality " 

''Oh,  bother/'  interrupted  Euphemia,  with  impatient 
gesture. 

"That's  just  what  I  tell  her"  put  in  Kitty,  waxing 
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oouYageous  in  speech,  in  her  depreoation  of  Euphemia's 
hardihood.  '^  An'  I  wouldn't  be  in  her  ooat  for  a  purse  o' 
goold  whin  her  brother  ooomes  to  hear  of  her  runnin' 
away  from  the  illigant  sohool,  where  he  put  her  to  be 
edioated  like  a  lady." 

"  That  was  your  fault,  Kitty,  and  I'll  tell  Miles,"  smiled 
the  culprit,  with  provoking  humour. 

*'  Qo  long  wid  ye ;  how  dar  ye  say  the  like  o'  that, 
MisBy  an'  ye  knowin'  well  I  wouldn't  oountenance  it  no- 
how," retorted  Eitty,  ablaze  with  indignation,  and  looking 
certainly  not  benignant  at  Miss  'Phemia,  who  boldly  re- 
sponded: 

"  Yea,  it's  quite  true,  Kitty,  and  if  you  hadn't  made  me 
so  fond  of  you  I  wouldn't  have  waited  till  now  to  scamper 
away  after  you  from  that  horrid  penitentiary ;  an'  I  won't 
go  back  to  it  for  all  you,  or  Miles,  or  Father  Frank,  or 
fTnrse,  or  anyone  else,  can  say,  not  a  step.  Give  me  some 
cream,  Johnny." 

**Very  well,  Miss  EflSe,  very  well,  we'll  see,*'  said 
Father  Frank,  wiping  his  heated  face  in  a  large  red  and 
yellow  handkerchief.  "  The  world  is  spinning  round  like 
a  teetotum  since  my  young  days,  when  little  damsels  would 
no  more  think  of  flouting  their  superiors  and  running 
from  school  than  of  taking  a  journey,  like  Baron  Mun- 
chausen, to  the  moon." 

"  Do  you  believe  he  ever  did  any  such  thing,  Father 
fVankP  cried  Larry,  presenting  his  plate  for  a  slice  of 
dmnpling. 

*'  There's  no  doubting  anything  moonstruck  people  may 
not  have  the  temerity  to  tmdertake,  and  the  misfortune 
sometimes  to  accomplish,  by  dint  of  risk  and  daring,"  re- 
tamed  Father  Murphy. 

*'  Then  I  must  be  moonstruck,"  said  Larry ;  "  for  if 
there  were  a  balloon  setting  off  I'd  set  off  among  the 
aerial  voyagers,  to  explore  the  kingdom  of  the  Lilli- 
pntians,  and  ask  no  better  fun." 

''  And  Ned  and  I'd  rather  go  to  Hobinson  Crusoe's 
island,  wouldn't  you,  Ned  P"  cried  Euphemia,  unconscious, 
in  the  beautiful  simplicity  of  juvenile  innocence,  of  the 
sarcaatic  smile  of  Father  Murphy,  the  rebuking  ^l^ox^ 
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of  Kitiy,  and  the  amused  gestures  of  all  the  others,  happily 
still  more  unoonsoious,  as  her  back  was  turned  to  the 
door,  of  the  shadow  of  an  awe-inspiring  presence,  pausing 
upon  the  open  threshold,  and,  pro  tetnpo^  in  blissful  obli- 
vion of  the  redoubted  Miles  and  all  sublunary  care,  till  a 
sudden  lull  in  the  Babel  of  tongues  round  the  board,  an 
abrupt  hush  of  the  festive  mirth,  startled  aspects,  discom- 
posed order,  and  a  hurried  signal  from  Nelly,  springing 
up  with  flushed  cheeks,  warned  her  of  the  unwelcome  in* 
truder  before  his  voice,  deep  and  sonorous,  feU  upon  her 
ear  : 

**  Pray,  good  folk,  don't  let  me  disturb  you !  *'  exclaimed 
the  courteous  Miles,  peering  into  the  space  which  the 
outer  sunshine,  yet  dazzling  his  eyes,  had  cast  into  com- 
parative  eclipse  and  gloom.  *^  Passing,  I  just  wished  to 
bid  you  good-day."  He  did  not  explain  that  his  visit 
was  the  result  of  a  preconcerted  plan  between  him  and 
Father  Frank,  and  by  no  means  an  accidental  impromptu. 

**Musha,  good-morra  an*  good-luck  to  yer  honour," 
responded  the  master  of  the  dwelling,  coming  forward, 
with  respectful  salutation.  **  I'm  glad  to  see  yer  honour 
lookin'  so  hearty,  glory  be  to  God ! " 

**  Maybe  yer  honour  'ud  walk  in  out  o'  the  sun  an* 
rest  yerself  P — it's  murtherin'  hot  intirely,  so  it  is,"  said  the 
good  woman  herself,  coming  forward  and  dropping  a 
courtesy. 

Miles  appeared  to  hesitate.  '^  Thank  you  !  It  is 
indeed  very  warm,  and  I've  had  a  long  walk  ;  bat  I  do 
not  like  to  intrude  upon  you.   I  think  you  are  at  dinner  ?" 

**  G-od  bless  you,  sir,  come  in  out  of  the  sun/'  cried  a 
well-known,  cheery  voice  from  the  interior.  *'  We  have 
transferred  the  dinner  to  the  mill,  and  you'll  see  nothing 
but  empty  platters." 

"  Oh,  Father  Frank,  are  you  here  P  '*  cried  innocent 
Miles,  walking  in,  hat  in  hand,  and  with  polite  obeisance 
to  the  guests. 

"  If  yer  honour  wouldn't  think  it  too  bowld  o'  me,  an' 
makin'  too  free,"  stammered  Mrs.  t>oyle,  addressing  him, 
while  he  shook  hands  with  the  priest,  *^  I'd  ax  ye  to  take  a 
Wfc" 
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"  No ;  many  thanks ! — Lie  down,  Dash; — ^to  heel,  sir,  to 
heel/'  returned  Miles,  seating  himself  on  the  profiPered 
ohair,  and  oalling  a  terrier  dog,  that  went  sniffing  about 
the  plaoe  to  his  knee. — ^'  But  I'll  trouble  you  for  a  drink 
of  water.*' 

**  Dickens  resave  the  sup  o'  wather  yer  honour  '11  dhrink 
undher  Thady  Doyle's  roof,  barrin'  there's  a  sup  o'  the 
rale  stuff  in't,"  cried  the  hospitable  host.  '*  Cowld  wather, 
inagh  ! — ^the  onwholesomest  thing  a  body  could  take  in  a 
hate.  Goome,  girls,  jewel,  dear  away  the  dishes,  an'  fetch 
the  bilin'  wather  and  glasses ; — coome  on,  Johnny,  an'  fetch 
the  poteen,  avic,  Nelly  ! — whereas  Nelly  ? — bring  the 
sugar,  alanna  / — Where  is  she  ?  " 

While  the  father  was  calling  Nelly,  the  eyes  of  Miles 
were  reaving  equally  in  quest  of  Effie,  whose  voice  he  had 
distinctly  heard  as  he  approached  the  threshold,  express- 
ing a  predilection  for  Bobinson  Crusoe's  island  with  Ned 
Somebody,  and  at  the  same  moment  his  glance  lighted 
upon  the  strangers  among  the  group  of  familiar  faces, 
and  rested,  as  if  fascinated,  upon  those  of  Ned  and  his 
mother.  For  a  few  moments  Eitty,  though  quailing  at 
heart,  sustained  the  probing  test,  keen  as  the  spear-point 
of  Ithuriel ;  then,  unable  any  longer  to  endure  the  agony 
of  suspense,  she  turned  to  her  more  intrepid  ojQGspring  and 
said: 

'*  Ye  might  as  well,  avk^  give  his  honour  the  letther  of 
the  masther. 

Thus  counselled,  Ned,  with  much  fumbling,  extracted 
the  document  from  his  pocket,  and  going  forward,  with 
a  diffident  stare  at  the  dark,  imperturbable  face,  he  pre- 
sented it,  saying: 

"By  yer  lave  sir,  it's  from  Misther  Hugh."  Miles  re- 
ceived the  epistle,  opened,  perused  it  leisurely,  folded  it, 
placed  it  in  ms  waistcoat  pocket,  looked  again  at  the  boy, 
drank  his  spirits  and  water,  and  turned  to  reply  to  some 
indifferent  observation  of  Father  Murphy,  who  was  mixing 
a  ju^  of  punch  for  the  company. 

Satty's  heart,  unassuaged,  palpitated  more  violently  than 
ever,  and  glancing  at  Moil  Doyle,  she  noticed  that  the  placid 
viflage  wore  an  embarrassed  expression.    Meanwhile,  where 
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was  the  absconded  cause  of  her  uneasiness  lurking?  She  had 
not  made  her  escape  into  any  of  the  three  rooms  that  opened 
into  the  kitchen,  for  every  door  was  closed,  and  she  did 
not  encounter  Miles  to  make  an  exit  into  the  garden. 
''And  Nelly,  too.  Musha,  musha,  weary  on  them  for 
childhre." 

She  was  musing,  when  all  at  once  the  terrier,  who  had 
broken  loose  &om  restraint,  and  was  sniffing  about,  set  up 
a  clamour  of  yell  and  bark,  in  which  a  couple  of  yellow 
curs,  picking  bones  upon  the  hearth,  as  suddenly  harked 
in.  The  priest  set  up  a  shout  of  laughter,  a  cock  overhead 
began  to  crow  lustily,  Mrs.  Doyle  screamed  to  her  husband 
to  put  out  the  dogs,  and  Thady  and  Johnny,  with  racket 
and  haloo,  hastened  to  obey.  Meanwhile  every  eye, 
directed  to  the  cross-beams  and  rafters  at  the  far  end  of 
the  sheiling,  discerned  something  larger  than  cocks,  or  hens, 
or  turkeys  nestled  among  the  roosts  in  the  dingy  obscurity  ; 
and  finding  they  were  detected,  down  scrambled  Lany 
and  Nelly,  ludicrously  mortified,  and  shaking  their  fists 
in  dumb  pantomime  at  the  terrier.  Effie  stoutly  held  her 
post,  despite  the  hilarious  laughter  and  shouts  of  Father 
Frank. 

"  Come  down,  Effie ;  you  may  as  well  capitulate,  now 
you're  discovered,"  and  his  cachinations  of  mirth  waxed 
exuberant  at  the  embarrassed  looks  of .  all  the  discomfited 
party.  Miles,  nibbling  the  point  of  a  toothpick,  medita- 
tively guarding  his  dignity,  considerably  ruffled,  firom 
any  unbecoming  oscillation  of  its  equilibrium,  maintained 
an  imposing  solemnity  of  demeanour  and  a  taciturn  silence, 
till  charged  by  the  delinquent,  exclaiming  from  her  perch : 

''  I  won't  go  down  till  Miles  promises  not  to  send  me 
back  to  school,  and  not  to  be  angry  at  my  running  away." 

There  was  no  response.    Then  up  rose  Kitty  Burke, 
and  coming  out  in  the  natural  heroism  of  her  character, 
deferentially,  but  with  less  of  awe>  she  addressed  Miles, 
pologetically  in  favour  of  the  runaway : 

*'  Musha,  yer  honour,  we  was  all  childhre  onoed,  an'  often 
I've  said  since  it  ain't  no  use  sthrivin'  to  put  an  ould 
head  on  youDg  showldhers ;  an'  more  betoken'  Miss  Effie 
ain't  all  out  to  blame,  but  myself,  in  the  matther,  since  I 
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might  haye  guessed  what  pishroguea  she'd  have  been  on  an' 
purvinted  it." 

"No,  Kitty;  you  weren't  to  blame  at  all,"  shouted 
Euphemia,  soramDling  down  from  her  perch.  ''  I  wouldn't 
•tay  after  you  were  gone;  and  if  I  told  you  you'd 
have  let  the  oat  out  of  the  bag ;  so  I  didn't  tell  her,  Mileis, 
but  made  off,  got  the  morning  coach,  and  oyertook  her  on 
the  road.'' 

*'  Does  Hugh  know  of  your  exploit  P  "  grimly  demanded 
Miles,  ignoring  the  buzz  of  commendation  around,  that 
extolled  in  various  phrase  the  "  fine  spirit  of  the  child — 
the  very  moral  of  the  ould  stock." 

'*  No ;  but  he  will  when  he  goes  to  dine  at  the  Hodgens* 
to-day;  I  suppose  they'll  tell  him,'' said  Euphemia,  uncon- 
BoiouBly  drawing  nearer. 

Miles  winced  slightly  at  the  intimation  of  Hugh's  dining 
enfamitte  with  persons  so  uncongenial  to  his  own  fastidious 
taste ;  but  he  simply  replied  :  *'  I  should  not  wonder  if 
he  loet  lus  reason  when  he  hears  of  such  an  act  of  des- 
peration, and  in  the  present  lawless  state  of  the  country. 
What  am  I  to  do  with  you,  Effie  ?" 

"  Nothing  at  all,  Miles,"  returned  Euphemia,  solving  the 
problem  in  the  most  simple  manner  possible.  '^  I'm  very 
oomfortable  here,  and  I've  got  as  much  education  as  I 
want,"  she  added,  persuasively.  ''  I  can  read  and  write  as 
well  as  anyone,  and  cipher,  and  stitch ;  I  can  get  lessons 
in  dancing  from  Barney  Casey,  who  comes  down  here  to 
teach  the  boys  and  girls,  and  he's  every  bit  as  good  as 
Monsieur  D'Almain ;  and  as  for  histories  of  England,  and 
Greece,  and  Kome,  Pm  sure  I  don't  care  a  pin  about  them, 
or  what  they  did  in  them  foreign  parts :  I'd  rather  read  a 
story  any  day ;  and  as  for  learning  French,  and  grammar, 
and  astronomy,  it's  all  just  loss  of  time :  I'd  rather  be 
doing  anjrthing." 

**  X  es,  I  daresay ;  the  rude  life  of  a  rillageotse  would 
be  more  congenial  to  your  energetic  mind  than  the  dolce 
far  niente  elegance  of  the  saloon,"  returned  Miles,  drily. 
**  You  would  do  beautifully  in  the  back  settlements  of  Ame- 
rica as  a  woodcutter's  wife."  He  turned  as  he  spoke  to  look 
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at  Ned  Burke,  who  the  while  was  regarding  him  with 
acute  and  penetrating  observation. — "  And  so,  my  lad, 
you  are  transferred  to  my  charge  bj  my  brother,  Mr. 
Hugh  O'Byme,  and,  owing  to  some  present  cogent  motives, 
must  consider  yourself  at  my  disposal ;  wherefore,  I  shall 
require  you  now  to  follow  me  to  my  residence." — Miles 
rose  at  the  same  time* — ''  Of  course,  Euphemia,  I  under- 
stand it  to  be  your  pleasure  to  abide  with  Nurse  Doyle 
till  we  can  make  other  arrangements.    Father  Murphy,  if 
not  inconvenient,  I  should  be  glad  of  your  company  a 
little  way.    Pray,  my  friends,  excuse  the  trouble  I  have 
given  you.''    And  with  a  courtly  salutation  to  the  humble 
company,  who  all  arose  en  masse,  with  a  kindly  ^'  God  save 
yer  honour!"  **  God  bless  yer  honour  !*'"  An'  shure  it's 
welcome  ye  are,"   he  withdrew,  accompanied  by  Father 
Murphy,  and  attended  by  Ned,  very  submissive,  but  far 
from  happy  in  his  change  of  masters,  and  only  solaced  by 
a  sympathising  look  from  his  mother,  and  a  saucy  smile 
from  Euphemia,  as  she  called  after  Miles  : 
**  ril  go  over  to  see  you  to-morrowj  Miles." 
Hardly  were  they  out  of  sight  round  a  curve  of  the  hill 
when  Shaun  Beg  O'Leary,  the  piper,  was  spied  coming  up 
the  boreen,  and  hailed  with  an  enthusiastic  cead  miUe 
failthe  by  a  dozen  eager  yoices.     In  an  instant  the  dull 
stagnation  of  mirth  and  bumour»  occasioned  by  the  de- 
pressing influence  and  magisterial  presence  of  the  grave, 
aristocratic  visitor,  vanished  as  snow  thaws  in  sunshine : 
hilarity  broke  loose  from  freezing  restraint.     A  tumbler 
of  steaming  punch  was  swiftly  brewed  for  the  disciple  of 
the  tuneful  Muse ;  and,  while  inhaling  and  imbibing  the 
aromatic  nectar,  he  sat  by  the  hearth,  blithe  bosoms  and 
trim  figures  were  pluming  up,  and  making  ready  to  trip 
in  the  merry  dance,  and  away  to  the  gkan-na^rinceadh* 
young  men  and  maidens  sped  frollicking,  to  display  their 
feats  of  grace  on  the  light  fantastic  toe,  and  their  powers 
of  endurance  by  holding  out  to  tire  each  other  down  in 
jig  and  reel.    And  long  it  was  ere  flagging  energies, 
stimulated  no  more  by  the  life-infusing  strains  of  OXeary  s 

♦  Dancing-glen. 
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pipesy  the  vanquished  retired  exhausted,  amid  oheers  of 
derision,  to  rest  among  the  groups  of  staid,  elderly  speo- 
tators  orouched  upon  the  green,  umpires  and  judges  of  the 
performance,  and  he  followed  ere  long  by  the  scoffers, 
themselves  laid  prostrate.  Then  the  night  shades  fell ;  the 
moon  ascended,  like  a  silver  shield  suspended  on  the  blue 
arras  of  a  chieftain's  hall ;  the  stars  shone  out  like  argent 
cressets  lighting  the  Arcadian  revels  of  the  silvan  glade ; 
the  ring  of  melody  died  away,  the  voice  of  mirth  was 
hushed,  the  sounds  of  laughter  were  heard  no  more,  sha- 
dowy forms  dispersed  and  vanished  in  bower  and  wood- 
land. The  piper  wended  homewards  with  his  music  and 
a  full  stomach,  a  ragged  coat,  and  a  light  heart.  Johnny 
Doyle,  truant  still,  despite  the  priest's  late  warning  of  a 
crimp-sergeant,  with  tail  and  horns,  lying  in  wait  for  him, 
would  escort  safe  home  a  piece  of  the  way  the  damsel  of 
his  predilection,  which  piece  was  so  circuitous  and  pro- 
longed that  it  was  late  when  they  came  in  sight  of  the  lone 
sbeUing  where  she  dwelt.  Here  they  spied  a  light  shining 
through  a  chink  of  the  little  broken  casement  stuffed  with 
rags. 

"  I  doubt  poor  Gbandmother  Nancy's  dead,"  said  the 
young  girl,  gazing  anxiously  at  the  hut. 

''  An'  sure  it's  time  for  her,  the  crathur ;  ain't  she  a'most 
a  hundred?"  philosophically  argued  Johnny. 

They  hastened  their  steps,  and  as  they  neared  the  thres- 
hold, the  voice  of  a  man  from  within,  pitched  high  in 
anger,  smote  their  ear.   They  paused  to  listen. 

^  What's  your  business  to  meddle  here,  sirrah  P  Get 
out,  I  say,  or  you  shall  be  flogged  and  pitchcapped.  I 
l)elieve  you're  a  priest  P — ^uponmy  honour,  you've  just  the 
cut! — and  if  so,  look  to  yourself  sharp.'* 

"  Uist  r  cried  Johnny ;  ''  I'll  creep  in  an'  see  what's 
up/'  He  gave  a  glance  at  his  8hillelah—9k  great  bludgeon 
of  an  oak  stick,  in  which  he  prided  as  much  as  ever  did 
young  knight  of  his  shining  sword — cautiously  lifted  the 
latoh,  and,  followed  by  Nano,  he  stole  into  a  comer 
behind  a  creel  of  turf,  where,  unseen  himself  in  the  dimly 
obsoore  chamber,  lighted  by  a  farthing  rush-dip,  he  could 
observe  what  was  doing.    Stretched  upon  a  wisp  of  att^^ 
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031  the  ground,  covered  with  ^a^  dirty  andtattered  patoh- 
quilt,  lay  aa  aged  woman  on  the  yero;e  of  dissolution,  at 
her  feet  orouohed  a  female^  of  middle .'c^ge,  .her  daughter, 
yfith  a  child  in  her  arms,  and  two  more  snraWling  on  the 
floor,  in  a  st^te  of  semi-nudity,  I^  tl^e  middle  of  the  hovel 
stood,  confronting,  face  to  face,,  t.wo  forms,  the  incarnation 
of  good  and  evil,  met  in  copfliot,'  each  on  his  mission.  In 
one  they  recognised  the  portly  person  of  Father  Murphy,* 
the  second  wore  the  livery  of  the  Church  of  England.  In- 
tervening between  the  collision  and  clash  of  menacing 
opponents  ascended,  in  pleading  tones,  the  voice  of  the 
kneeling  woman,  as  addressing  the  parson  she  exclaimed, 
with  entreaty : 

"  For  the  love  o'  God,  parson  jewel,  go  out,  an*  don't 
disturb  the  death-bed  0*  this  crathur.  Our  faith  is  all  that's 
left  us,  avourneen;  an'  don't  sthrive  to  purvint  us  goin'  to 
Grod  the  way  we  know,  an'  that  thim  before  us  is  gone  ;— 
leave  us  to  our  priest." 

\  "  Tou  besotted  heathen  !  '  roared  the  parson,  "  can 
nothing  knock  the  light  of  truth  into  your  thick  skulls,  or 
tear -you  from,  the  langs  of  those  liipbs  of  Belial— ^the 
priests — who  enslave  you  soul  and  body  ?"  i 

\  **  Qch,  sir/  dear,"  she  replied,  in  tremulous  accent,  *' that 
wasn't  the  way  the  saints  an'  Apostles  mad^e  convarts. 
^Don't  yo  see  that  in  the  very  wavy e  spake  ye'haven't  the 
token  of  the  diploma  09  ye.  .         ^         ,-•/*»  'j    »      1 

"Tou  cursed  idolater,  whai do youlcnow about diphima;; 
wl|atway  would  you  be  led*?  j  Haven't  we  tried  soft  wqydsV 
and  seductions,  food,  elothinp,  and  money,  without  avc^il  5^ 
.The  churches  are  empty, ,  and  in  every  towii  your  dirty, 
'idle,  thieving  brata  infect  the  light  of  day.*' 

"•  Qod  help  us !  we  Ijike  gQod  eatiii'  an'  dacemjy  as  well 
as  our  betthers  ;  but  as  we  can't  have  it  both  waysiaia'tit 
betther  for  us  be  losers  here  rior  ^ereaf ther  ?" 
'  «  Jjy  good  woman)  in  my  zeal  'iox^  Jpur.  salvation,'^  t  will 
show  you  the  way  to  .be  well-off  he^e.  and  hereafter,  if  you 
will  listen  to  me,  in  spitb  of  the  cjiuning,  wicked  priest^ 
whose  ignorant  dupes  you.  a^6.  I  ain  the  Eev.'  Surdana- 
plus  Pomfret,  the  curate  of  your  ne#  rector)  ParsoA 
amhf   by  whose  instructions  I  am  actingl'  'You  have  a 
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lot  of  naked  ohildren  :  if  yoii  send  them  to  our  okuroh  and 
Bohool  th^bhall  be  so  fed,  and  clothed,  and  taught,  you 
won't  know  them  fti  a'  month/* 

**  Arrah,  isn't  there  a  tinaptation  for  a  mother?*'  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  0'Toole,'her'sorrow*stricken,  hunger-pinohed 
features^  expanding  with  a  hwij&t  of  oomio  humour,  as  she 
looked  at  her  daughter  Nato,  wht)'had  silently  glided  in. 
"  Not  to  know  my  own  childhre  in  a  month  I  Bad  luck  to  the 
tongue  that  said  it !  I  hope  to  know  my  own  flesh  an'  blood 
to  the  Monday  afther  the  Sunday  of  eternity,  in  spite  o' 
swaddler  or  parson ;  an'  it's  a  shame  for  ye,  ye  wolf  in  sheep's 
dothin',"  she  eontinued,  waxing  bold  in  the  presence  of 
her  eldest  daughter,  "  to  be  inthrudin'  where  ye're  not 
wanted.  If  we  had  a  notion  to  be  a  turncoat,  like  Judas, 
we  didn't  wait  for  ye  to  doome  wid  the  bribe ; — ^we  wor 
offered  the  thirty  pieces  o'  silver  many's  the  day  ago,  an' 
put  the  sign  o'  the  crass  betune  us  an'  it,  the  Lord  an' 
his  Blessed  Mother  be  praised  for  evermore! — an'theugh 
the  hearth  was  cbwld  an'  black  the  same  day  there  was 
sunshine  in  our  bosomfsj  ail'  'we  fairly  danced  to  the  knusic 
of  our  oWn  hearts  on- the  neck  6'  throuble;  an' if  my  man 


ye  re^  wise  ye'll  just  take  yertJelf 
off,  afore  he 'coombs  an'ketcheb'yetormentin'  his  mothiei^ 
in-law.  an'  she  on  her  death-bed,  the  erathur." 

'*  Pray,  sir,  do  have  the  kindness-  to  withdraw,  and  not 
molest  these  poor  people,  who  do  not  belong  to  your  flock," 
^d  Father  Murphyj-nt)^ 'Joining  his  voice  of  entreaty; 
**  Your^intetference  can  only  be  productive  of  evil." 

**Are  you  a  Spriest,  fellow.?''  vociferated  the  Rev.  Sar-* 
Papains,* Ifterally  foaniifag  with  •fury  to  meet  disappoint-' 
ment  and  failure  where 'he  had  *  presumptuously  counted 

•Sir,  as  -^dll  ask 'me  am  fca  doctor  or  a  lawyen  Am>% 
o\)lig€id'*  to' enswet*the  vim^drtinent*  interrogations  of^al 
qietist -^ho  rej^jtH  evAn ' the* courtesy  of  supposing  me  tot 
be  a  gefittolpan?"  returned  Father  Mlirphy,  with  lirbane^ 
dignity  diM  perfect  composure.  .    '  t 

'-  '<^4>fl(t'»the  priMt  sayings  Maggie?'?  ftuddeiA5!,0Kcidy^ 
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the  dying  woman,  in  piping,  querulous  accentSi  as  an 

eccentrio  flash  of  mind  lightened  through  the  olouded 

stupor  of  age,  and  revived  memory  of  tones  once  familiar 

to  her  ear.     *'  God  bless  him ! — fetch  him  to  lay  his  hand 

on  my  head,  for  I  haven't  long  to  be  wid  yez  now,  aroon. 

Whin  I  slept,  my  Vaura,  that  I  berrid  sixty  years  ago, 

coome  to  me,  the  dawny  crathur,  clothed  in  the  same  light 

that  shines  round  the  sun,  an'  put  her  lips  to  mine,  an' 

breathed  like  a  summer  wind  sweet  with  the  smell   o' 

violets  into  my  soul:  'Mother,  avourneen,  we're  coomin' 

for  ye,  to  bring  ye  home  wid  us  at  last.'     '  Vaura,  my 

child,'  siz  I,  spakin'  to  her  in  my  dhrame,  '  how  did  ye 

coome?  sure  it's  cowld  an'  dead  ye  were  whin  I  seen  ye  laid 

in  ould  dawny  comfit  churchyard  at  Gelbridge,'  an'  she 

laughed.     ' It  isn't  death,  mother,'  siz  she,  'but  a  gate;' 

an'  sure  enough  as  she  said  it  I  seen  a  great  gate  openin' 

into  a  fine  coimthry ; — och,  the  beauty  o'  it  a'most  tuk  away 

my  breath  an'  blinded  me.      Howaniver  my  child  run 

through  it  singin' — singin' — eingin' — an*    white    wooly 

clouds  came  an'  floated  round  her,  an'  she  shone  through 

thim  like  a  star,   an' — 0   Blessed  Mother!  Son  o'   the 

Vargin  I — wait,  wait  a  minute ! — where's  the  priest  P— Make 

haste,  acushia ! — Fetch  the  priest  an*  let  me  go !" 

•*  Pray,  sir,"  said  Father  Murphy,  now  advancing,  stole 
in  hand,  with  authoritative  gesture  and  voice  of  command, 
''  withdraw.  I  am  a  priest,  charged  to  administer  the  last 
rites  of  the  Church  to  this  departing  soul." 

"I  won't,  priest,"  responded  the  Rev.  Sardanapalus,  with 
malicious  smile  of  defiance ;  "  I  will  stand  here  till  the 
breath  is  out  of  the  old  heathen's  body;  she  may  be 
damned  before  she  shall  have  your  illegal  ministry.  If  I 
can  do  no  more  just  now  than  frustrate  your  conceit  and 
the  crone's  pleasure,  I'll  do  that." 

Up  started  Mrs.  O'Toole  from  her  squatting  posture, 
olenobing  her  fist,  and  every  eloquent  feature  expressive  of 
incensed  emotion.  "  Put  him  out  1"  she  yelled,  with  frantic 
gesture,  looking  wildly  round  for  some  article  ready  at 
hand  to  hurl  at  the  parson's  head ;  "put  him  out,  I  say! 
it's  the  cloven  hoof  is  in  it !" — She  squared  at  the  parson. — 
<'  Am  I  goin'  to  let  my  ould  mother  die  widout  benefit  o' 
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clargy  for  ye,  ye  rat-faced  yillain;  ooome,  skip  away 
afore  I  lave  the  prent  o'  my  five  nails  on  yer  tallow  cheeks, 
inaghr 

"Come,  my  man,  step  out,"  said  Father  Murphy ;  "don't 
oblige  me  to  try  a  wrestle  with  you ;''  and  he  reared  him- 
self in  a  menacing  attitude. 

^  "No,  no !"  retorted  the  parson,  drawing  a  pistol  from 
his  bosom ;  "  don't  think  to  daunt  me,  priest !  1  never  soil 
my  fingers  by  contact  with  papist  or  rebel.  By  your  leave, 
priest,  I'd  choose  transfer  you  to  the  hangman;  but,  if  you 

compel  me  to  use  this " 

The  parson's  uplifted  arm,  while  he  spoke,  dropped  power- 
less by  his  side,  and  the  pistol,  fiying  to  the  wall,  went  off 
with  a  loud  report,  lodging  the  bullet  in  the  thatch  of  the 
roof.  Children  and  women  shrieked  in  concert,  and  Father 
Murphy,  beholding  the  author  of  this  uproar  standing  now 
in  the  circle  with  blazing  eye  and  lurid  cheek,  exclaimed 
in  amazement :  "  Johnny !"  But  Johnny,  without  reply, 
seizing  the  parson  by  the  collar,  dragged  him,  kicking, 
cursing,  struggling,  from  the  little  chamber  to  the  threshold, 
where  spinning  him  with  a  powerful  evolution  fromhis  gaunt 
grasp,  he  ejected  him  teetotum  fashion  from  the  premises, 
adding  insult  to  injury  by  calling  after  the  discomfited 
apostle,  on  his  homeward  bound  course  :  "  Halloo,  bishop, 
shake  the  dust  from  off  yer  feet ;  an'  if  ye  don't  want  to  be 
baten  blue-mouldy  an'  made  smithereens  of,  keep  yerself 
among  thim  that  vallys  the  blissin'  o'  ye,  an'  don  t  coome 
agin  sniffin'  an'  prowlin'  like  a  thievin'  fox  to  rob  poor 
men's  roosts ; — augh,  what  a  way  yer  in  to  be  canonised, 
my  haro.'^ 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

'  1  t     .     ■  f  ■% 

TUB  TITHE  FOI^AY— o'dW YER  THE   INSVilGE^*Tl      ^     ^ 

*'  Her  children  die ;  the  nation  lives, 
Thtough  signs  celestial  ranging ; 
.  The  nation's  des^ny  still  survives, 
Unchanged,  *yet  ever  changing ; 
The  many  centuried  wrath  goes  by ; 

BntVhile  earth's  tnnialt  rages, 
Ii\  C(glp  guies  burst  and  diQ, 
Thoa  storm  of  temporal  ages.' 

AUBSET  DB  VtRC 

Independently  of  the  thousand-and-one  expedients* con- 
cocted by  an  infamous  Government,  and  executed  with 
merciless  rigour^  to  goad  a  peaceful  country  to  rebellion, 
for  the  nefarious  purpose  of  effecting  that  universally  uur 
popular  measure — the  Union — there  had  existed  long  va 
the  country  a  separate  element  of  strife,  whose   potent 
agency  was  now  also  enlisted  in  the  cause  of  oppression 
and  persecutioUi  to  promote  anarchy,  and  contribute  its 
quota  of  misery. to  the  ferocious  cruelties  firom  which,  quot- 
ing Lord  Gosford's  addrepis  to  the  magistracy  of  jirmagb« 
'*  Neither  age,   sex,  nor'  acknowledged  innocence ''were 
exempt,  with  all  power,  civil  and  miUtaryi  vesteii  in  tfaie 
hands  of  the  lawless  Protestant  ascendency,  an  anstocratio 
orange  banditti,  composed  of  the  oligarchs  of  ChurQh  and 
State,  who  constitiited' themselves  at  once  judge,  jury,  aiijd 
rulers  of  the  people,  upon  whom  they  perpetrated  vrtm 
impunity  horrors  and  atrocities,  whose  details,  but  for  the 
corroborative  testimony  of  Lord  Moira  in  parliament,  and 
many  others  v  of  equally  high  credit,  would  be  scouted  as 
horrible  fiction,  and  the^verdict  of  "  extravagant"  be  ap- 
plied to  the  narration  of  scenes  and  delineation  of  characters 
set  forth  in  these  pages,  illustrative  of  the  wrongs  and 
commemorative  of  the  names  of  mute  sufferers,  of  whom 
history  has  left  little  record  or  none — martyrs  for  creed  and 
country,  victims  among  thousands  such   whose  memory 
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....  .  ^  , 

has  perished  with  their  extinct  jjenerationiu  the  land,  or 
happily  perchance  yet  survives^  in  ttie  traditionary  ■  lore  of 
some  kindred  l>6som^  amid. the  broad '^skvannah's,' and 
primeval  forests/  tlib  'rude  sh'ailties  or  gorgeoks  palaces  ot 
the  western  hemisphere,  where  no  bigot  •intolei'aiice  of 
legislator  or  potentate'  dare  issue  a  ukase  to  blot  otiii  liberty 
of  conscience^  or  the  name  of  Papist,  f^om  the  archives  of 
the  dominion.'  Prominent  at  this  period  of  *9B\  '^inon^ 
the  disastrous  incentives,  maddening  a  distressed  aiid  tor-^ 
tured  people  dn  their  native  soil,  were  the  tithe  forays  all 
over  the  country,  by  the  Thugs  6f  the  Anglo  Church;  wringJ 
ing  with  uncbnscionable  'exaction  and  remorseless  violenc^ 
bread  from'  the  lips  of  starving  peasantry  thett -affluence 
night  bahquet,  and  Anglican  saints  cldthed  in  lawn  might 
revel  in  luxurious  state,  and  in  boulitlesi  instances  redden-* 
ing  with  bloodshed,-  the  tribute  wrested  fo  furnish  thd 
tables  of  the  pampered,  'and  minister  to  the  orgies  and 
riot  of  bacchanalians,  when  wild  reisi^tance  to  plunder' wad 
met,  by  armed  myrmidons  empowered,  by  law  to  enforce 
the  claims  of  the  parson  to  the  Papists*  bread.  Yet  were 
these  scenes  of  deplorable  tragedy  betimes  also  interluded 
with'  ludicrous  comedy,  when  the  warfare  of  the  Church 
Protestant  occasionally  sto6ped  tothe  Exigence  of  6mploy^ 
ing  a  regiment  of  Hussarte*  td  do  battle  for  a  petty  flock  ctf 
twelve  geese,  and  escort  the  screaming  prisoners,  with  the 
cackling  gander  at  their  head,  in  the  county  of  Kilkenny*, 
and  again  when  a  solitary  *  donkey  or  stoical  pig  was 
conducted  in  state  by  a  guard  of  honour  no  less  respectable, 
to  their  destined' goal.  * 

In'  the;  Jlttle  community  that  dwelt  in  rags  and  i^qualot 
aihcfng. pigsties,  duck-ponds,  and  dung-hills,  in  the  village 
of  TubbSei^,  much  harmony  prevailed^  and  peace  was  sel- 
dom disturbed,  save  'at  those  stated  periods  when  the 
absentee  landlord's  agentpressed  for  rent,  and  the  proct(5r 
cam^  down  to  levy  tithes;  nevertheless,  neighbour  helping; 
neigjibour),  these  troubles  were  mitigated  and*  got  ove^; 
and  ai^  the  people  quietly  submitted  to  labour  and  to  starve 
foj^  fhe  benefit  of  the  Thug,  all  went  on  as  of  yore,  till  oxie 

« 

•  Afacl  '   •   [ 
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evil]  day  brought  from  Luoan  to  the  village  a  stranger 
who,  claiming  descent  from  the  great  De  Lacy,  one  of 
the  early  Anglo-Norman  invaders  in  the  time  of  the 
second  Henry,  could  ill  brook  the  tjrranny  much  less  the 
insolent  contumely  with  which  Lord  Carhampton,  of  later 
importation,  had  abused  himself,  and  insulted  his  fallen 
fortime ;  the  fact  that  he  had  been  the  Eev.  Mr.  Berwi(d['B 
gardener  did  not  shield  his  family  from  outrage  at  the 
hands  of  the  notorious  Luttrell,  or  his  own  back  from  the 
condign  punishment  due  to  his  sturdy  insubmissiveness  to 
his  lordship's  pleasure  and  his  ungrateful  menaces  of 
revenge :  so  dishonoured,  scourged,  picketed,  a  homeless 
outcast  flying  from  the  gibbet,  he  took  refuge  in  Tubber, 
a  ruined  man,  yet  wiUi  a  sudden  revived  of  the  old 
chivalric  spirit  in  his  Norman  bosom.  Not  long  he  pined 
inactive  in  the  genial  soil  where  the  warmth  of  sympathy 
soon  raked  together  and  heated  into  kindling  fire  the 
smouldering  embers  of  a  blighted  heart.  First  and  fore- 
most in  the  league,  offensive  and  defensive,  which  De  Lacy 
rallied  around  him,  in  deadly  purpose  to  wreak  vengeance 
— justice  he  called  it — upon  the  author  of  his  wrongs,  and 
all  his  affinities  of  evil  breed,  yclept  Saxon,  was  Donough 
O'Brien,  the  village  Solon,  one  of  the  numerous  posterity 
of  the  royal  Brian  Boroihme,  whose  spirit  of  antipathy 
against  all  taxes  not  boroihme,  he  inherited  in  a  remarkable 
degree.  Nevertheless,  sic  transit  gloria  mundi^  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  six  centuries  had  borne  fruit :  the  descendants  the 
crowned  monarch  of  Eincora  followed  the  plough  instead 
of  the  royal  standard  to  the  field,  arrayed  his  princely 
limbs  in  corduroy,  neither  fresh  nor  whole,  in  lieu  of  the 
ilbrachta  of  orange,  purple,  and  crimson,  pulled  a  battered 
caubeen  over  a  bronzed  brow,  that  a  cath  bharr  and  plume 
would  have  nobly  graced,  held  between  his  lips  a  short, 
grimy  dudeen^  instead  of  a  martial  trumpet,  and  thus 
accoutred,  he  appeared  before  the  equally  dilapidated 
Norman,  whose  shrewd  eye  soon  discovered  in  the  Celtic 
representative  qualities  which  his  great*grandancestor  had 
unwisely  or  unfortunately  not  appreciated  in  his  progeni- 
*  torSi  and  but  for  which,  in  lieu  of  implacable  enemies, 
they  might  have  become  staunch  allies,  yiz.^  strong  genius, 
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courage,  fidelity,  humour,  partiality  to  justice,  hatred  of 
oppression  and  oppressors,  sympathy  with  misfortune, 
admiration  of  valour — ^the  more  reckless  the  better — hospi- 
tality, improvidence,  imprudence,  frolic-loving  mirth,  and 
thriftless  prodigality.  Accordingly,  it  was  not  long  till 
these  congenial  partners,  entering  upon  business,  soon 
formed  a  company,  of  whose  principles  we  can  only  as  yet 
say  that  they  were  not  of  loyal  tendency  to  the  paternal 
Government  of  G-reat  Britain  or  King  G-eorge,  and  to  the 
last  degree  hostile,  irreverent,  and  intractable  to  the  Church 
of  England,  the  parson,  and  the  proctor,  chief  among 
whom  was  Johnny  Doyle,  the  carpenter's  eldest  son. 

It  was  yet  earlv,  on  the  morning  of  the  20  th  May,  when 

a  little  boy  of  eight  years  old,  clad  in  tattered  corduroy 

trousers  (other  coveringhehadnone),  issued,  with  a  potato 

in  his  hand,  from  one  of  the  cabins  on  the  roadside  of  the 

village.    At  first,  intent  on  his  morning  meal,  he  stood, 

with  naked  feet  plashing  in  the  duck- pool  of  green  slime 

at  the  door  of  the  hovel ;  having  swallowed  the  mealy 

esculent,  and  pitched  the  skins  to  a  clutch  of  chickens 

picking  about,  he  raised  his  eyes,  and  after  pausing  a 

moment,   with  gaping  mouth,     he  cried  aloud:  ''Ooh, 

moder,  moder! — roon! — here's  the  sodgers,  an'  dey  coomin' 

dis  way  downl"       At    the   call,    not  only  from    the 

Imt  of  Morgan  Cavanagh,  a  day  labourer  on  an  estate 

once  possessed  by  his  ancestry,  but  from  every  neighbour- 

log  cot^  deserting  the  early  repast,  out  poured  the  inmates, 

men,  women,  and  children,  while,  as  though  an  electric 

^ire  had  communicated  the  signal,  from  the  dwellings 

lo&ttered  far  apart  in  the  green  lanes,  among  the  fields,  on 

the  hill-side,  issued  the  alarmed  inmates,  and  every  eye 

intent  was  riveted  upon  the  approaching  file  of  soldiery, 

pftcmg  along  with  stately  tramp,  arrayed  in  all  the  panoply 

of  war. 

"Och,murther ! — we'll  be  slaughthered !  It's  coomin'  for 
(he  tithes  they  are,  the  vagabones !  "  cried  a  young  woman, 
with  a  child  in  her  arms,  running  out. 

'^  Sorra  lie  in  '  it,  bad  luck  Ito  'em !  "  exclaimed  a  shri* 
▼died  crone,  with  dishevelled  locks  escaping  through  the 
ittits  of  a  cap  on  her  head.  *'  Boon,  Faddy,  avic,  an'  put  the 
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pig  into  the-  sty,  or  they'll  dhrive  him  wid  ihe  rest ;  wo^ 
sure  its  luckv  now'I  have  the  resate  in  my  bosom." 

^^  Moorish f  /loorish,  amtu;k  f"  shouted  Paddy,  dashing 
over  a  dunghill  and  through  a  duck-pond,  with  an  agility 
that  betokened  his  anxiety  to  secure  his  swine  property 
from  the  pious  grasp  of  the  parson. 

*^  Arrah,  Biddy,  whose  is  the  cattle  they're  dhriyiu'  now; 
I  see  'em  ?"  said  a  woman,  who  was  smoking  a  short  pipe 
beside  a  lot  of  men>  congregated  in  silence,  some  leaning 
on  iheir  spades,  and  more  in  various  posture,  but  all  with 
.countenance  indicative  of  intense  interest,  watching  the 
proceedings  of  the  military. 

<*Sbrra  one  o'  me  knows,  Peggy,  dear;"  replied  a 
scantily-dressed  barefooted  matron,  with  unkempt  hair, 
blown  about  by  the  wind,  as  she  ran  gathering  in  her 
hons  and  ducks  from  all  quarters  to  refuge  ;  while  a  ruddy 
nymph  at  her  elbow,  whose  sole  wardrobe  was  a  petticoat 
of  patches,  and  a  boy's  jacket,  mmiis  one  sleeve,  having 
scanned  the  approaching  booty,  with  eyes  peering 'wist- 
fully beneath  her  shading  hand,  said : 

"Musha,  thin,  if  it  ain't  Mooneyes  heifer  an'  the  little 
dun  .Qow^ dts  !  dta!  God  help,  the  crathur,  wid  the 
houseful  o'  childhre,  an'  the  brother  just  ooomo  from 
Dublin,  an'  the  wife  down  in  the  fever." 

"Begorra,  my  heavy  curse  on  yez  for  tithes  and  par- 
sons !  I  doubt,  Molly,  aroouy  will  Terry  0*Toole  be  able 
to  show  a  testher  to  stop  their  jaw  this  time ; — an'  he's  in 
arrear^  morebetoken,  for  the  last  quarther,"  said  a  comely- 
looking  young  woman,  whos6  costume,  original  to  the  last 
degree,  was  a  piece  of  carpet  stitched  together  for  a 
petticoat  and  a  fragment  of  a  canvas  sack  for  scarf 
piantling  her  shoulders,  whil^  masses  of  beautiful  soft 
^shining  black  hair  floated  like  a  veil  round  her  shapely 
head  ;— "  ay,  in  troth,  Sally,  astliore ;  and  every  pinny 
j'ust  spint  on  the  wake  of  poor  ould  Nancy.  I  dhrpaa, 
it'll  go  hard  wid  Terry ; — an'  if  they  take  his  goat  an'  bits 
o'sficks,  I  dunna  what  the  poor  man'll  do; — an  there's 
plinty.moro  no  betther  off,  God  help  'em !-r we'll  have 
ructions  I " 

While  this  colloquy  was  l>eing  carried  on  among  the 
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neighbours,'  some  of  whom  had  paid  their  titheSi   anpl 
had  immunity  from  present  distress,  and  others  who  ha^ 
jxot  paid,  but  baci  nothing  tp  lo$e;  others  were  running  to 
and  fro,  in  dire  confusion,  to  sequre  the  pigs,  poultry,  goaifh 
donkeys,  and  humble  property,  .upon  which  their  subp 
sistence  mainly  depended,  fi^om  sthe  rapacity  of  the  Beve- 
rend   l^athaniel    Lamb's    and.  3<^rdanapalus  Fpmfret's 
satellites,  in  the  event  of  a  raid  made  upon  defaulters; 
while  son^e,  with  boding  hearts^  went  to  fetch  the  small 
saTings.  that,  wrung  from  penury,  left  them  without  food, 
surmising  that  the  total  amount  would  yet  fail  to  propi- 
tiate grace  till  the  next  quarter.  Meanwhile,  f  *  Forward !'' 
was  the  o£Gicer's  cry ;  and  the  Hussars,  at  full  gallop^ 
came  dashing  in  among  the  people>  who  recoiled  in  fright 
from  the  prancing  horses,  scarcely  Iqss  high-mettled  than 
their  cruel  riders,  whose  menacing  brows  and  contemptuous 
eyes  the  poor  peasantry  met  with  awe,  as  many  a  mother 
pressed  her  cl^ild  closer  to  her  bosom,  and  courtesi^d  with 
timidy  pleading  gesture;  and  many  an  aged  man  doffed 
his  hat,  in  servile  token  of  the  homage  which  his  swelling 
heart  belied,  to  the  pampered  ruffianisin  of  Britain  ;  dis- 
mayed clnldren  clung  to    their  parents,   and,  through 
tangled  tresses  of  gold  and  jet,  their  dirty  faces  peered  at 
the  fearful  redcos^ts.  Captain  Gowan,.  and  Major  Saunders, 
of  Saunder's  Ghroye^  riding  to  the  front,  when  a  halt  was 
ordered,  addressed  the  male  portion   of  the  assembly^ 
foremost  of  which  stood  side  by  side  two  men  of  scowl- 
ing and  determined  aspect,  with  pikes  in  each  brawny 
hand,  who  hail  just  arrived  in  hot  haste  as  the  mi]ita];y 
came  up.         , 

"  So  no,  my  lad?  !— pikes,  eh  ?  '*  exclaimed  Major  Saun- 
ders, scornfully  eyeing  the  cowering  forms  in  the  back- 
ground, and  the  more  prominent,  Bhock-headed  Hercules 
m  front,  whose  blue  eyes,  cold,  hard, ,  and  glittering  like 
steel,  met  his  with  unquailing  glance.  ^^  I  say,  no  go  ! 
Down  with  the  skivers,  and  out  with  the  cash ;  we're  coipe 
to  gather  the  parson's  tithes." 

"  To  gather  sthray  moonbeams,  alia^iir,  ye  are.  L^'s 
8C6  how  ye'll  set  about  it !"  grinned  the  swarthy  Cyclops, 
whose  ifiHf  lithei  muscular  frame  towered  like  a  slanaet 
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poplar-tree  beside  a  robust  oak,  as  he  turned  to  smile  at 
his  brother  champion. 

"  Ton  blackguard ! — do  you  defy  us  P  '*  thundered  Cap- 
tain Gowan,  advancing  his  horse  a  few  paces,  and  half- 
drawing  his  sword.     "  What's  your  name,  you  rascal  P" 

"  O'Brien's  my  name,  an'  I  ain't  ashamed  o'  it,  which 
is  more  nor  everyone  can  say,  avicy'  sturdily  made  an- 
swer the  peasant  of  regal  lineage,  with  comic  grimace. 

"  Enough !"  roared  Major  Saunders.  '*  Don't  I  know  the 
villain ! — one  of  the  worst  characters  in  the  place :  arebely 
and  ringleader  of  the  United  Irishmen.  Fall  on,  men ! 
Break  open  every  door,  search  for  arms,  and  distrain 
goods  and  chattels,  without  fear  or  affection,  in  the  name 
of  our  lord  the  king  I " 

"  God  help  us  ! ''  ejaculated  a  hoary  man,  casting  up- 
wards  his  weak  eyes,  dim  with  age  and  tears ;  '*  the  foxes' 
holes  an*  the  ravens'  nests  is  more  sacred  thin  the  homes 
o'  the  poor.  Disthrain  on  me  what  ye  can,  major; 
ye  won't  find  what  ye'll  be  the  richer  of; — the  very 
rats,  the  crathurs,  don't  choose  bare  cupboards  for  their 
lodgin'." 

"I've  the  resate,  major,  jewel!"  screamed  one  poor 
woman,  holding  up  a  bit  of  dirty  paper  to  his  very  nose, 
as  she  beheld  the  soldiery  dismount  in  haste  to  execute 
their  orders ;— "  and  I !"— "  and  I !"— «*  and  I !"  shouted 
several  others,  rushing  forward  distractedly  to  stand  be- 
tween their  frail  doors  and  the  devastator. 

**  Let  the  first  that  crasses  the  threshold  o'  Neil  More 
say  a  JPater  an'  Ave^  if  he  knows  how ;  an'  if  he  don't, 
why  they  won't  charge  him  nothin'  for  a  warm  sate  by 
the  fire  down  below  there,"  said  a  dark-eyed,  dark- 
browed  young  man  of  mien  that  would  be  grand  and 
imposing  if  it  partook  less  of  the  character  of  rowdyism 
and  the  desperado,  as  with  a  tinker's  box  of  implements 
badge  of  his  profession,  strapped  across  his  stalwart 
shoulders,  he  stood,  with  folded  arms,  in  front  of  his  home- 
stead, where  his  young  wife  had  that  morning  given  birth 
to  her  first  child,  and  savagely  manifested  every  indica- 
tion of  guarding  his  brood  with  his  life. 

^'  SolSers !  do  your  duty,  and  shoot  like  a  dog  the  first 
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maxiy  woman,  or  ohild  that  roBists  the  law  ! "  vooiferated 
Captain  Gowan,  levelling  his  pieoe  menacinglj  at  the 
crowd. 

"  Bead  the  Eiot  Act  first,  my  bully ;  it's  Tom  de  Lacy 
warns  ye ! "  oried  that  individual^  casting  a  look  of  signi- 
ficance at  his  pike,  and  another  at  O'Brien^  who  shouldered 
his  weapon. 

"Curse  yer  impudence,  ye  Irish  cur,  ye  confounded 
rebel !"  roared  Major  Saunders,  making  a  cut  with  his 
drawn  sabre  at  an  idiot  boy  in  the  throng,  who,  frightfully 
gashed,  set  up  a  hideous  howl,  and  ran  frantically,  stream- 
ing with  blood,  to  take  refuge  in  the  arms  of  an  old 
woman,  his  grandmother. 

"  Riot  Act  for  you,  or  the  like  of  you,  forsooth !  What 
next  will  you  want  ?  An  address  from  a  member  of  Par- 
liament, maybe,  soliciting  the  favour  of  your  loyalty? 
Wreck  away  men  ! — pitch  out  the  old  lumber,  smash  the 
crockery,  fire  the  rubbish,  and  knock  every  fellow  on  the 
head  that  resists,  and  be  damned  to  you  I" 

"  Begorra,  my  hero,  it's  yerself  is  a  soldier  to  the  back- 
bone, an'  ought  to  get  an  address  o'  thanks  from  the 
Government  for  slaughtering  unarmed  men,  women,  an' 
childhre !"  shouted  in  reply  the  stentorian  voice  of  Johnny 
Doyle,  as  with  a  reinforcement  of  some  forty  or  fifty 
people,  gatherinfi;  firom  all  the  remoter  hamlets  and  sheil- 
ings,  he  hurried  down,  full  of  curiosity,  to  the  scene  of 
uproar,  ostensibly  to  look  on,  but  not  unprepared  to  help 
the  weak  in  the  very  probable  event  of  a  soul-inspiriting 
skirmish  with  the  redcoats.     Turning  disdainfully  from 
the  peasant  youth,  to  gloat  over  the  picture  of  piles  of  dis- 
membered stools,  chairs,   and  tables,  smashed  ''chany," 
wailing  children,  shuddering  women,  and  unnerved  men, 
Hajor  Saunders  called  to  one  female,  more  well-to-do  in 
appearance  than  the  rest,   having  a  comfortable  shawl 
covering  the  white  cap  on  her  head,  and  a  warm  frieze 
cloak  tucked  round  her  arms  and  shoulders : 

''I  say,  missus,  get  some  refreshment  for  my  men; 
they  won't,  I  daresay,  be  particular.  A  smart  ride  and 
i^een  morning  air  whets  the  appetite.    Some  cans  of  milk 
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and  bread  and  eggB  ^ill  finffioe,  with  your  usual  Irish  hos* 
pitality."  • 

"  Troth,  yer  honor,*'  i^eturned  Rose.  O'Brien — ^for  it  was 
she  who  had  come  down  to  watch. over  the  safety  of  her 
omadhaun  of  a  hushand>  and  see  that;he  got  into  no  danger, 
in  case  of  a  sorimmagey  in  which  shb  did  not  share — '^  it's 
l(fng  senoe  the  likes  o'  yez  left  it  in  our  mfines  to  be  hos- 
pit5)le.  Many's  the  time  our  childhre  cry  to  us  for 
victuals,  an*  we  must  stop  their  mouths  wid  *  Uist^ 
alanna^  the  praties  is  growin'.'  Pursuin'  to  the  day  the 
Sassenach  an'  the  parsons  cbome  among  us  ; — bedad,  while 
they  hung  the  Bible  for  a  warrant  on  their  eoords,  they 
didn't  hide  the  cloven  howf,  anyway,  undher  the  sheepskin. 
My  heavy  curse  on  yez !  Whin  the  sky  weeps  rain  it  grows 
flowers,  an'  laves  sweetness  behind  on  the  earth,  but  the 
tears  ye  bid  rain  blisthers  the  land,  an* " 

*'  Tou  vile-tongued  beldame,  choke  you !''  yelled  Cap- 
tain Gowan,  plunging  forward  to  strike  the  insolent  woman, 
who  eflected  an  opportune  retreat  into  the  swiftly-opening 
circle  of  men,  ancl  was  eflFoctualiy  shielded  by  the  ad- 
vanced pikes,  whilel  with  loud  ibaprdcfttiohs,  arhid  groans, 
yells,  shrieks,  cfies,  shouts  of  derision,  and  ravings  of 
despair,  the  n^drk  of  outrage  progressed,  and  the  live- 
stock, pigs,  gbats, '  cotvs,  donkeys,  pbriies,  gfeese,  ducks, 
hens,  turkeys,  added  with  yelpibg  dogs  their  multitu- 
dinous notes  td  awell  the  babel  of  din  and  infinite  confu- 
Ision.  .      .  ,    .        .  .  ; 

"  Peace,  you  jAbble  of  idiots,  yoii  herd  of  swine !"  voci- 
ferated Major  Saunders,  stunned  by  the  tiprclar  and  discor- 
jiant  chorus  bf— -"Te  shan't  'dhrivfe'  my  pig ;  there's  the 
parson's  resate ;  bad  luck  to  hi6i  and  ybu !"  *'  Let  go  my 
cow,  ye  robber;  didn't  I  show  ye  my  paper P"  '"Where 
are  ye  goin'  wid  the  ass  an*  thfe  goat,  ye  figly  spalpeen  ?'* 
"Gie  me  back  rtiy  hens  ^n'  diioks,' Misthet  Whippet 
Snapper."-  •'*  Och,  musha,-  ttiU^ha;  *  the '  Ally  kish  d* 
prates  in  the  house,  an'  what's  to  feea*  the  poor 
childhre  P"'  '*  Arrah,  plaize  don't  smash  ub  «the  dhiirn 
for  sport!"  **  Och,-  tr/rm,  mrray  is  it  dbrag  the  wisp 
t)'  sthraw  from  undher  the  sick  childbreP"  *'Oorae 
on,    my   gossoons ;    let    me  see    ye  put  a  fut  on   the 
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thraaliold  o*^  my  flure,  or  hurt  a  hair  o'  the  head  6' my  wife 
or  baby; — ^yer  wilkimtd  all  ye  can  get  wid  a  tussel  on  the 
outside  o*  me."  "  Ooh,  mammy,  mammy,  they  Ve  tuck  the 
Bpinnin'  wheel  ah'  the  hanks  o'  yarn."  **  Badoess  to  ye !  lay 
down  that  creel  o'  ttirf  an'  bag  o'  male  ;  ye've  got  more 
nor  yer  rights  ii^  the.  flitch  o'. bacon."  . "  0  Lord,  ^ave  us ! 
now  we'll  have  muraher !"  "They've  dhfagged  the  poor 
woman  an'  the  babby  from  their  bed  in  spite  o'  the  husband, 
an*  thrown  thim  on  the  dunghill,  "widout  scar6e  a  screed 
on  'em  for  dacenoy ;  an'  begorra  Neil  has  split  the  skull  o' 
two  o'  'em ;.  an'  och,  och,  wirra,  roon — roon,  take  the 
childhre,  Molly !— Murdher !" 

**  Fire !"  shouted  Major  Saunders,  as  Neil  More,  grap- 
pling with  the  assailants  of  his  humble  domicile,  hurled 
one  with  a  broken  limb  to  the  earth,  and  with  a  fearful 
stroke  of  his  hammer  knocked  two  others  senseless  at  his 
feet,  a  roar  of  musketry  that  smothered  every  other  sound 
bhook  the  welking,   a  lull  of   petrified  silence  ensued. 
•*  Fire !"  again   called  out  the  majot.  '  A  secofad  volley 
arose,  with  shrieks  and  groans.  When  the  'shrotid  of  smoke 
dispersed  away,  and  the  order  to  march  was  given,  driving 
before  them  unmolested  the  cattle^  and  leaving  piles  of 
wrecked  chattels  in  flames  and  some  hovels  on  fire,  the 
military  departed  in  martial   array,  playing  the'  tune, 
"  Croppies  Lie  Down."  The  terror-stricken  people,  oflFering 
no  further  obstruction,  stood  for  some  moments  apathetic- 
ally still ;  not  a  word  was  spoken,  while  in  every  posture  of 
agony  the  dead  and  the  dying  lay  around.     At  length  a 
(iry  arose  that  broke  the  ti:ance  df  stupor. ;  It  was  from  a 
Md  who  found  its  mother,  Eose  O'Brien, -^monj^  the 
tiain.'   At  once  burst  forth,  in  awful  chorus,  the  wild  wail 
of  sorrow  for  slain  friends  And  kindred,  the  mournful  ulla, 
''Wa*  of  the  Celtic  caoine,  while  forgetful  •  of  every  other 
Calamity  and  loss,  i!aen  and  women  rushed 'tOf  and  fro  to 
^uc<Jour  the  wounded  and  bear  away  the  dead,  among  the 
fatter  of  which,  com^Hsing  some  iseyen  or  ei^ht,  was  the 
^eof  Neil  More  the  tinker,  who,  with  the  Infant  in  his 
FJ^j  knelt  in  sullen  torpor  beside  the  corpse,  .while  a 
tiiddle-aged  man  close  by  filled  the  air  with  lamentations 
over  the  body  of  his  only  son,  a  fine  stripling  of  sevQulwii, 
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and  defied  every"  consolation  of  sympathyi  till  a  bold, 
resolute-looking  man,  apparently  a  stranger,  and  one  who 
seemed  invested  with  the  air  of  authority  and  high  oona- 
mand,  came  by,  who,  waiving  all  attempt  at  soothing  speech, 
addressed  the  bereaved  father  in  tone  peremptory  and 
sharp: — 

"  Hear  me,  you  howling  idiot !  By  St.  Bridget,  the 
Sassenach  justly  smite  as  paltry  ours  men  who  bend  their 
shoulders  to  the  lash  !  Shame,  shame,  upon  thy  manhood, 
to  crouch  moaning  over  this  murdered  youth,  where  boldly 
thou  shouldst  rise  to  avenge  him/' 

Mooney,  the  blacksmith,  with  cheeks  wet  with  tears,  sus- 
pended lus  sobs  to  survey  with  irate  glance  the  rude  scoffer 
of  a  father's  woe ;  but  in  the  mien  and  eye  of  the  stranger 
there  was  something  that  awed  him  to  silence.  He  gazed 
at  O'Brien,  hanging  in  the  moody  gloom  of  despair,  not 
far  from  the  spot,  over  the  lifeless  mother  of  his  weeping 
children,  and  upon  De  Lacy,  the  sthaca  or  idle  vagrant, 
drawing  near  and  surveying  intently  the  person  of  the 
unknown,  who  now  turned  to  O'Brien,  saying  with  sar- 
castic irony — 

''  Thou,  too,  strong  man,  it  well  becomes  thee  to  brood 
faint-hearted  over  tiie  slaughtered  mate  thy  arm  should 
have  shielded  from  death.  Get  out  for  craven  hearts 
whom  my  eyesight  loathes." 

*  Up  sprung  Donough  O'Brien,  the  spirit  of  the  victor  of 
Clontaif  ascendant  in  the  ploughman's  bosom. 

^'  I  dunno  whatsomiver  ye  call  yerself,  misther,  but  it 
ain't  the  thing  for  ye  to  coome  here  swaggerin'  and  jibin' 
poor  min  in  their  misfortune  an'  disthress.  If  it's  broodin' 
ye  think  I  am,  so  does  the  thunder-cloud  afore  it  flashes 
out  the  lightnin'  that  hits  its  mark.  An'  if  ye  think  it's 
a  craven  heart  I  am,  that  wouldn't  have  sthruck  a  blow 
for  the  kith  an  kin,  as  was  near  an'  dear  to  me,  jist  step 
out,  aviCf  an'  I'll  lay  the  handwritin'  o'  my  fist  on  ye 
that'll  be  a  warrant  to  satisfy  ye  for  many  a  day,  inagh.*^ 

'*  Shake  hands,  friend ;  you  are  the  man  I  want,"  said 
the  stranger,  with  triumphant  smile. 

*^  An'  what  the  plague  call  have  ye  to  me,"  exclaimed 
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the  exasperated  Donougb,  wiping  the  perspiration  from 
hia  heated  faro  w,  *'  an'  where  are  ye  from,  at  all  P  " 

"Where  I'm  from  don't  signify  just  now,*'  loftily 
returned  the  stranger ; ''  but  here  I  am  to  tell  you,  that 
had  your  forefathers  and  mine  been  true  to  their  country 
and  themselves,  we  their  children  had  not  seen  the  day 
mde  and  fierce  invaders  should  have  left  the  taint  of  their 
foot  upon  our  holy  soil,  and  tithe  and  riot  in  Irish  blood ; 
but  the  time  is  at  hand  when  we  yet  may  hurl  the  accursed 
bondage,  as  a  load  of  thorns,  from  our  shoulders,  if  we  but 
stand  as  men,  and  not  crouch  like  slaves  to  the  yoke.  My 
name,  anon,  will  be  familiar  to  your  ear,  though  now  I 
glcry  save  in  being  the  leader  of  a  band  of  ill-used  men 
like  you,  who,  denied  the  commonest  rights  of  humanity, 
live  by  violating  laws  that  exclude  them  from  the  protec* 
tion  the  beasts  of  the  field  might  claim  of  justice  and 
mercy.  They  follow  my  steps  thafc  lead  to  freedom,  they 
obey  my  behest  that  promises  redress  of  wrong.  I  ask 
yon,  in  this  hour  of  tribulation,  over  the  bodies  of  your 
ruthlessly  butchered  friends,  will  you  lie  down  grovelling 
in  the  dust  in  which  you  have  been  trampled,  slaking  it 
with  unmanly  tear,  or  with  bold  endeavour  rise  like  eagles 
on  soaring  pinions,  renewed  in  strength,  and  enrol  your- 
selves in  the  champion  band  of  O'Dwyer  of  Wicklow  P" 

While  thus  the  chieftain  spoke,  with  fluent  eloquence 

flashing  eye,  and  graceful  action,  the  tumult  of  grief  wildly 

surging  in  every  throbbing  bosom,  lulled  like  the  roar  of 

the  tempest,  as  each  one  paused  in  deep,  earnest  attention, 

drinking  in  with  thirsty  ear  words  that  fell  like  drops  of 

Wm  into  gaping  heart  wounds.    Nearer  and  doser,  with 

burning  eyes,  bated  breath,  and  suspended  emotion,  they 

(Nssed  around  the  orator,  whose  discriminating  glance 

HWured  to  single  out  for  special  notice  the  persons  of 

O'Brien,  De  Lacy,  and  Neil  More.     A  murmur,  at  first 

^i^tinct  and  low,  arose,  swelling  ever  louder  and  more 

loud;  then,  shaping  his  thoughts  in  audible  speech,  Mooney 

the  blacksmith  exclaimed  : — 

'*  The  vagabonds  have  dhruve  us  to  it !  Let  us  follow  the 
oipbon,  an  show  ^em  the  worm  that's  trod  on  can  turn. 
Odi,  my  brave  goBsoon^  my  only  one,  my  Brian  ague,  did  I 
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live  to  Bee  ibis  day  that  yer  ould  father  'ud  be  rainin'  salt 
tears  over  yer  bier,  out  down  like  a  flower  just  openin'  in 
the  bud  by  the  bloody  hand  of  the  Sassenach  P  Ooh^  no, 
no,  nol" 

**  Arrah,  whisht,  Thady  Mooney,  an'  bear  it  like  a  man," 
cried  several  sympathising  voioes  around.  *^  Ain't  there 
Neil  More  an'  Donough  O'Brien  bearin'  their  oross  like 
Christians,  widout  a  murmur  ?" 

"Begorra,  an'  if  we  are,' 'growled  Neil  More,  surly  and 
soornfully,  ''it's  bekase  we  mane  to  call  every  mother's  sowl 
of  'em,  an'  all  belongin'  to  'em,  that  put  it  on  us  to  a 
bitter  reckoning ;"  and  the  speaker  paused,  not  abashed 
or  disconcerted,  in  respect  to  Fatiier  Murphy,  who, 
hearmg  of  the  tragedy,  had  hurried  down,  with  a  couple 
more  priests,  to  see  what  could  be  done  to  help  the 
sufferers. 

While  the  latter  hastened  to  attend  two  men,  one  dying, 
the  other  badly  wounded,  Father  Frank,  with  uplifted 
hand,  strove  to  quell  into  silence  the  tumultuous  storm  of 
lamentation  and  loud  angry  complaints  and  curses  upon 
the  parsons  and  the  Sassenach  in  general,  that  broke  forth 
with  renewed  violence,  as,  like  passionate  children  flocking 
round  a  father,  craving  redress  of  wrong  and  sympathy, 
they  heaved  in  thronging  masses,  each  with  his  tale  of  sorrow 
round  the  pastor,  whose  voice,  gentle  but  firm,  arose  : 

'*  Peace,  peace,  my  children,  my  dear  ones." 

"  Och,  musha,  yer  riverenoe,  it's  aisy  wid  ye  prachin' 
patience,  an'  look  at  my  dead  child,"  wailed  a  matron, 
rocking  and  swaying  her  attenuated  form  over  the  body  of 
a  little  girl  of  about  ten  years,  lying  in  a  pool  of  blood  at 
her  feet. 

"  Arrah,  musha,  what's  the  good  o'  livin'  honest,  Chris- 
tianable  lives,  and  industriously  eamin'  our  bit,  whin  we're 
robbed  and  murdhered  like  this  at  the  ind  o'  it,"  savagely 
vociferated  the  tinker,  Yriih  a  defiant  look  at  the  pnest. 
**  There's  my  poor  little  Noreen  a  oowld  corpse  afore  my 
eyes;  an'  what  s  the  good  o'  prachin'  to  a  fella  that  has  got 
nothin'  to  Live  for,  an  wants  nothin'  but  vingeance  on  thim 
SB  done  it  P"  He  violently  kicked  his  box  of  tools  aside, 
arid  striding  forward  addressed  O'Dwyer : 
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"  m  follow  ye  to  wheresomiver  ye  bid." 
**  So  will  I/'  exolaimed  de  Laoy,  shouldering  his  pike 
and  stepping  forward.  ^^  I  left  all  belongin'  to  me  undher 
the  green  sod  o'  Lucan,  an'  it  ain't  no  more  use  praohin' 
ididgion  that  doesn't  save  people  from  the  persecution  o' 
the  devil.  Here  goes,  my  hearty ;  our  best  way  now  is  to 
turn  devils  ourselves  an'  give  it  'em  hot." 

'^  I've  all  my  life  till  now  been  a  hard  labourin'  dacent 
man,  sthrivin'  to  bring  up  an  honest  family;  an'  now,  since 
the  Lord  laves  us,  I'm  thinkin'  we  may  as  well  shift  for 
ourBelyes  the  best  way  we  can  :  not  but  that  we'll  always 
stick  to  the  ould  faith  an'  skiver  the  parsons/'  said  Pat 
Fitzfiimon,  the  letter-carrier's  brother,  gazing  moodily  at 
his  wrecked  hut  and  homeless  fGimily  cowering  around  the 
smoking  embers. 

In  deep  distress  Father  Frank  Murphy  heard  the  wild, 
unhallowed  ravings  of  fevered  brains  and  agonised  hearts, 
at  a  loss  to  know  what  to  say  or  do  till,  the  access  of  delirium 
subsided,  the  frenzied  people  would  again  be  amenable 
to  reason  and  the  voice  of  their  pastor.  With  invBlntary 
tears  in  his  earnest  blue  eyes,  he  tulmed  to  O'Brien : 

"Will  you  too,  dear  friend,  turn  away  with  the  others 
from  following  our  dear  Lord  to  the  Hill  of  Calvary,  to 
suffer,  and,  if  need  be,  to  die  with  Him,  and  so  forfeit  the 
crown  of  glory  they  are  casting  away  in  their  madness  and 
impatience  of  short-lived  suffering  here?" 

"Ooh,  heaven    forbid,    your    riverenoe,"   sobbed    the 

ploughman,  as  he  grasped  and  shook  the  hand  of  the  priest, 

while  their  mingled  tears  fell  upon  the  ploughman's  dead 

wife.    **  Welcome  be  the  will  o*  God !  au  shure  where  she's 

gone,  why  wouldn't  I  sthrive  to  follow.     The  light  o' 

neaven  to  ye,  Bose,  aroon  ! — ye  wor  the  pulse  o'  my  heart, 

wi*  the  light  o'  my  eyes,  an'  yer  voice  was  music  to  my  ear, 

»Ti'  now,  acushla,  I'll  never  hear  it  more  in  this  world.  &od 

forgive  thim  that  laid  ye  low  this  day  I    JECuistj  childhre — 

«fan?kw,  whist,  an'  don't  break  my  heart  all  out  wid  yer 

Sief.    Ye   poor  motherless  orphints,  may  the  Queeu  o' 
eaven  look  on  yez,  I  pray." 

**  She  will,  she  will,"  cried  Father  Murphv,  hastening 
^er  the  refractory  members  of  his  flock ;  and  coming  up 
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with  Neil  More  and  De  Laoy,  he  collared  them  jnat  as 
they  were  BwingiBg  in  full  trot  after  the  retreating  form 
of  O'Dwyer,  who  also  halted  at  a  little  difitanoe,  reyerentially 
doffing  his  cap  to  the  priest,  whom  at  the  same  time  he 
regarded  with  looks  of  jealous  vigilance  and  mistrust. 
*'My  a^^grieved.  yet  misguided  children/'  exclaimed 
Father  Frank,  with  mien  and  tone  of  benign  authority 
and  tender  entreaty,  accosting  each  stem-browed  man, 
**  whither  are  you  fleeing  P  Stay,  stay,  I  invoke,  I  conjure 
ou,  in  the  name  of  the  great  Being  whom  you  have  offended 
y  your  impatient  murmurs  and  imjust  reproaches.  What, 
my  friends,  is  this  earth  ? — our  all,  our  end,  that  we  shall  not 
purchase,  at  the  cost  of  some  sufTering  here,  the  reversion 
of  an  eternal  reward.  I  say,  Tom  de  Lacy  and  Neil 
More,  you  are  both  greater  fools  than  I  take  you  for.  If 
you  will  hold  the  counterfeit  coin  in  which  Lucifer  indem- 
nifies them  that  serve  him  in  this  world — mind,  only  for 
this  world — and  to  end  with  it,  is  it  better  worth  the  seeking 
than  the  everlasting  guerdon  with  which  the  Almighty 
means  to ,  recompense  those  gallant  souls  that  have 
borne  aS^ction  and  the  weight  of  the  cross  for  his  sake 
here?" 

'*  Och,  bother! "  muttered  the  blacksmith,  striving  gently 
to  twist  himself  from  the  grip  of  the  priest,  as  he  became 
sensible  of  a  flutter  in  his  bosom,  and  frowning  more  heavily 
to  disguise  his  relenting  mood;  ''ain't  la  ruined  man?" 

*^  But  not  yet  a  ruined  soul.  Gome,  man,  kick  the 
devil  before  you,  and  give  the  triumph  to  God  and  his 
saints,  by  shoeing  forth,  now  or  never,  your  Christianity. 
Come,  Tom  de  Lacy,  heaven's  a  good  place;  do  you 
expect  to  get  an  estate  in  it  for  nothing,  or  do  you  think 
gomg  to  the  devil  here  for  comfort  will  help  you  into  it  P  I 
tell  you  there  isn't  a  soul  in  glory,  from  Christ,  the 
King  of  Heaven,  who  died  on  the  cross,  to  the  innocent 
babe  that  dies  on  its  mother's  knee,  that  didn't  first  suffer 
on  earth,  some  more,  somejless ;  and  do  you  hope  to  walk 
in  like  an  archangel  that  never  sinned  ?  Tut,  tut,  man  ; 
be  reasonable !" 

^' And  does  yer  riverence  suppose  that  it*s  in  our  huJBan 
nature  to  be  like  sticks  an'  stones,  an'  not  to  feel  throubleP" 
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anerily  retorted  De  Laoy,  feeling  his  grotmd  giving  way, 
and  clutching  at  some  prop  to  support  him. 

'^  My  dear  son,  what  would  be  toe  good  of  trouble  if  we 
didn't  feel  it  ?  If  gold  did  not  yield  to  fire  how  would  it 
be  purified  ?*'  said  feather  Murphy,  with  suavity. 

This  logic  floored  De  Laoy.  He  stared  at  Neil  More^ 
who  grunu)led  sotto  voce  : 

"  Begorra,  there's  no  rasonin*  agin  yer  riverenoe/' 

Father  Fxank,  with  beaming  eye,  saw  the  obdurate  im- 
penitents  were  being  mollified,  and  after  a  stubborn  conflict 
yielding  to  grace :  ''  Gome  now,  he  added,  persuasively, 
**make  an  act  of  contrition  for  your  inconsiderate  oflence 
to  your  good  Creator,  with  a  resolution  not  to  offend  Him 
by  sin ;  and  now  tell  me  where  you  are  going  that  you 
may  have  my  blessing  on  the  way/' 

"They  are  coming  with  me,  Father  Murphy,'*  said 
O'Dwyer,  here  coming  up  and  joining  the  group.  **  We're 
off  to  WicklowJ' 

The  priest,  who  did  not  then  know  the  insurgent  chief, 
merely  returned :  "  God  speed  you,  sir !  Pray  for  me,  my 
friends;  mind  my  warning,  and  beware  of  faUinginto 
mischief."  Then  returning,  the  good  priest  addressed 
himself  to  comfort,  advise,  and  help  the  rest  of  his  stricken 
flock. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

A    MIDNIGHT  TRAGEDY. 

**  The  blaebells  rush  ap  where  the  young  May  hath  trod, 
The  soalfl  of  our  martyrs  are  reiening  with  Uod. 
'^ad  mother,  forgive  as !     Yon  skylark  no  choice 
Permits  us — from  heaven  he  is  crying, '  Rejoice.* " 

AUBBET  DE  YeBE. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  an  event  of  so  much  import- 
nnce  as  the  militcuy  raid  upon  the  Doyles  oould  have 
transpired  Unknown  to  the  neighbours,  or  that,  inactive, 
they  would  have  beheld  the  ravaging  flames  consume  the 
dwelling  of  a  family  so  universally  esteemed ;  but  the  ap- 
palling tidings  had  spread  far  and  wide  with  telegraphic 
celerity  of  the  terrible  enemy's  approach,  and  in  every 
direction  the  alarmed  people  had  taken  hasty  flight,  with 
their  little  ones,  and  what  necessaries  they  could  carry,  to 
the  shelter  of  the  remoter  hills   and  the  solitude  of  the 
desert  wilderness.   Hence,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  bed- 
ridden, aged,  or  incapacitated  by  infirmity  or  sickness,  none 
were  left  that  could  venture  to  the  succour  of  the  distressed. 
In  one  of  these  last-mentioned  sheilings,  inhabited  by  the 
widowed  Esther  Mooney  and  her  little  family,  within  an 
easy  distance  of  the  forge  and  her  brother-in-law's  cabin, 
the  bereaved  wife,  hourly  expecting  her  confinement,  had 
besought  Kitty  Burke  to  stay  tiU  her  mother,  who  was 
coming  to  see  her,  had  arrived  by  that  night's  coach  from 
Dublin.     While  Johnny  Doyle,  the  truant,  on  his  home- 
ward route  from  the  cottage  of  his  betrothed,  Nano  O'Toole, 
timely  warned  by  Shaun  Beg  O'l-^eary,  the  piper,  that  the 
yeomen,  militia,  and  military  were  all  out  and  beginning 
their  ravages,  irrespective  of  sex,  innocence,  youth,  or  age, 
concluding  that  his  father,  with   O'Began   and  Terry 
O'Toole,  would  take  every   necessary  precaution  for  the 
safety  of  his  family,  turned  from  his  path,  and  finding  that 
3haun  Beg,  with  his  wife  and  grandchildren,  was  making 
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for  the  hillfli  he  charged  them  with  a  oommiMion  to  fetoh 
Nano  along,  while  he  would  overtake  them  on  the  way, 
with  Moonej,  O'Brien,  and  0*Loughlin,  who,  being  tdl 
marked  men,  he  made  sure  of  aooompanjing  him  so  soon 
as  he  conveyed  to  them  rumour  of  their  danger. 

Sometime  between  the  hours  of  eleven  and  twelve  p.m., 
Miles  O'Byme,  aooompauied  by  his  cousin,  young  Miles 
Byrne,  Gerald  Byrne,  and  William  Byrne  of  Ballymanus, 
were  riding  home  from  dining  with  some  friends  at  Anna- 
moe.  Conversing  as  they  rode  along,  at  somewhat  easy  pace, 
they  yet  oould  not  refrain  from  noticing,  at  first  in  silence, 
groups  of  people  hurrying  along  in  the  direction  of  the 
high  Wicklow  ground ;  then  the  elder  Miles,  addressing 
mlliam  of  Ballymanus,  a  handsome  young  man  of  about 
two  or  three  and  twenty,  said  : 

**  I  fear  there's  some  disturbance,  an  emeute  somewhere. 
Look  at  all  these  groups  of  peasantry,  with  their  families, 
hnirying  along!  I  think  I'll  question  them,— Hallo, 
friend  !  What's  doing  P  Is  it  a  fair  you  are  all  making 
forP'* 

The  man  so  hailed,  a  bold-looking  feUow,  paused,  and 
stared  a  moment  defiantly  at  his  interrogator,  then,  as  if 
reassured,  made  respectful  salutation. 

'*  Gh>d  save  you  kindly,  sir.  I  didn't  know  ye  at  first 
\uii19Xcotamare.  Yer Mr. Miles O'Byme.  Begorra, sir, it's  for 
our  lives  we're  Al  flyin'.  The  yoemen  and  the  sodjers  is 
all  out  upon  Dunlavin  an'  the  counthry  round,  an'  thim 
that  hasn't  taken  to  their  traheens  afore  'em  'ill  sup  sorra, 
never  fear." 

**  What's  your  name,  my  man  P   I  don't  remember  you," 
*aid  Miles,  ourbing  his  impatient  steed. 
'*My  name  is  Art  O'ljoughlin,  yer  honour,  an'  here 

<)oomeB  thim    that    maybe    ye    do    know,"  said  he,  as 

^  made  way  for  Mooney,  O'Brien,  and  Johnny  Doyle, 

who  all  oame  up  together. 
'*My  lads,  what's  the  meaning  of  all  this  P"  exclaimed 

^eB,  addressing  them  after  the  usual  greeting.     **  What 

^  expedition  are  you  on,  O'Brien  and  Mooney,  whom  I 

•Iways  thought  to  be  steady  men  ?*' 
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*'  Sir,  did  yei  hear  of  the  tithe  wraok  at  Tuhber,  an'  how 
I  lost  poor  Bose  in  it,  an'  the  murdher  o'  the  neighboucs  P" 
cried  O'Brien,  with  flaming  eyes. 

**  Yes,  I  did,  aad  I  was  sorry  for  you,  Donoogh ;  bnt 
what  are  you  going  to  do  now  P" 

''Troth,  I  dunno,  sir,"  replied  Mooney,  scratching  his 
head,  and  extremely  pozzled  by  the  magnitude  of  the 
question  propounded.  '*!  lost  my  brother,  Mick,  G-odrest 
his  BOwl,  an'  my  fine  gossooUf  the  light  o'  heaven  to  the 
brave  boy !" 

*^  Ooh,  yer  honour,  what  could  we  do  P"  remonstrated 
Johnny  Doyle,  in  tone  of  deprecation,  ^' since  Father 
Murphy  wouldn't  let  us  use  the  pikes,  but  jist  go  away 
an'  lave  the  place  to  'em.  I  daresay,  it's  gutted  the 
sheilin'  is  by  this." 

*'  And  what  are  your  father  and  mother  doing  P"  said 
Miles,  upon  whose  bosom  a  foreboding  presage  was,  in 
spite  of  his  efforts  to  disregard  it»  heavily  and  gradually 
stealing. 

"  Paix,  I  suppose,  yer  honour,"  philosophically  answered 
Johnny,  ^'  if  they  ain't  fools  they'll  folly  the  example  o' 
the  neighbours,  an'  not  wait  to  be  massacred  an'  burnt 
out.     I  daresay  they're  far  on  the  way  by  this." 

^^  I  should  think  a  man  of  your  father's  excellent  char- 
acter would  have  nothing  to  apprehend,"  said  Miles, 
thoughtfully. 

"  Ooh,  musha,  yer  honour,"  grinned  O'LoughUn,  "  a 
man's  characther  isn't  worth  a  thraneen  to  him  no w-a-days ; 
the  biggest  villain  is  worth  a  score  o'  honest  min ; — sure  ye 
see  it  every  day,  sir ; — ^it's  only  thim  that  thrives." 

Without  heeding  the  speaker.  Miles  looked  interrogat- 
ingly at  his  companions.  Young  Miles  spoke  out  enthusias- 
tically : 

*^  I  lay  a  wager  we'll  be  in  the  field  before,  long ;  we'll 
have  to  be,  in  self-defence." 

'^Nonsense,  Miles;  don't  talk  folly,"  returned  Miles, 
sharply.  "  William,  what  do  you  say  P  I've  a  mind  to 
ride  towards  Dunlavin,  an'  see  what's  doin'." 

*<  Not  amiss,"  said  the  young  man. 

"  But,"  interposed  (Jerald  Byrne,  "  suppose  we  encoun- 
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ter  the  troops  or  the  yoemen  in  any  act  of  aggression 
or  oonfliot,  of  what  use  oould  we  be,  four  unarmed  men  ? 
Oar  paoifio  interyention,  I  fear  me,  would  avail  little  but 
to  expose  ourselves  to  insult  and  jeopardy.  These  are  no 
times,  trust  me,  for  a  fooUsh  display  of  knight-errantry." 
Miles  seemed  impressed  with  this  view  of  the  matter, 
for  he  turned  to  Mooney,  and  said : 
"  Whither  are  you  bound  ?" 

Mooney  again  manipulated  his  head,  in  token  of  no  very 
definite  purpose  or  plan.  He  did  not  wish  to  oommit  the 
plans  of  his  party  to  any  ear.  Not  a  little  agreeably  sur- 
prised was  he,  therefore,  when  Miles,  again  addressing  his 
oompanions,  said : 

**  O'Dwyer  bivouacs  to-night  at  Qleftmalure,  and  though 
I  disavow  and  deoline  all  oonneotion  with  his  hazardous 
course,  yet,  in  the  present  emergency,  I  would  fain  have 
his  friendly  aid.  Mil,  you  ride  home,  and  summon  Ned 
Burke  to  saddle  the  brown  garran,  Warlock,  and  follow  us 
to  Glenmalure.  Forward,  friends !  If  we  can  do  no  more 
than  persuade  the  guerilla  chief  to  convoy  and  shelter  such 
homeless  fugitives  as  may  need  protection  till  better  times 
it  will  be  something  achieved." 

Setting  spurs  to  their  steeds,  the  three  gentlemen  gal- 
lopped  off  towards  G-lenmaltire,  crossing  the  country  by 
short  cuts  well-known  to  the  hunters  of  fox  and  haa^, 
briskly  fdlowed  at  a  swinging  iarot  by  O'Brien,  Doyle,  and 
Mooney.  As  for  O'Lougnlin,  crossing  a  meadow,  he  spied 
and  seized  upon  a  fine  young  horse  secured  in  a  paddocA:. 
To  open  the  gate,  vault  upon  the  animal,  and  kick  him  to 
fall  speed  was  the  work  of  an  instant.  He  soon  came  up 
with  the  advance  party,  rather  to  their  astonishment,  and 
Miles's  query:  "I  say,  friend,  who  mounted  youP**  he 
deftly  answered :  "  Faix,  I  mounted  myself,  sir ;  that's 
the  laste  we  may  do,  anyway,  borra  a  loan  from  the 

^egurs,  ooh *' 

It  was  a  wild,  picturesque  scene  that  met  the  gaze  of 
ItileB  O'Byme  and  his  oompanions,  as  descending  into  the 
d^  glen,  embosomed  in  profound  silence  and  darkness^ 
sna  dismounting  from  their  steeds,  which  they  tied  to  a  tree, 
tbey  groped  their  way  along  some  hundred  yards,  till  vex 
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the  distance  a  red  light,  glimmering  through  the  dense 
foliage  of  wood  and  thicket,  revealed  the  outlaw's  lair. 
Giving  the  password  to  the  sentinel,  they  prooeeded, 
till  the  murmur  of  many  voices  tell  upon  their  ear, 
and  presently  they  found  themselves  in  the  midst  of 
at  least  a  hundred  men,  sitting,  lying,  standing  in  every 
attitude  beneath  the  leafy  awning,  and  precipitous  cli£b 
looming  overhead,  and  curtaining  them  on  every  side,  the 
lurid  glow  of  a  huge  turf  fire  burnishing  every  dark, 
swarthy  visage,  and  playing  in  light  and  shadow  upon  the 
tahkau  of  grouped  forms,  all  fixed  with  eyes  intent  upon 
the  new-comers,  and  armed  to  the  teeth  for  offence  or 
defence  as  need  might  serve.  From  the  congregated 
mass  stepped  one,  a  chief  in  every .  gesture,  from  the 
eagle  eye,  the  lion  front,  the  martial  step,  the  free  and 
courteous  bearing. 

'^A  cead  milk  faiUhej  friends!"  he  ezdaimed,  grasp- 
ing the  somewhat  coldly-tendered  hand  of  Miles  and  the 
warmer  ones  of  Grerald  and  William  of  Ballymanus.  **  I 
knew  you'd  come  in  ere  long  to  augment  our  ranks.  You 
could  not  help  yourselves ;  the  spirit  of  man,  if  it  be  not 
altogether  depraved,  degraded,  or  the  divine  impress  of 
Qod  and  manhood  stamped  out,  crushed  out  of  it  and  lost 
in  the  grovelling  slave,  must  assert  itself.  A  little  while 
since,  my  friends,  and  you  held  me  a  frenzied  lunatic  to 
be  feared,  a  rebel  to  be  shunned,  a  brigand  to  be  repro- 
bated. Peace ! — let  me  say  on ;  then  reply.  In  vain,  like 
stout  Wallace  and  gallant  Bruce,  pointing  to  our  bleeding 
country's  wounds,  I  beckoned  with  impatient  hand,  and 
cried  with  loud  voice  for  compatriots  to  aid  me  to  grapple 
with  the  assassins  that  staobed  her  a^ain  and  affain. 
Prudent  wisdom  would  not  hear  me,  timid  caution  uunk 
naide.  Then,  in  my  great  wrath,  I  shouted :  *  Gome  to  me, 
ye  oppressed  ones,  ye  persecuted,  ye  trampled  outcaats,  in 
the  name  of  the  God  whom  we  serve,  and  the  country 
which  we  love ;  I  will  be  your  father  and  protector,  a  shield 
to  defend  and  a  sword  to  avenge  you.  They  came ;  they 
flocked  to  my  call,  those  helpless  ones  that  had  nought  to 
lose  and  all  to  gain ;  these,  and  these  alone»  are  the  tools 
with  which  X  shall  work.    Brigand! — ^yes^  I  glory  in  the 
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tide.  What  though  mj  followers  live  by  tranBgressing 
laws  of  men  who  have  yiolated  all  laws  of  God  and 
nature  in  their  regard ;  what  though,  beoause  nor  wealth 
of  spoil  nor  factious  power  bade  our  daim  to  rights  of 
dtizenship  and  humanity,  we  must  in  seoret  do  that  which 
Draconic  legislators  do  in  the  full  blasse  of  day — ^rend  back, 
bade  firom  the  tyrant  a  pittance  for  support — ^we  are 
stigmatised  as  felons.  The  knave  who  frames  the  law, 
sentencing  to  death  his  fellow-man,  insisting  upon  his 
right  to  bread,  names  his  act  justice;  the  outlaw  redresses 
him  at  midnight,  and  he  is  branded  a  murderer,  a 
brigand !  What  is  the  distinction  between  the  ermined 
peer  seated  in  the  senate  and  the  naked  brigand  lurking 
in  the  cave  P  One  is  an  inhuman  setter-up  of  decrees 
unsanctioned  by  nature  to  debase  us  to  the  condition  of 
crawling  reptiles.  We  are  bold  defiers  of  those  decrees, 
which  our  manhood's  instincts  spurn.  Brigand !  Yes  ! 
So  was  Wallace  a  brigand,  whose  honoured  name  is  shrined 
glorioudy  in  his  country's  annals.  So  was  Bruce  a 
brigand,  till  Bannookbum  crowned  him  a  monarch.  So 
had  our  Brian  been  a  brigand,  if  hurling  the  Dane  from 
liis  dominion  he  had  not  died  a  king,  with  the  diadem 
upon  his  brow !  I'ye  done.  Now,  friends,  speak.  What's 
your  pleasure  P" 

**  Long  life  an'  more  power  to  ve,  captain.  Begorra, 
it's  yerself  is  the  man  we  want !'  exultingly  muttered 
O'Loughlin,  surveying  O'Dwyer  with  admiring  eyes,  while 
Miles,  with  a  grimace  of  comic  humour,  turned  to  Gerald 
and  William  Byrne,  and  said : 

"I  don't  know  well  what  we  want— not  commissions,  I 
believe;  but  to  let  you  know,  O'Dwyer,  the  troops  and  yeo- 
men are  billetted  on  Dunlavin  and  Tubber.    We  feel  some 
^noem  for  the  safety  of  our  friends,  and  to  ask,  in  the 
event  of  need,  could  you  help  us  to  rescue  them  P  " 

''I  can  tell  you  more  about  your  friends,  by  scouts  just 
oome  in  before  you,"  said  O'Dwyer.  "  Tubber  is  in  ruins, 
^ery  hamlet  and  sheiling  is  a  blazing  bonfire ;  those  who 
have  not  fled  have  been  ill-treated  and  nmssacred;  to- 
i&orrow  or  next  day  they  fall  on  Naas,  Dunlavin,  and 
Cftmew ;  I  must  be  there  to  lev^  my  recruits,    'Tis  on 
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Buoh  I  oan  oount— outraged  men*  whose  human  natures 
have  been  changed  into  me  tiger — ay,  these  I  can  {kshion 
and  sway  to  any  deed." 

A  wild  ohorus  of  aoolamation  drowned  all  his  efforts  to 
proceed,  while  O'Loughlin  and  De  Lacy,  recognising, 
shook  hands  vehemently,  and  Miles,  growing  f&int  and 
benumbed  with  horror,  leaned  heavily  against  a  tree  :  this 
O'Dwyer  observing  with  covert  smile,  called  for  refresh- 
ments ;  a  keg  of  whiskey  was  instantly  produced,  and 
briskly  tapped  into  a  score  of  wooden  noggins  held  for 
the  purpose,  till  the  captain  roared  out,  while  he  out  a 
haunch  of  cold  roast  venison  : 

"  Hold,  you  fellows,  my  work  needs  sober  men.'* 

**  Never  fear,  yer  honour,"  shouted  a  chorus.  *'Only  a 
sup  to  pledge  the  raw  recruits,"  and  while  they  were  doing 
the  hospitaole,  and  Miles,  thinking  every  moment  an  hour 
till  they  were  off,  entreated  O'Dwyer  tO  set  out  at  onoe  for 
the  scene  of  slaughter,  young  Miles  and  Ned  Burke, 
equally  impatient  for  the  adventure,  came  in,  speedily  fol* 
lowed  by  O'Brien  and  Mooney,  who,  taking  example  by 
O'Loughlin,  had  availed  themselves  of  forced  loans  of 
nimble  steeds,  to  expedite  their  progress.  O'Dwyer's  heart 
swelled  as  he  beheld  the  reinforcements  coming  in,  and 
Miles  O'Byme's  phlegmatic  spirit  waking  up  in  the  cause, 
'*  Ay,"  he  muttered  aside  to  one  who  stood  near  him,  a 
man  of  ordinary  stature  and  feature,  in  whom  the  casual 
eye  saw  nothing  to  distinguish  him  from  the  plebeian  herd, 
save  that  in  his  aspect  he  bore  the  semblance  of  a  cul- 
tured mind,  and  a  soul  above  the  level,  '^I  deemed, 
M'Alister,  not  long  could  his  footstep  tread  this  spot,  of 
whidh  every  rood  is  consecrated  by  the  patriot  blood  of  his 
race,  and  not  feel  the  heroic  impulse  fire  his  bosom  ;  and 
yet  Hugh  is  worth  a  score  of  such  tardy  proselytes,  a 
cause  in  which  to  stand  still  to  deliberate  the  pros  and 
cons  of  success  is  to  lose  it ;  ours  must  be  the  desperate 
venture  of  reckless  men,  who  go  forth  with  life  in  hand 
to  win  or  lose  it  on  the  stake." 

**  I  wish  we  had  Hugh  O'BymOi  and  Byrne  of  Oabin- 
teely,"  observed  M'Alister. 

*'  Let  pass  him  of  Oabinteely ;  we  want  no  heart  of  hare. 
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or  namby-pamby  two-siders^  lukewarm  partisan  s  to 
oompromifie  us,  but  Hugh  we  must  have ;  these  whole- 
blooded  men,  once  they  embark  their  ship,  stick  to  it 
through  wreck  and  tempest  to  the  last.  Come,  bestir  thee ; 
I  see  our  impatient  levies  are  on  the  move,  Miles  the 
prudent  leading  the  van." 

**  You  know  the  best  routes  and  passes  by  which  to  avoid 
untimely  encounter  with  the  troops,  or  laying  open  to 
them  your  inaccessible  haunts,  O'Dwyer,"  said  Gerald 
Byrne,  lingering  behind  to  join  the  chief,  who  replacing 
in  his  belt  a  brace  of  horse  pistols,  the  locks  of  which  he 
had  been  examining,  made  answer : 

<«  From  Ben  Edar   to  Cape  Clear,  from  Skerries  to  the 

Causeway  I  could  walk  blindfolded  from  east   to  west. 

My  sleuth-hounds  follow  my  track ;  wild  as  storms,  silent 

as  moonbeams,  they  rush  and  glide  by  secret  path  through 

the  windings  of  hill  and  glen;  and  parliament  may  boast 

its    oondave   of  braying  donkeys  and  chattering  apea 

leagued  for  the  country's  ruin,  but  they  lack  the  lion  heart, 

the  cunning  of  the  fox,  and  the  sagacity  of  the  fleet  hound, 

that  meet  in  my  senate.    Forward !  Scouts  and  rangers, 

scour  the  way."    Up  sprung  a  score  of  recumbent  forms 

skulking  among  the  trees,  as  the  brigand's  horn  sounds 

the  march,  anticipating  strife,  which  uxe  inflamed  passions 

of  outraged  hearts  made  sweet  to  contemplate  and  bold  to 

dare.    De  Lacy,  O'Brien,  Healy,  Mooney,  O'Loughlin, 

Doyle,  and  many  others,  once  so  peaceful,  industrious, 

and  submissively  loyal,  bounded  forward,  pike  in  hand, 

and  flourishing  the  weapons  with  wild  cries,  like  fiends 

let  loose,  they  rushed  along,  yet  keeping  close  beside  their 

captain,  watching  for  the  signal  that  should  direct  their 

first  enterprise.    It  was  breaking  dawn  as  they  left  the 

covert  of  their  retreat,  and,  compelled  to  pursue  devious 

mutes,  and  time  their  pace  to  avoid  the  risk  of  hazarding 

any  open  encounter,  for  which  O'Dwyer  did  not  deem  his 

•mall  band,  chiefly  armed  with  pikes,  equally  matched,  it 

Was  not  likely  they  would  reach  their  destination  before 

nightfiEdl,  if  even  so  soon,  should  they  find  it  necessaiy  to 

Q&e  a  detour  to  escape  ambushed  parties. 

Mean  lime,  waiting  for  the  arrival  of  Esther's  mother. 
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her  old  friend,  Mrs.  Lanigan,  and  all  unoonBoious  of  the 
Boene  of  wreok  and  butchery  being  perpetrated  but  little 
more  than  a  mile  distant,  in  the  family  she  had  left  well 
and  peaceful  so  lately,  nor  having  even  any  notice  of  the 
conflagration,  owing  to  the  situation  of  the  hut  in  the 
hollow  of  a  declivity,  isolated  behind  a  projecting  turn  of 
the  hill,  Kitty,  surrounded  by  a  fine  group  of  rosy  chil- 
dren, sat  by  the  little  fire,  darning  a  stockiog,  and  super- 
intending the  boiling  of  a  kettle  and  the  simmering  of  a 
Eot  upon  the  hob,  while  Esther,  yet  bemoaning  the  fate  of 
er  husband,  untimely  cut  off  in  his  prime,  feeling  over- 
come with  pain  and  trouble,  went  to  lie  down  awhile  upon 
the  bed  within,  a  little  chamber  screened  off  by  a  ricketty 
door  from  the  outside. 

*'Hui8t,  childhre,  don't  make  such  a  noise,"  said  Kittj, 
addressing  the  urchins,  some  of  whom  were  playing  mar- 
bles, and  others  gabbling  in  noisy  clamour  about  the 
proprietorship  of  a  top.  ''  Koon,  Teresa,  honey,  an'  see  is 
there  any  sign  o'  Cathleen,  she  ought  to  have  been  here 
lon^  ago  wid  the  tae  an'  sugar,  an'  things  from  Onoo-na- 
draithe,"  she  added,  in  continuation  to  the  blacksmith's 
second  daughter,  a  child  of  ten,  who  finding  home  lonely 
in  the  absence  of  her  father  and  brothers,  had  left  three 
younger  sisters  with  their  mother,  just  recovering  from 
fever,  and  with  the  oldest,  a  girl  of  fifteen,  had  come  down 
for  awhile  to  play  with  her  cousins. 

*'  I  wondher  what  can  be  keeping  her,"  mused  Elitty, 
beginning  to  feel  anxious  about  the  messenger  she  had 
deputed  to  the  next  village,  about  two  miles  off,  for  tea 
and  other  necessaries,  sure  she  knew  we  were  in  a  hurry 
an'  wouldn't  delay. 

"Me'll  go  see  is  gran'moder,  comin',"  cried  a  merry 
little  fellow,  running  to  the  door,  as  Teresa  oame  in, 
saying: 

•'  Ne'er  a  sign  o'  her  I  see  ; — but  sure  she  won't  be  long 
now,  anyway,  for  she  has  to  be  back  to  make  the  stirabout 
agin  father  coomes  home  wid  the  boys." 

Meanwhile,  trudging  along  through  intricate  lanes  and 
field  pathsi  known  to  her  childhood,  inhaling  with  feelings 
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of  rapture  the  exhilarating  summer  evening  breeze,  laden 
^th  perfame  from  the  bills,  but  missing  the  sweetest  in- 
oense  of  all  which  at  this  hour  was  wont  to  regale  the 
home-retnming  peasant  from  his  daily  toil — ^the  smell  of 
the  furze-bush  and  bramble  fire,  sending  light  wreaths  of 
blue  curling  smoke  to  meet  the  fleecy  clouds  above — an 
elderly  woman,  burdened  with  a  neavy  basket,  came 
wending  along  in  the  direction  of  the  sheiling.  Missing, 
too,  the  song  of  the  milkmaid  in  the  fields,  and  the  voices 
of  children  at  play  on  the  moors,  she  felt  an  unwonted 
sadness,  enhanced  rather  than  dispelled  by  the  warbling  of 
the  merl,  the  thrush,  the  finch,  and  the  linnet,  in  the 
brake,  for  it  made  the  sense  of  solitude  more  complete. 
High  in  the  blue  ethe^  a  lark  was  carolling  a  joyous 
an&em  to  the  setting  sun,  and  a  cuckoo  from  some  distant 
grove  was  ringing  out  his  wild  notes,  with  none  to  mimic 
a  reply.  But  at  length  the  weary  traveller  spied  her 
destined  bourne,  and  loud  shouts  of,  '^Here  she  is! 
Here's  gran,  mammy; — Kitty,  come;*'  and  a  rush  was 
made  en  masse  of  the  delighted  friends  to  greet  her; 
and  a  simultaneous  crush  of  clasping  and  caressing 
arma  soon  revived  again  her  flagging  spirits,  and  ban- 
ished every  other  emotion  than  that  of  pleasure  at 
meeting  her  daughter,  grandchildren,  and  ^tty ;  and 
soon  installed  in  state  in  the  best  chair  and  the  snuggest 
comer  of  the  hearth,  the  great  basket  disgorged  the  pre- 
sents with  which  it  was  laden :  a  miscellaneous  collection 
of  tea,  sugar,  cakes,  toys,  frocks  for  the  little  girls,  pina- 
fores for  the  little  boys,  a  petticoat  for  Eitty,  and  for 
Esther  a  lovely  amber  Cashmere  shawl,  with  lilacs  on  it, 
and  the  makings  of  a  blue  merino  gown,  together  with  two 
bottles  of  wine,  three  gold  guineas,  and  a  scarlet  velvet 
waistcoat  for  Mick,  all  presents  from  Miss  Alphonse  Fitz- 
Patrick,  whose  late  accession  to  fortune  she  dilated  upon 
to  her  intensely  interested  audience,  interluded  witn  a 
history  of  Mr.  Antony,  whom  she  well  remembered  a  fine 
young  man,  going  off  thirty  years  ago  to  seek  his  fortune, 
which  said  fortune  she  magnified  with  such  broad  colouring 
of  imagery,  that  any  hitherto  kno¥m  romance  of  fancy 
failed  and  fell  far  below  the  summit  attained  by  Ivvtdl. 
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A  few  happy  hours  flew  by  as  minutes ;  for  as  yet  the 
young  wife  would  not  pain  her  mother  by  sad  tidmgs  of 
poor  Miok,  all  inquiries  for  whom  she  for  a  time  eluded, 
and  Eitty  had  for  the  while  put  away  thought  of  Cath- 
leen  Mooney ;  but  when  at  leneth  conversation  began  to 
flag,  as  night  came  on^  and  the  children  crept  to  their 
litter  of  straWy  and  were  soon  fast  asleep,  and  Esther  went 
to  bed,  leaving  the  old  woman  saying  her  Bosary  by  the 
fire,  Kitty,  once  more  uneasy,  said,  in  tone  of  distress : 

*^  I  dunno  what  could  have  happened  Cathleen  P  1*11  go 
down  with  ye,  Tessie,  to  yer  mother.  Maybe  she  wint 
home  afther  all ;  for  sure  the  screams  Nora  Lanigan  heerd, 
as  she  came  along  on  the  coach,  couldn't  be  hers.  She 
was  cute  enough  to  keep  out  o'  danger,  an'  I  warned  her 
to  keep  off  the  highway  an'  to  hide  if  she  seen  any  o' 
Garhampton's  soldiers,  or  Hussions  prowlin'  about ;  they're 
the  scourge  an'  curse  o'  the  counthry,  the  vagabones. 
An',  glory  be  to  God,  but  all  this  day  I've  a  thrimblin' 
over  me,  like  one  in  an  ague  ;  anyhow,  alanna,  if  they  ain't 
coome  home,  don't  let  on  to  yer  father  or  mother,  or  the 
grandfather,  but  what  she  stayed  wid  Essy,  till  Winnie  Daly 
the  midwife  coomes,  and  I'll  go  see  afther  her." 

Teresa  promised  compliance;  the  two  set  off,  Kitty's 
heart  too  surely  presaging  what  her  mind  refused  to 
believe,  that  never  again  should  her  eyes  behold  the 
missing  one,  who,  set  upon  on  her  return  by  a  party  of 
yeomen,  had  been  dragged  off  to  a  quarry,  fearfully  mal- 
treated, and  left  to  perish  where  she  lay.  But  Kitty 
Burke's  good  angel  seemed  to  befriend  her  that  night  : 
she  had  not  more  than  an  hour  left  the  dwelling  of 
Esther  Mooney  when  Nora  Lanigan,  having  said  her 
night  prayers,  tidied  the  little  room,  and  covered  over  the 
embers  of  the  fire,  prepared  to  lie  down,  when  she  heard 
several  footsteps  approaching. 

''  It  must  be  Mick  coomin'  wid  Winnie  Daly,  an'  maybe 
some  Bthama  that  wants  a  shakedown  for  the  night,  tho' 
I  think  there's  more  nor  one  by  the  thrampin' ;  an'  I'm 
sure  I  dunno  where  he'll  put  'em,  baxrin,  there's  a  shed 
widout,"  soliloquised  Nora,  stepping  softly,  not  to  awaken 
the  sleeper,  whose  woebegone,  pallid  mien  seemed  to  indi* 
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oate  need  for  repose,  mental  andphjBioal.  A  fierce  thump- 
ing at  the  door  expedited  her  movement,  and  with  a 
chiding  reproof  on  her  lips^  while  she  drew  the  little  holt, 
she  stood  still  and  mute,  petrified  at  the  too  ominous  sight 
of  seven  or  eight  soldiers,  who,  without  preface,  shouted 
to  her: 

''  Stand  baoky  ye  hag,  an'  clear  the  passage!" 
'^Musha,  boys  honey,  what  is  it  ye  want  at  this  hour  o' 
the  night,  disturbin'  two  lone  women,  goin'  to  twelve 
o'dook  P" 

*'  Oi  say,  Missus,  clear  out  o'  the  way,  an'  g^ve  us  none 
o'  yer  jaw,"  cried  a  most  debauched-looking  trooper, 
speaking  with  a  strong  voice  of  authority ;  **  yer's  isn't 
the  first  or  last  pigstoy  we  mean  to  search  to-noight,  under 
our  commission,  for  arms,  an'  wotever  else  takes  our  fancy, 
haw !  haw !  haw !     Come  on,  Dodd  an'  Brown." 

**  For  the  love  o'  the  blissed  Lord,"  cried  Nora  Lanigan, 
in  terror,  as  a  groan  of  anguish  from  the  room  within 
burst  upon  her  ear,  ''don't  ax  to  ooome  in  to-night! 
My  daughther  is  jist  about  lyin'-in,  an'  it'll  kill  her." 

"  Now,  go  say  a  Pater  am*  Ave  for  yer  luck,"  roared  all, 
in  boisterous  mirth;  ''we're  the  docthors  '11  help  her. 
Quick,  clear  the  way ! " 

"  Hold !  '*  cried  Nora,  in  despair ;  "  here  are  three  gold 
guineas  an'  two  pounds  in  silver — all  we  have ; — take  it  an' 
lave  us  in  peace,  if  ye  be  men  bom  of  human  mothers !" 

**  Docthor's  fee  ! "  yelled  a  second  trooper,  clutching  at 
the  bribe.  "  Come  on,  Hog,  an'  Thorp,  an'  Gutterly ! 
an'  let* B  see  if  it  ain't  pikes  is  lyin'-in,  ha !  ha  ! " 

They  rushed  on,  and  thrusting  aside  the  feeble  old  woman, 

amid  the  shrieks  of  the  alarmed  children,  proceeded  on 

their  career  of  iniquity,  brief  but  terrible.     An  hour  later, 

^hen  Kitty  returned,  alone,  from  her  unsuccessful  search 

for  Cathleen  Mooney,  she  beheld,  astounded,  the  roof 

Qf  Esther's  hut  on  fire.     Hastening  in,  she  discovered 

^ora  Lanigan  prostrate  in  a  swoon  upon  the  hearth,  and 

^^n  the  nooT  of  the  interior  the  dead  body  of  Esther, 

^th  a  new-bom  infant  at  her  feet,  which  just  lived  till 

ibe  had  poured  upon  its  head  the  water  of  baptism,  and 

sent  the  unfledged  soul  into  the  light  of  eternity. 
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Perhaps  the  reader  may  pause  aghast,  and  de«m  that 
suoh  piotores  of  '98  must  be  exaggerated — ^the  outoome 
of  diseased  imagination — ^the^  hyperbole  of  extravagant 
story;  or  else  he  may  perhaps  hope  that  they  are  re* 
stricted  to  one  or  two  isolated  cases.  Unfortunately  his- 
toric annals  and  family  records  attest  that,  at  the  same 
hour,  on  the  same  night,  and  for  weeks  and  months,  these 
scenes  of  carnage  and  butchery  were  enacted,  of  revolting 
outrage  and  crime,  which  for  atrocity  have  not  been  ex- 
ceeded by  the  horrors  of  the  Indian  mutiny,  or  those 
inflicted  by  the  fanatic  Turk  in  Bulgaria,  for  there  is  a 
pinnacle  beyond  which,  with  the  utmost  ingenuity  long- 
armed  vice  cannot  go,  or  even  despotism  stretch  its  iron 
rod ;  and  to  this  verge  remorselessly,  inhumanly,  Chris- 
tian England  commissioned  a  hundred  and  sixty  thousand 
military,  backed  up  and  abetted  by  an  Orange  aristooraoy, 
an  Orange  yeomanry,  and  an  infamous  Orange  magistracy, 
suppUed  from  the  dregs  and  scum  of  society,  to  destroy  a 
people,  in  the  mad  determination  to  aboUdli  their  nation- 
ality. ''  But  why  revive  shocking  reminiscences  of  terrible 
deeds  past  and  gone  P  "  some  may  ask.  I  answer :  *'  No 
deed  that  has  ever  been  enacted  upon  earth,  passes  from 
before  the  eye  of  God ;  evil  may  be  repented  and  forgiven, 
but  satisfaction  remains."  *'  Woe  to  them  who  build  a 
city  with  blood  !"  The  blood  of  Ireland  has  built  up  the 
cities  and  inflated  the  pride  of  her  conqueror.  ''  When  in 
the  fulness  of  time  her'  cup  is  brimming  over,  and  the 
liour  of  retribution  comes,  the  nations  of  the  earth,  remem- 
bering her  iniquity,  shall  trace  in  her  humiliation  the 
unerring  hand  of  Divine  Justice  meting  unto  her  as  siie 
meted  unto  others.'' 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

LORD  CASTLERBAGH's  DINNER  PARTY. 

*'  No  patriot  feeling  binds  them  to  the  soil 

W'hose  tombs  and  shrines  their  fathers  have  not  reared ; 

Their  glance  is  cold  indifference,  and  their  toil 
But  to  destroy  what  ages  have  revered, 

As  if  exulting  sternly  to  erase 
Whate'er  misht  prove  that  land  had  nursed 

A  nobler  race.  Hem ans. 

His  ohapel  wrecked,  his  flook  soattered  by  perseoution, 
liimself  constrained  to  seek  safety  in  temporary  retreat, 
and  hopeless  of  redress  from  appeal  to  any  civil  law  or 
humane  sympathy  at  the  hands  of  the  tyrant  faotionrthat 
now  ruled  the  destinies  of  the  afflicted  land,  Father  Fitz- 
pafaick,  musing  within  the  precincts  of  his  solitary  chamber, 
m  the  same  house  in  which  Hugh  O'Byrne  lodged  in 
South  King-street,  the  day  after  his  arrival  in  town,  had 
at  length,  even  as  a  drowning  man  grasps  at  a  straw, 
decided  upon  taking  that  very  step  which  some  while  since 
he  had,  when  suggested  by  his  sister,  on  her  visit  to  him 
at  Lucan,  repudiated  as  useless  and  vain,  to  call  upon 
Lord  CasUereagh,  and  use  what  personal  interest  he  might 
jet  have  retained  with  his  college  compeer  in  favour  of 
the  distressed  victims  of  oppression.  ^^  Worse  than  fail  I  can- 
not/'soliloquised  the  young  priest,  rising,  so  soon  as  he  had 
vrived  at  the  conclusion  of  his  meditation.     '^  Meanwhile," 
be  added,  as  he  donned  his    well-brushed,    threadbare 
^t,  **  I  feel  very  like  a  small  duplicate  Moses,  setting 
^  to  plead  the  cause  of  my  Israelites  with  this  petty 
Phaiao.     In  good  sooth,  I  expect  no  better  success.    Yet 
^W  lies  in  my  power  I  shall  do,  and  to  Him  and  his 
M  in  whose  hands  are  the  hearts  of  men,  commit  the 
itfae  of  the  enterprise."    He  took  up  his  hat,  paa&ed  do'wxL 
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stairs,  and  in  the  hall  met  Hugh  O'Byme  and  Maurice 
O'Driscoll^  also  going  out.  The  latter,  with  cheeks 
flushing  at  the  unexpected  recognition  of  the  young  man, 
whom  as  yet  he  only  knew  as  the  brother  of  Alphonse,  but 
for  which  reason,  experiencing  combined  pleasure  with 
surprise,  cordially  extended  a  greeting  band ;  while  Hugh 
O'loyrne,  who  only  had  known  the  stranger  by  sight  as  a 
Catholic  clergyman,  doffed  his  hat  in  respectful  salutation, 
and  stood  by  as  O'DriscoU  accosted  him. 

*^  Happy  to  meet  you,  and  renew  acquaintance,  sir,  if 
I  may  so  take  liberty  to  designate  our  former  brief  ren- 
contre, or  if  not,  at  least  lay  claim  to  it,  in  right  of  that  of 
your  sister,  Miss  Fitzpatrick." 

Father  Fitzpatrick  bowed  with  affable  smile,  as  he 
cordially  shook  hands  with  Maurice  : 

"  We,  priests  are  cosmopolitans,  sir.  We  are  every 
man's  property,  while  owning  at  the  same  time  to  individual 
proclivities  and  special  friendships  that  more  particularly 
engage  our  interest,  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  number  you 
among  mine." 

"  And  since  I  have  a  prescriptive  right,  and  find  your 
reverence  conveniently  domiciled  under  the  same  roof 
with  me,  I  shall,  waiving  further  ceremony,  simply  take 
possession  of  you,"  laughed  Hugh.  '*  Here  is  my  apart- 
ment, au  premiere,  as  we  say  in  France.    Pray,  walk  in. 


sir." 


''Tou  will  excuse  me  just  now,"  said  Father  Fitz- 
patrick, **  when  I  tell  you  I  am  going  on  an  important 
embassy  to  Lord  Castlereagh.  You  have,  no  doubt,  heard 
of  the  burning  of  my  little  chapel  at  Lucan,  and  the  miseries 
inflicted  upon  my  poor  people  by  the  licentious  and  un- 
bridled troops  quartered  upon  them  everywhere — in 
Leixlip,  Celbridge,  Sallins,  Lucan,  Naas,  and  through  all 
Eildare,  and  from  whose  outrages  they  fly  like  sheep 
pursued  by  wolves.  Well,  I  am  going  to  oblH  upon  the 
Chief  Secretary  to  represent  the  state  of  the  country,  and 
that  if  something  be  not  timely  done  to  avert  the  evil, 
men  who  were  peaceful  and  loyal,  well-conduc  ed  and 
industrious  members  of  society  yesterday,  will  to-morrow 
have  become,  in  self-defence,  desperadoes  of  the  worst  type, 
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oatraging  themselyes  all  law,  human  and  divine,  and  at 
onoe  the  retributive  soourge  and  terror  of  the  land." 

'^And  you  hope,  by  your  mediation,  to  move  Lord 
CastlereagVs  bowels  of  compassion — ^to  relent  in  his 
hideous  policy,"  said  O'DriscoU?  *'  My  dear  fellow'* — he 
shook  his  head — <<did  you  come  to  consult  me  as  an  augur 
or  soothsayer,  knowing  my  lord  as  I  do,  I  should  g^ve  the 
oraoolar  response :  *  Spare  yourself  the  pain  of  disappoint- 
ment ;  the  divinity  will  not  be  propitious  to  your  suit.' " 

*'  *Tis  not  likely,''  chimed  in  Hugh  O'Byme,  « that  this 
British  Robespierre,  whose  policy  is  to  murder  the  country, 
will  be  diverted  from  his  aim  by  any  appeal  to  mercy ; — 
as  well  expect  the  bloodhound  that  has  fixed  his  fangs  in 
a  victim  to  relax  his  clutch  till  he  has  drained  its  life 
blood/' 

"  I  anticipate  as  much,"  said  Father  Fitzpatrick,  sadly. 
''I  have  no  nope,  save  in  the  power  divine  of  Him  in 
whose  name  I  go  forth  to  plead.  What  my  success  may 
be  you  shall  know  on  my  return.  Adieu,  au  revoir. 
And  as  it  was  now  rather  late  in  the  day,  Father  Fitz- 
patrick  hastened  his  departure,  his  friends  accompany- 
ing him  to  the  threshold,  and  wishing  him  a  prosperous 
return. 

Arriving  at  the  residence  of  the  Ohief  Secretary,  Father 
Fitzpatriok  sent  up  his  card,  and  had  nearly  an  hour 
to  wait  in  the  crowded  antechamber  before  the  state 
functionary  could  spare  leisure  from  the  pressure  of  mul- 
titudinous business  to  see  him.  Accordingly,  he  was  then 
ushered  with  much  state  into  the  presence  of  Lord  Castle- 
reagh,  who,  in  lieu  of  the  urbane  condescension  of  dignity, 
received  his  visitor  with  the  cold,  formal  ceremony  of 
pride.     Yet  not  long  was  the  hauteur  of  the  nwveau  grand 
able  to  maintain  its  chilling  reserve  in  the  genial  glow  of 
the  sunny  smile  and  unaffected  simplicity  of  heart-warm 
greeting  with  which,  like  a  southern  zephyr  breathinp^ 

on  an  avalandie,  his  college  friend  greeted  him.  Old 
Memories  crowded  upon  his  brain,  old  times  came  back 
with  all  their  associations  to  soften  his  bosom ;  imper- 

)ptibly  sliding  from  his  altitude,  Castlereagh  returned 
pressure  of  the  other's  hand,  looked  amiably,  whilat 
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also  epeculatiyely,  into  his  eyes,  and  exclaimed  in,  for 
him,  rather  demonstrative  gush  of  expression : 

**  I  say,  old  fellow,  "where  have  you  turned  up  from  ? 
How  oomes  it  we  have  never  met  till  now  P" 

*'  Stewart,"  began  Father  Fitzpatriok ;  then,  correcting 
himself,  "  my  Lord  Castlereagh '* 

'^  Never  mind,  let  it  be  Stewart ;  we  are  too  old  friends 
to  stand  on  punctilios,''  blandly  returned  the  Chief 
Secretary.  '*  What  have  you  been  doing — travelling,  ehP 
We  were  always  good  friends,  Fitz.  Ton  might  have  let 
me  know  something  from  time  to  time  of  your  whereabouts 
and  your  doings." 

"  They  could  scarcely  have  interested  you,"  returned 
Father  Fitzpatrick.  ''  Our  paths  lay  so  far  apart,  and 
verging  to  opposite  goals,  we  were  never  likely  to  have 
met  again,  had  not  events  and  circumstances  beyond  our 
control  dictated  otherwise." 

"  I  understand,"  replied  Castlereagh.  "  I  surmise  by 
your  tout  ememble  that  you  have  embraced  holy  orders ; 
while  I  have  tacked  myself  to  the  orders  of  the  powers 
that  be ;  nevertheless,  old  fellow,  that  need  have  been  no 
hindrance  to  our  intercourse,  and  it  might  have  come  in 
my  way  to  give  you  a  shove  up  the  steeple.  Will  you 
excuse  my  taking  the  freedom  of  an  old  chum,  which  I 
shall  only  do  upon  your  making  me  a  promise  P  '* 

''Name  it/'  said  the  other. 

^^  I  have  to  run  over  for  half  an  hour  to  meet  his  Excel- 
lency at  the  Castle*  I  am  like  Ixion  on  the  wheel,  for  ever 
in  a  state  of  rotation,  as  you  see ;  and  those  who  would 
have  me  must  snatch  at  me  as  they  may.  I  have  a  few 
friends  to  dine  to-day,  come  and  join  our  circle. " 

Father  Fitzpatrick  looked  disconcerted,  glanced  at  his 
costume,  and  hesitated.  Castlereagh's  quicx  eye  detected 
his  embarrassment. 

'^  Never  mind  your  coat,  man,  the  best  of  our  fellows, 
except  Clonmel  and  Buck  Whaley,  take  a  cynical  fit  be- 
times and  sport  a  seedy  coat,  and  a  churchman  is  under 
special  privilege  to  abjure  tiie  pomp  and  vanity  of  dress." 

"But,  much  though  I  thank  your  lordship,  I  wish  for  a 
pezsonal  interview ;  I  crave  it  as  a  boon — I've  much  to  say 
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to  you,"  eagerly  returned  Father  Fitzpatrick,  with  impor- 
tunate Tehemence  of  manuer,  and  every  feature  eloquent 
with  earnest  anitiety. 

Castlereagh  seemed  annoyed:  '^Well,  well;  there's  a 
good  fellow.    Let  me  go  now ; — oome  and  dine,  and  tell  me 
your  case,  and  I'll  see  what  oan  be  done.    I  haven't  a 
moment  to  spare ; — oount  on  my  service.    Adieu ! — early 
dinner — seven  o'clock   sharp,''  and  the  Chief  Secretary 
vanished,  leaving  Father  Fitzpatrick  disappointed  and 
debating  whether  or  not  he  would  accept  the  invitation. 
After  some  consultation  of  the  proa  and  consy  the  votes  in 
favour  of  "Ay"  carried  the  point,  and  at  seven  o'clock  "  The 
Bev.  Mr.  Fitzpatrick  "  was  pompously  announced  in  due 
form,  and  entered  the  saloon  where  already  wore  assembled 
with  the  noble  host  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  guests,  in  the 
midst  of   which    entourage    the    shabby-coated    humble 
priest  looked  strangely  out  of  place,  as  shrinking  and 
diffident,  he  encountered  the  brunt  of  high-swollen  pride, 
interrogating  with  inquisitive  eyes:  "Who  is  this  fellow?" 
Lord  Gastlereagh,  with  insinuating  grace,  advanced,  shook 
hands  cordially  with  his  guest,  whom  he  thanked  for  the 
favour  of  his  company^  and  introduced  him  to  Lords 
Garfaampton,  Clare,  and  Eingsborough ;  Captains  Erskine 
and  Esdmond ;  Claudius  Beresford,  Uussey  Burgh,  Buck 
Whaley,  Rev.  Nathaniel  Lamb,  Dr.  Falstafif,  bishop  of 
some  South  Sea  island  ;  and  a  Spanish- American  hidalgo 
Don  Antonio  de  San  Luis,  from  South  America,  as  an 
old  and  valued  college  friend,  under  whose  auspices,  and 
with  whose  co-operation  he  had  got  into  scrapes  ad  infirA- 
ium^  and  out  of  scrapes,  with  a  joint  facility  and  felicity 
that  no  mortal  brains,  save  those  of  an  Hiberaian  could 
have  achieved,  long  ere  his  own  genius,  developing  in 
State  politics,  had  climbed  the  beanstalk  to  such  ambitious 
height.   "You  remember  our  exploit,  Fitzpatrick,  when 
we  robbed  the  Eesperides,  guarded  so  well  by  that  fero- 
cious old  dragon  Scrub,  and  his  savage  Cerberus  P    Ah- 
ha-ha ! " 

^Confess,  my  lord,  you  and  my  associates  in  the 
0Qterpriee  treated  me  very  badly  upon  that  occasion," 
naUed  Father  Fitzpatrick,   feeling  more  at  ease,  and 
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glanoing  humorously  upon  the  now  more  oondesoending 
oirole. 

"  Yes,  faith,"  laughed  his  lordship  ;  "  we  used  you  mudh 
as  the  monkey  in  the  fahle  used  the  oat — ^in  other  words, 
you  were  our  oat's-paw  to  prooure  the  firuit,  of  whioh, 
thanks  to  your  wit,  you  esoaped  your  share  of  the  booty, 
a  sound  thrashing." 

And  here  the  sounding  of  the  dinner  gong,  and  ths 
portal  thrown  open  by  a  servant  in  livetyi  suspended 
further  oonverse.  The  gentlemen  filed  out  in  order,  Lcrd 
Gastlereagh  taking  the  head  of  his  table,  Lord  Garhamp- 
ton  the  foot,  the  rest  ranging  themselves  in  order.  Father 
Fitzpatrick  sat  between  Lorn  Glare  and  the  Rev.  Natha- 
niel Lamb,  on  the  left  of  the  host,  opposite  Lord  EluiffS'- 
borough  and  Hussey  Burgh,  who  were  on  his  lighi 
Oysters,  soup,  sherry,  fish,  entries^  sweetbread,  ehickens, 
veal  frioandeau,  pigeons,  champagne,  saddle  of  roast 
mutton,  tongue,  forced  potatoes,  purie  aux  ipinardSf  sspe^ 
TBLSUBf  lamb,  salad;  then  second  course,  and  third  oouxse^ 
foUowed  by  dessert,  ice,  jelly,  fruit,  biscuits,  Port»  Bur- 
gundy, Marsala,  grapes,  olives,  cigars  for  amateuis  on  a 
ffllver  tray ;  in  a  word^  no  luxury,  foreign  or  home,  that 
could  minister  to  the  fastidious  appetite,  or  taste  of  pam* 
pered  affluence,  was  omitted  £rom  the  well-served  b&nquet, 
to  which  all  did  ample  justice ;  the  play  of  wit,  aad  flow 
of  conversation  enlivened  the  board,  and,  restricted  aa  yet 
to  casual  topics,  added  zest  to  the  entertainment,  with 
much  hilarity  and  laughter :  it  was  altogether  a  pleasant 
reunioD,  and  so  Father  Fitzpatrick  would  have  found  it 
could  he  have  divested  his  mind  of  the  ever  present  me- 
mory of  the  errand  upon  which  he  had  come,  if  ke  could 
have  shaken  off  sense  of  the  responsibility  that  like  an 
incubus  weighed  upon  his  heart,  if  he  could  but  for  an 
interval  have  lost  sight  of  visions  of  distress,  famine- 
stricken  forms,  and  agonised  faces  haunting  fa^  mental 
vision,  or  shaken  off  the  dull  pressure  of  the  weight  of  the 
long  chain  of  ages>  that  made  him  feel  bowed  down,  and 
cruMied  in  spirit,  as  a  slave  surreptitiously  intruded  into 
the  society  of  free  men.  After  the  doth  had  been  removed, 
and  the  waiters  withdrawn,  with  pondering  brow  he  aat 
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absorbed  in  thought,  till  the  voioe  of  Hussey  Burgh, 
addressing  the  South  American  gentleman  beside  him, 
engaged  his  attention,  and  rousine  from  his  momentary 
apathy,  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  each  guest- 

^^That  was  a  melancholy  catastrophe,  Don  Antonio, 
the  loss  of  the  Infanta^  with  the  crew  and  passengers, 
last  week  in  Newcastle.  Were  you  the  only  one  saved 
firom  the  wreck  ?  "  said  Hussey,  passing  a  decanter  of  wine 
to  the  foreigner,  an  elderly  man,  of  mild  physiognomy, 
who  replied  in  fluent  English,  but  with  a  foreign  accent, 
slowly  and  gravely : 

**  Yes,  Senor,  it  was  a  bad  business.  There  were  seven 
passengers,  of  whom  I  alone  was  saved,  and  brought  alive 
to  shore  by  a  gentleman,  who  rode  his  horse  out  into  the 
surf,  and  contrived  to  grapple  me  with  a  hook.  Several 
persons,  I  must  do  justice  and  say,  made  similarly  gaUc^nt 
attempts ;  but  the  sea  ran  so  high,  and  the  storm  raged  so 
wildly,  and  the  night  was  so  dark,  that  he  alone  was  suc- 
cesafiil.  The  vessel  soon  went  to  pieces  and  drifted  along 
the  ooast;  but  the  captain  and  one  saUor,  I  believe, 
muiaged  to  scramble  on  shore." 

*'  Bather  an  unlucky  expedition  of  yours,  sir,  whatever 
business  rendered  it  incumbent  upon  you  to  visit  the 
Green  Isle,  in  the  present  disordered  state  of  affairs,'  said 
Claudius  Beresford,  with  sly  underglance  of  significance  at 
Lord  Castlereagb,  who  he  knew  held  the  opinion  that  the 
stranger,  a  man  of  immense  funded  wealth  in  Great  Bri- 
tain, and  large  landed  property  in  the  State  of  Louisiana, 
Jbad  come  to  Ireland  upon  some  sinister  mission  connected 
with  the  United  Irishmen  and  their  mancBUvres;  but, 
without  heeding  or  else  noticing  the  drift  of  the  invidious 
address,  Don  Antonio,  gently  stroking  bis  long  silver 
V>eard,  made  answer  in  placid,  off-handed  sort  of  way,  and 
apjparently  with  thoughts  more  concentrated  upon  his  own 
^kffidrs  than  upon  the  speaker  or  the  company  : 

"In  sooth,  yes;  it  was  disastrous.''  After  a  pause,  he 
added :  '*  But  mine  has  been,  from  first  to  last,  a  life  of  ad- 
venture. A  merchant  trading  his  own  vessels  to  all  parts  of 
^e  known  world  must  needs  betimes  meet  with  counter- 
fiiieoks,  and  lightly  I  hold  the  loss  of  an  item  of  pro^^it^) 
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balanced  against  the  worst  mishap — the  loss  of  twenty 
liyes — ^that  of  one  amongst  them,  near  and  dear  to  me  as  my 
own.''  His  eye  dimmed,  but  it  was  evident  he  was  a  man 
of  iron  nerve  and  resolution;  for  he  stifled  the  rising 
emotion,  though  he  oould  not  control  the  mournful  inflec- 
tion of  his  voice,  as  he  piously  added  a  fervent  aspiration  : 
"  Mat  voluntus  iuaJ' 

"Was  it,  then,  solely  upon  commercial  speculation, 
Senor,  you  came  to  Ireland  ?'*  blandly  inquired  the  host ; 
*'and  have  you  been  in  the  habit  of  trading  to  and 
froP'' 

'*No,  my  lord.  This  is  the  first  time  I  entered  an  Irish 
port — not  so  much  for  commercial  motive  as  to  make 
mquiries  about  some  friends  of  my  childhood  whose  memory 
is  dear  to  me.  Cork  had  been  my  destination;  but  driven 
from  our  course  by  baffling  winds,  we  were  cast  in  a  storm 
upon  the  dangerous  coast  of  Arklow,  where,  being  rescued 
as  described,  after  sojourning  a  couple  of  days  in  the  house 
of  my  brave  deliverer,  I  repaired  to  the  residence  of  my 
friend — the  South  American  Consul — Senor  Goncacne 
d'Opelousas,  whose  kind  introduction  to  this  gentleman  — 
he  bowed  to  Buck  Whsdey — ^*  has  been  the  medium  of  my 
acquaintance  with  other  kind  friends,  first  among  whom  I 
am  proud  to  rank  your  lordship." 

Lord  Castlereagh  bent  his  head  in  response :  **  I  hope 
the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance  will  long  be  ours  to 
enjoy,  Senor  P" 

*^I    don't  know,"  returned  the    other,   thoughtfullv. 
'*  The  consul  is  making  inquiries  about  my  friends ;  the^ 
period  of  my  sojoum  will  be  regulated  in  some  measured 
by  his  success." 

'*You  ought  to  settle  among  us  here,"  said  Buck  Whaley^ 
''  You  don  t  know  what  a  jolly  fine  time  you'd  haye  amon 
us ;  'tis  the  very  garden  of  rSlysium  for  diversion,  frt>Ii 
and  fun." 

The    stranger    smiled    sadly.      '*It    is,  Jndeed, 
beautiful    country,     fair    as    the    hand    of 
ever    fashioned:    changeful    skies,    temperate    climatOTr 
varied  scenery,  quite  unlike  our  gorgeous  region,  wher^ 
we  languish    and    die   of  too   transcendent  gloiy,  lik0 
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bloflsoms  witheriDg  in  the  burning  blaze  of  noontide; 
yet  with  pained  heart  I  have  noticed  that  its  inhabitants 
seem  to  be  the  most  miserable  on  the  faoe  of  creation :  their 
limbs  are  scantily  swathed  in  foetid  rags,  their  frames  are 
emaciated,  and  in  every  woe-begone  visage  that  meets  the 
eye  you  read  a  tale  of  suffering,  labour,  and  famine. 
HowisitP'' 

^*  Ah,  my  friend,  how  is  it  you  may  well  ask,"  exclaimed 
Dr.  FalstfldSP,  the  Bishop  of  Otaheite ;  and  the  American 
tamed  to  look  at  the  Churchman,  who  with  limpid  eyes  of 
no  definite  hue ;  small,  thick-set  nose ;  diminutive  mouth, 
minus  lips,  and  resembling  a  slit  made  where  that  feature 
should  be ;  round,  bald  head,  and  fttce  resting  upon  a  pair 
of  broad  shoulders,  devoid  of  the  isthmus  of  neck,  sug- 
gested the  idea  of  an  apple-dumpling,  soft  and  white  and 
ffloesyy  set  in  its  perfect  rotundity  upon  a  dish.     "  These 
Xrisb,  sir,  are  to-day  what  they  were  yesterday,  and  will 
be  to-morrow,  and  much,  I  fear,  to  the  end  of  time,  what 
they've  been  from  the  beginning — idolaters,  sun  worship- 
pers, Bomanists,  Philistines'' — the  Churchman  halted,and 
resumed  spasmodically  : — ^^  have  rejected  the  call  to  re- 
seneration ;  hence,  accursed  of  the  Lord,  behold  them  a 
fiving  testimony  of  his  wrath,  outcasts  of  grace,  like  the 
unbeUeving  Jews,  their  undoubted  ancestors,  the  pariahs 
and  refuse  of  the  land,  the  by-word  and  scorn  of  the 
world ! " 

*^  That  is  exactly  it,"  said  Lord  Castlereagh,  smiling 
blandly  upon  the  eloquent  expounder  of  a  state  of  things 
he  had  rather  not  been  asked  to  explain  according  to  his 
oonsoientLOUS  oonviction.  *'The  Irish  are  by  nature  an 
idle;  ungrateful,  turbulent,  rebellious  people,  whom  we 
can  only  govern  by  the  rod  of  coercion,  in  lieu  of  the 
gospel  of  clemency.    'Tis  very  sad  !  " 

The  American  made  no  response,  as  with  flush  mantling 
bis  pale  cheek,  and  a  heavy  cloud  darkening  yet  deeper 
his  swarthy  brow,  he  bent  forward  on  folded  arms,  in  silent 
cogitation.  Not  so  Father  Fitzpatrick,  who  with  spirit 
of  fire  flashing  in  every  awakened  and  animated  feature, 
lad  imparting  an  air  of  grandeur  to  his  aspect  that  took 
everyone  by  surprise,  so  unexpected  was  the  tTaiin.^on 
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from  the  meek  humilit )  and  diffidence  that  had  excited 
their  contempt  to  the  majestic  mien^that  commanded  their 
respect,  turned  to  the  self-satisfied  prelate,  and  said,  in 
tone  clear,  firm,  and  concise  : 

'^  Your  grace  shall  pardon  me.  And  yon,  my  Lord 
Gastlereagh,  with  all  your  noble  guests,  whose  forbearance 
I  crave  a  moment,  while  I  give  bold  denial  to  those 
charges  made  against  my  defamed  country  and  its  sufiPer- 
ing  people.  I  bad  not  designed  at  this  present  moment, 
my  lord,"  he  continued,  addressing  the  Chief  Secretary,  "to 
enter  upon  the  subject — an  all-important  one — of  my  inter- 
view with  your  lordship,  but  his  grace's  challenge  has  pre- 
cipitated my  course,  and  perhaps  no  more  fitting  oppor« 
tunity  oould  offer  than  now,  in  presence  of  these  gentlemen 
of  influence  and  power,  to  appeal  to  that  Ohnstianity,  their 
pride  and  boast,  in  favour  of  the  poor,  peaceable,  indus- 
trious, well-disposed,  and  loyal  people,  espeoii^ly  of  my 
neighbourhood  of  Lucan  and  the  surrounding  difltriot, 
where  I  have  been  eye-witness  to  atrocities  and  porseou- 
tions,  perpetrated,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  in  the  name  of 
Government,  and  under  your  sanction,  my  Lord  Cafitle- 
reagh,  and  yours,  my  Lord  Carhampton,  nay  more,  by 
your  very  orders,  which,  permit  me  to  add,  were  you  made 
the  objects  of  in  ybur  own  person,  would  goad  your 
human  nature  to  frenzy,  and  which,  if  not  expeditiously 
assuaged  by  more  lenient  measures,  will  assuredly  beur 
most  direful  result ;  in  a  word,  I  warn  you,  statesmen  and 
governors  of  the  land,  you  are  whipping  the  nation  with 
scourges  into  wild  insurrection,  only  to  be  stifled  in  the 
blood  of  thousands,  whose  cries  for  vengeance  will  be  heard 
in  heaven  against  you,  and  repaid  in  blood  upon  your  own 
heads  and  those  of  your  children ! " 

Breaking  the  temporary  lull  of  deep  silence  that  had 
fallen  upon  the  astonished  circle,  and  gazing  with  unutter* 
able  malignity  upon  the  undaunted  speaker,  whose  words^ 
salient  and  probing,  had  pierced  straight  to  the  maxkr 
Lord  Carhampton  said,  with  a  sneer : 

'*  Methought  you  were  a  pious  parson,  I  peroeive  now 
Tou  are  a  politician.  How  shall  we  requite  in  thanks 
the  immense  service  you  have  rendered  in  apprising  our 
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ignorance  of  the  state  of  the  country  P  You  are,  I  take  it, 
one  of  Berwick's  curates  ?  " 

**  No,  sir,  I  am  a  Catholic  priest." 
The  stillness  that  followed  this  avowal  more  eloquently 
expressed  the  amazement  of  the  company  than  the  loudest 
exclamations  or  wildest  commotion.  Lord  Castlereagh 
astounded  but  composed,  stared  inquisitively  upon  the 
young  man,  whom,  remembering  his  feats  of  genius  and 
high  intellectual  acumen,  he  had  even  within  that  very 
hour  been  fitting  into  a  place  in  the  working  of  the  com- 
plicated machinery  of  his  department,  as  one  whose  abili- 
ties would  prove  an  admirable  coadjutor  to  his  own ;  in 
blank  disappointment,  he  now  sat  and  stared  upon  his 
quondam  associate.  At  length,  with  cold  satirical  smile, 
be  said:  *'  I'm  sorry  for  you,  Fitz,  old  fellow !  I  had  hoped 
to  have  been  of  use  to  you  ;  but  priests  are  not  in  favour 
with  our  Government,  else  you  should  be  a  dean,  and  I've 
no  voice  with  your  Pontiff,  else  you  should  be  a  cardinal. 
What  can  I  do  for  you  P  " 

<<  For  myself  I  want  nothing,  my  lord  ;  for  my  people 
I  only  ask  mercy/' 

^  Very  reasonable,''  scowled  Lord  Glare,  whose  linea- 
ments were  not  moulded  to  smile.  *'  But  what  is  their 
reoommendation  to  mercy — obstinate  rebellion  and  oppo- 
tttion  to  the  Government  ?  " 

'*I  deny  that,"  responded  Father  Fitapatrick,  drily. 
"  I  know  my  people  ;  I  can  answer  for  their  submission  to 
the  law,  if  it  will  but  do  them  justice." 

••  Are  they  so  loyal  indeed  P"  simpered  Castlereagh. 
"  Then  we  have  much  wronged  them ; — they  will,  of  course, 
prove  it  by  voting  with  us  for  the  Union." 

*'  If  you  make  that  the  test  of  their  loyalty,  to  vote  for 
a  measure  that  common  sense  denotes  will  be  injurious  to 
their  country,  I  reply  they  will  not,  nor  can  they,"  firmly 
Ysplied  Father  Fitzpatrick. 

*'  There's  the  Jesuit  rampant,'^  cried  LordKingsborough, 
lieroely.  ''How,  in  the  name  of  common  sense,  priest, 
oan  yon  be  silly  enough  to  strive  to  throw  dust  in  our 
^yes,  garble  up  patriotism  with  allegiance  to  the  British 
Crown,  and  tell  us  you  are  loyal  men  P  As  well  migb^  ^ 
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privateer  hoist  the  British  flag,  and  oarry  on  piraoy  as  a 
vessel  of  mark.'' 

*'  You  distort  the  argument,  as  others  wrest  texts  of 
Scripture  to  sanction  its  innovation ;  patriotism  is  perfectly 
compatible  with  loyalty  when  loyalty  demands  no  more 
for  OsBsar  than  Csesar's  due/'  retorted  Father  Fitzpatrick, 
warmly.  *'  If  you  persist  in  exacting  more  than  that^  and, 
like  Nebuchodonosor,  assume  divme  prerogative,  you 
cannot  expect  people  to  shape  their  conscience  to  your 
requirements ;  and  if  you  will  persist  in  goading  them  to 
madness  you  must  abide  retaliation." 

''  We  are  prepared  for  that,"  said  Lord  Castlereagh. 
'^  We  desire  nothing  better  than  that  the  mobility  should 
give  us  an  opportunity  of  showing  them  who  will  be 
master.  Those  same  revolutionary  principles,  which  dis- 
seminated, uncurbed  and  unchecked,  by  wild  democrats, 
have  made  a  Haceldama  of  France,  and  overturned  the 
throne,  shall  be  met  in  sterner  conflict  here ;  and  if  any 
go  to  the  wall  it  shall  be  the  hydra-headed  populace  and 
the  fanatical  abettors  of  insubordiuation.  But  for  the 
matter  of  that^  Fitz,  I  am  quite  willing  to  agree  with  you, 
if  it  please  you,  that  the  country  is  at  present  delight- 
fully tranqiul — ^thanks  to  the  energetic  proceedings  of  my 
Lords  Garaampton  and  Eingsborough,  with  the  efficient 
measures  of  such  magistrates  as  Beresford  and  others — 
enjoying,  and  likely  to  enjoy,  the  blessings  of  profound 
peace.'' 

'<I  gainsay  you  there/'  cried  Hussey  Burgh,  glancing 
with  kindly  sympathy  at  the  now  silent  and  dejected 
priest.  **  Thanks  to  those  measures  you  laud,  the  country 
is  in  a  state  of  smothered  war,  as  I  have  before  declared ; 
and  if  the  volcano  burst  ere  long,  and  erupt  the  elements 
of  destruction  far  and  wide,  beware  the  issue/' 

*'  That  is  exactly  the  pith  of  the  argument^"  said  Castle- 
reagh. **The  country,  exteriorly  quiet,  is  interiorly 
heaving  with  convulsive  throes,  to  assuage  which  the 
patient  must  needs  be  bled.  Information  has  no  later 
than  this  morning  been  conveyed  to  the  Castle  of  pikes 
being  found  upon  the  estates  of  some  gentlemen  hitnerto 
passing  for  well-affected  to  us,  with  sundry  criminating 
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evidence  against  parties  little  suspeoted  of  lending  them- 
selves to  revolt ; — it  is  very  painful." 

*^  To  whom  paiDfdl  P"  demanded  Hussey  Burgh,  ironi- 
cally. "  The  parties  who  will  receive  patents  of  confiscated 
land?'' 

"  Alas !  how  true  it  is  that  the  via  media  which  the 
Gbnrch  of  England,  in  its  spirit  of  toleration  only  to  be 
oompared  to  the  tepidity  of  the  Laodicians,  has  displayed, 
has  only  paved  the  way  to  all  this  scandal  and  obstruction, 
anarchy  and  sedition/'  exclaimed  the  Bev.  Nathaniel 
Lamb,  exploding  in  a  pathetic  groan,  and  with  a  nasal 
twang,  meant  to  oe  plaintive,  but  which  degenerated  into 
a  whme.  *' Verily,  I  reiterate  my  assertion,  that  our 
moderation  hath  been  the  bane  of  the  nation,  conniving  at 
the  ungodly  in  their  evil  course,  and  holding  out,  as  it 
were,  a  prefiiium  to  the  arrogant  upholders  of  the  be- 
nighted, hardening  them  against  Gospel  light.  Yea,"  he 
added,  becoming  excited  as  he  warmed  with  zeal,  and 
with  a  scathing  look  of  ire  at  the  priest,  ^*  far  from  me  be 
the  day  that  any  morbid  fear  of  Jesuit's  vengeance,  or 
their  necromantic  arts,  should  daunt  me  from  denouncing 
the  judgments  of  the  Lord  against  sinners,  and  proclaim- 
ing eternal  war  with  Belial  and  Home !" 

''Hear,  hear!"  cried  Hussey  Burgh,  with  ludicrous 
enresaion  of  humour,  half-annoyed,  half-amused,  as  with 
siuelonp;  glance  he  noted  the  solenmly  offended  mien  of 
the  tacitum  American,  and  the  pained  countenance  of  the 
more  impetuous  Catholic  clergyman ;  for  Hussey  Burgh's 
was  one  of  those  noble  natures  whose  sympathies  are  ever 
pnme  to  side  with  the  weaker,  however  nis  convictions 
might  he  opposed  to  their  cause.    '*  How  duly,"  he  con- 
tinued, with  stin^g  satire,  **  we  vessels  of  election  must 
appreciate  the  high  grace  that  endow  us  with  immunity 
nom  all  sin,  or  at  least  privileging  us  to  the  enjoyment  of 
every  sense  and  passion  without  question  of  responsibility, 
empowers  us,  wmp  in  hand,  to  sit  Uke  gods  on  Olympus, 
ttf  judffe  and  scourge  the  delinquencies  of  mortals.    Let  us 
dimk  long  life  to  Jupiter  and  the  parson  1 " 

Few  there  were  who,  cognisant  of  the  keen  wit,  caustic 
genius,  and  fearless  character  of  Hussey  Burgh,  cared  to 
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encounter  him  in  conflict,  or  draw  upon  their  heads  the 
lightning  of  his  thunder.  So  none  responding,  the  Bev. 
Nathaniel  sat  crestfallen  and  writhing  with  the  pain  of 
the  shaft  that  had  grazed  him,  till  Captain  Erskine  said, 
curtly : 

*'I  agree  with  Lamb.  There  is  nothing  like  stringent 
measures  for  repressing^  the  growth  of  evil ;  and  supineness 
in  the  work  of  the  Lord's  labourers,  bo  he  churchman 
or  statesman,  incurs  anathema.  Don't  jou  think  so, 
Esmond  P"  appealing  to  his  brother  officer. 

Captain  Esmond  slowly  made  response :  '*  I  dislike 
religious  enthusiasm,  which  runs  to  fanaticism  as  the  firuit 
of  a  flower  runs  to  seed.  Nevertheless,  I  do  maintain  the 
necessity  of  quelling  and  curbing  by  every  means,  even 
to  the  pulling  up  by  the  root,  the  noxious  tares  of  super- 
stitipn  and  error,  even  as  we  would  cleanse  a  garden  of 
weeds  with  process  as  unsparing." 

'*  Well  said,  young  man  ;  well  hast  thou  recorded  thy 
sentiments,"  exclaimed  Dr.  Falstafif,  with  pompous  ora- 
torical flourish,  and  eyeing  the  speaker  with  apostolic 
benignity.  **  Verily  the  omens  of  the  times — famine, 
strife,  bloodshed — ^be  grievous  manifestations  of  the  Divine 
wrath,  chastening  us  for  our  mistaken  leniency  to  the 
followers  of  Popery,  in  other  words,  our  compromise  with 
Lucifer  and  the  worshippers  of  the  woman  and  the  idol. 
Oh,  my  friends,  rouse  yourselves ! — ^rouse  yourselves  to  holy 
wrath  against  sinners,  as  ye  hope  for  the  blessing  of  the 
Lord,  and  the  inheritance  of  the  Promised  Land ;  nor  let 
the  sword  of  Gideon  slumber  in  its  scabbard,  nor  be 
turned  by  the  derision  of  scoffers  " — he  glanced  reproach- 
fully at  Hussey  Burgh — "from  the  extermination  of  the 
heathen." 

'*  But  there  be  no  heathens  here  for  us  on  whom  to 
exercise  our  pious  zeal,"  said  Hussey  Burgh.  "These 
Irish,  if  you  mean  them,  lay  claim  to  be  Christians,  as  we 
do ;  nay  more,  they  have  the  audacity  to  call  their  Church 
the  parent  of  ours,  from  which,  as  unduteous  children,  wo 
have  all  broke  loose,  to  gambol  our  own  way.  If  thatt  be 
true,  and  they  adduce  some  logic  to  prove  it,  I'd  as  lief 
not  turn  fratricide ;  and  if,  on  the  contrary,  you  suggest 
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the  oonyersion  of  the  Chinese  or  the  Hindoos — p^ood 
souls ! — I'm  not  so  sure  but  what  they  may  be  as  well  off 
in  their  happy  ignorance,  believing  in  their  celestial  rela- 
tives, the  sun  and  moon,  or  the  transmigration  of  souls. 
At  any  rate,  I  have  no  fancy  for  the  missioD,  so  beg  leave 
to  decline  it  on  any  terms." 

Vouchsafing  no  rejoinder  to  this  most  irreverent  and 
unorthodox  Protestant,  the  dumpling-headed  bishop  con- 
temptuously turned  from  him  to  the  Bev.  Nathaniel  Lcmib, 
and  with  doleful  tone,  addressing  that  lugubrious-visaged 
individual,  said : 

^Muoh  was  I  pained  and  grieved,  my  reverend  friend, 
to  learn  from  that  excellent,  promising  young  divine,  Parson 
Pomfret,  of  the  late  scandalous  affair  at  Tabber — I  mean 
the  resistance  made  by  the  irreligious  and  dishonest  people 
of  the  neighbourhood  to  the  collection  of  your  tithes.  I 
was  sorry  to  hear,  also,  that  the  worthy  proctor,  Samuel 
Knagger,  and  the  two  soldiers,  John  Cody  and  Dick 
Thompson,  were  badly  hurt  in  the  scuffle/' 

**  It  was,  indeed,  very  sad,  your  Grace,"  sighed  the  Rev. 
Nathaniel;  and  with  lachrymose  aspect  he  went  on:  ''but 
only  a  repetition  of  what  is  going  on  all  over  the  country. 
I  couldn't  expect  to  come  off  better  than  others ;  but  we 
had  the  satisfaction  of  slaying  a  good  many  of  the  repro- 
bates, and  hauling  off  our  tithes.  'Tis  a  wonder,''  he 
added,  looking  obliqaely  at  Father  Fitzpatriok,  **  these 
priests,  who  have  so  much  influence  with  the  people,  don't 
at  least  teach  them  to  be  honest." 

'*  If  we  endeavoured  we  should  not  find  it  easy  to  per- 
suade them :  they  were  bound  to  render  payment  without 
baying  received  an  equivalent  in  some  form,"  coldly  ob- 
jected Father  Fitzpatrick.     ''The  people  are  not  fools, 
and  they  no  more  see  the  justice  of  mdemnifying  the 
panon  for  prayers  in  which  they  have  no  faith,  or  service 
in  which  tney  do  not  participate,  than  you  would  if  a 
Uahommedan  came  hither,  and  at  sword's  point  commanded 
yon  to  yield  him  tribute  for  reading  the  JS!oran." 

'*  Well  put ;  a  salient  argument ! "  said  the  American, 
nniling  affably  upon  the  young  priest. 
''Perhaps  the  gentleman,"  interposed  the  di&com&VAdi 
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and  exasperated  parson^  with  acrimony,  <'oan  as  well 
show  by  his  sophistry  how  it  is  that  they  fail  in  inculcatini; 
the  duty  of  loyalty  to  their  servile  thralls,  and  in  their 
mercy  spare  them  the  punishments  which  we  are  oom- 
peUed  to  inflict  upon  them  as  rebels,  and  which  so  much 
moves  his  splenetic  wrath*  Why,  sir,  may  I  ask,  don't 
you,  who  hold  the  people  in  your  clutch,  teach  them  to  be 
loyal?" 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  I  shall  be  so  satisfactorily  able 
to  answer  that  question,  considering  the  anomalous  poli- 
tical principles  and  inconsistencies  of  those  whom  my 
evidence  must  impeach  of  the  very  charge  from  which  I 
shall  endeavour  to  vindicate  ourselves,*'  returned  Father 
Fitzpatrick,  with  a  calm  serenity  of  manner  based  upon 
the  foundation   of  conscious    strength  of  position;  ''in 
proof  whereof  we,  that  is  the  Catholic  people,  the  descend- 
ants of  the  aboriginal  Celtic  race — not  the  spurious  Irish 
of  foreign  Rraft — we  do  not  celebrate,  on  the   5th  of 
November,  the  anniversary  of  the  preservation  of  a  Scottish 
king  from  being  blown  up  by  gunpowder  by  the  English 
subjects  who  swore  fealty  to  him ;  nor,  on  the  30th  of 
January,  the  decapitation  of  his  son,  to  whom  we  had  given 
our  allegiance,  as  the  true  representative  of  the  British 
crown,  drinking  health  to  the  successful  regicide  and  rebel 
Cromwell,  who  dethroned  him ;  nor,  again,  do  we  com- 
memorate with  rejoicing  the  battle  of  the  Boyne,  or  the 
event  which,  hurling  the  legitimate  King  James  from  the 
realm,  forced  upon  us  a  new  dynasty,  and  presented  a. 
Dutch  foreigner  to  our  homage.    No;  all  tnrough  our 
course  has  been  that  of  consistent  loyalty  to  the  legitimate 
sovereign,  just  to-day  as  it  would  be  to  the  orown  o^ 
Hanover,  did  you,  sirs,  treading  in  the  steps  of  your  pro^ 
genitors,  take  a  whim  to  send  King  George  to  the  scafi^ld, 
or  an  einled  outcast  abroad,  and  place  in  nis  stead  another* 
Dutchman.    Nay,  my  friends,  be  not  choleric,  nor  dis- 
cover symptoms  of  disapprobation  at  such  bold  suggestion  ? 
I  only  insinuate  that  what  has  been  might  be  again — 
human  nature  is  not  infallible,  and  kings  and  thronea,  we 
learn  from  history,  are  too  often  but  playthings  in  the 
hands  of  faction.     Should  such  ever  come  to  pass,  I  only 
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mean  to  say,  refuting  every  calumny,  you  would  see  our 
maligned  people,  even  against  their  own  temporal  interest, 
on  the  side  of  loyalty." 

"I  don't  believe  it ;  they're  ripe  for  revolt  this  moment," 
said  Lord  Clare,  dogmatically.  "What  are  the  United 
Irishmen  banding  for  ?  Priest,  you  palter  with  us ; — but, 
think  you,  will  your  diplomacy  hoodwink  the  State, 
and  lure  us  to  credulous  trust,  despite  all  the  damning 
evidence  we  have  against  you?" 

''From  spies  and  informers,  men  hired  to  assassinate 
their  fellow-men,  and  to  trade  in  a  country's  .blood !"  in- 
dignantly retorted  the  priest. 

'*  Yes,  yes !  these  be  our  most  efficient  tools,"  smiled 
Lord  Oastlereagh.  "  We  could  do  little  but  for  our  mer- 
cenaries ;  these  are  the  eyes  and  tongues  by  which  we  see 
and  hear  what  goes  on  in  the  remotest  and  most  obscure 
comers.  By-the*by,  Carhampton,  that  was  a  good  job, 
the  capture  of  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  ?  Clever  man 
that  Major  Sirr,  and  brave  ; — the  rebel  made  a  desperate 
resistance." 

*'  'Twill  be  worth  a  thousand  pounds  to  Shamado,  the 
information  that  led  to  the  arrest,''  said  Claudius  Beres- 
ford.     "Some  fellows  are  bom  to  luck  !" 

''Yes,"  said  Lord  Kingsborough;  ''and  Higginsis  about 
one  of  the  luckiest  I've  known :  he  came  into  the  world  a 
scavenger's  boy,  and  he  has  grubbed  out  of  the  mire  a 
silver  spoon,  egad !  Priest,"  he  continued,  "  if  the  people 
be  so  peaceably  and  loyally  disposed  as  you  say,  to  what  end 
is  this  great  manufacture  of  pikes  carried  on  through  the 
country,  whereof  some  cartloads,  found  lately  concealed  on 
a  certain  demesne  not  far  from  Dublin,  will  surely  hang 
die  proprietor,  and  confiscate  his  estate  P" 

^'In  many  instances,  I  believe,  the  people  make  them  to 
me  as  weapons  of  defence  against  the  lawless  soldiery  who 
break  into  their  houses  at  all  hours  of  the  night  and  day,, 
snd,  under  pretence  of  searching  for  gunpowder  or  rebels, 
o&r  outrage  to  their  families,"  said  Father  Fitzpatriok : — 
'^at  least  I  know  it  has  been  so  in  my  neighbourhood, 
tnd  'tis  one  of  the  miseries  to  which  I  hope  to  draw  Lord 
Costlereagh's  attention." 
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^'  Pooh,  I  can  do  uothing  in  the  case :  the  military  are 
not  under  my  control/'  said  Lord  Caatlereagh.  '<  If  the 
people  will  he  rehellious,  in  a  state  of  smothered  war,  as 
llussey  Burgh  says,  they  must  take  the  consequence.'' 

^*  Certainly !"  endorsed  Dr.  Falstaff,  with  unctuous  soft- 
ness of  speech.  '^  If  the  obdurate  helots  will  be  helots, 
why,  let  them  have,  the  stripes  they  covet,  and  every  curse 
that  falls  upon  the  anathematised  be  their  portion  I  '^ 

''Beware  of  Mordeoai  sitting  at  the  gate!"  muttered 
the  priest,  in  suppressed  tone. 

*'  What,  sir,  do  you  menace?"  cried  Lord  Clare,  scowling 
at  the  speaker. 

**No,  my  lord,  I  only  warn,"  coolly  responded  his  op- 
ponent. 

Hussey  Burgh  amused,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
exclaimed :  '*  Lord  save  us,  if  after  all  we  should  be  in 
the  wrong  box.  My  Lord  Castlereagh,  for  instance,  Dives, 
and  Paddy  Lazarus.' ' 

''Nay,  worse  than  Dives!'*  exclaimed  the  priest,  in- 
toning every  syllable  with  a  sonorous  vibration  that  thrilled 
through   every   bosom;   <'for  the  Dives  of  to-day  adds 
persecution  to  the  miseries  of  Lazarus  :  he  smiteth  whom 
the  Lord  hath  stricken,  and  his  dogs,  in  lieu  of  licking  the 
wounded  man's  sores,  lacerate  them  with  their  cruel  fangs. 
Silence  a  moment,  I  entreat,  and  lor  your  own  souls'  sake* 
hearken  to  my  words,  that  you  may  not  sin  without 
knowledge,  or  I  fail  in  rendering  to  you  the  solemn  word» 
of  unerring  truth,"  continued  the  priest,    elevating  his 
voice,  and  with  impressive  gesture  waving  his  hand  to 
suppress  the  murmurs  swelling  around.     "  Bethink  you, 
sirs,  is  there  no  danger,    that,  moved  by  the  cries  of 
the  afflicted  and  the  humble,  their  clinging  faith   and 
devotion,  their  patient  suffering  and  self-sacrifice,  while 
forgetful  of  Him  who  hath  said,  'Blessed  are  ye,  poor 
and  persecuted,'  you  revile  the  children  of  the  beatitude, 
give  the  lie  to  the  divine  promise,  *  Qreat  is  your  reward 
in  heaven,'  and  arrogantly  assume  to  yourselves  the  attri- 
butes of  prerogative,  to  wreak  fell  passion  upon  your  fellow- 
servants :   bethink  vou,  I  say,  that  the   Lord  of  those 
servanta  whom  you  beat,  and  buffet,  and  bruise  may  not 
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oome  upon  you  in  his  wrath,  and  mete  unto  you  as  you 
have  meted  unto  them.  Oh !  beware,  I  charge  you,  one 
and  all,  that  you  fill  not  up  a  vial  of  wrath  against  the  day 
of  wrath,  to  overflow  upon  your  own  heads  !" 

"Enough,  enough !" — "Shut  up !" — "  We  want  no  homi- 
lies!"— "Wo  know  ourduty  well  enough!" — simultaneously 
shouted  Lords  Carhampton,  Kiugsborough,  Clare,  and 
Claudius  Beresford.  Amid  a  storm  of  yells  and  hisses,  the 
priest  relapsed  into  silenoe,  looking  worn  and  haggard,  and 
as  though  ten  years  were  added  to  his  life. 

Jibingly  Lord  Castlereagh,  whose  manner  never  swerved 
from  deoorum,  smiled  and  said :  '*  Why,  Fitz,  heaven  help 
the  State  if  all  our  theologians  were  such  philanthropists, 
to  boot ;  Machiavelli  himself  could  never  nave  pulled  it 
through.  Pray  let's  discuss  some  topic  of  less  sensational 
interest.  I  say,  Whaley,  is  it  true  that  Colandisk  and 
his  lady  are  not  pulling  amicably  in  harness  ?  How's 
thatr 

'*  My  dear  fellow,  how  can  I  tell  ?  Such  is  the  on'dit ; — 
but  I'm  not  a  whit  the  wiser  than  yourself  of  the  cause. 
Hearts  and  diamonds  have  someway  run  foul  of  each 
other ;  queens  rule  it  over  knaves,  till  knaves  grow  insub- 
ordinate and  act  as  the  king  of  clubs,  and  then — why,  and 
then,  there's  a  row,  to  be  sure.  Ah,'the  mistake  GhiUdford 
made  was  in  not  sticking  to  his  first  love,  pretty  little 
Alphonse  Fitzpatrick." 

•*  But  he  would j  only  for  the  girl's  inconceivable  folly  in 
refusing  to  conform,  and  giving  up  a  fine  fortune  rather 
than  do  so,"  said  Claudius  Beresford. 

"  Mulish,  like  all  the  Papists,"  said  Buck  Whaley ;  ''but 
for  all  that,  I  venture  to  say,  had  he  married  the  girl, 
he'd  have  soon  trounced  her  to  church; — ^but  he  got  huffed, 
forsooth,  and  thought  to  break  her  heart,  thinking,  like 
an  idiot,  she  loved  nim  to  idolatry,  and  forgetting  the  sex 
are  as  tough  as  cats.  Egad,  I  fear  he  is  now  in  danger  of 
the  knout  himself  at  the  hands  of  his  amazon.  What  a 
pretty  creature  that  sister  of  yours  is,  Esmond !  I  think 
ner  the  greatest  beauty  in  the  world; — ^and  Pve  been 
88  far,  you  know,  as  Jerusalem — a  good  step  you  wijl 
say." 
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^<  Some  think  my  cousin  Ethel  is  handsomer/'  said  Captain 
Esmond. 

"I  am  not  of  that  number;  Flora  is  my  divinity:  there's 
not  her  peer  in  the  world,"  said  Lord  Carhampton,  enthu- 
siaBtioally. 

"  By-the-by,  is  that  fellow  O'Drisooll  still  after  liady 
Alicia  ?"  demanded  Lord  Eingsborough« 

'*  Not  at  all !  I've  reason  to  know  he's  paying  court,  or 
at  least  is  in  love  with  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok,"  said  Parson 
Lamb,  spitefully ;  "  only  his  mother  won't  consent  to  his 
marrying  a  beggar." 

"  Apropos,  is  it  true  you  were  once  paying  attention  to 
the  lady  yourself  P"  said  Hussey  Burgh. 

*^  Not  1 !"  brusquely  exclaimed  the  parson.  *^  I  don't 
say  but  that  had  she  oonformedi  for  the  good  of  the 
Church,  I  might  have  been  induced  to  accede  to  the  aunt's 
wishes ;  but  I  would  not  myself  have  thought  of  a  giddy 
young  girl." 

''  xou  had  an  escape,  then,  of  being  my  brother-in-law, 
sir,"  said  Father  Fitzpatrick,  rising  to  take  leave  of  a 
company  and  scene  most  distasteful  to  him.  ^'  But  pray 
do  not  attach  to  my  sister  the  epithet  *  giddy/  which  does 
not  apply  to  her  in  any  sense."  The  company  all  looked 
amazed. 

^*  Nonsense !"  cried  Hussey  Burgh.  "  Are  you,  indeed, 
Miss  Fitzpatrick's  brother  P" 

"I  have  the  honour,  sir." 

'^  How  odd  we  should  never  have  guessed  it ! — and  indeed 
you  are  very  like  her,"  said  Hussey  Burgh.  "  Pray  don't 
leave  us  so  early." 

But  without  heeding  the  appeal.  Father  Fitzpatrick 
whispered  to  Lord  Castlereagli,  as  he  took  leave :  "  May  I 
see  you  again ;  will  you  give  me  any  hope  that  my  suit  in 
favour  of  my  poor  people  will  meet  a  favourable  hearing  ?" 

*'  No,  Fitz,  I  won't  disappoint  you.  I  can  do  nothing, 
I  will  do  nothing,  unless  you  come  to  me  with  your  hands 
full  of  votes  for  the  Union.  In  that  case  I  shall  be  happy 
to  see  you  and  we  will  talk  it  over;  not  otherwise.  Adieu! 
Ho,  Senor  Don  Antonio,  whither  awayl — ^You  are  not 
going  yet  ?" 
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"  Yes,  please  you,  my  lord,"  cried  the  American,  looking 
at  his  watch.  *'Ihaye  an  appointment  I  must  attend. 
Au  repair y  gentlemen."  And  with  hasty  cong^  he  followed 
the  retreating  steps  of  the  priest. 

"Come,  gentlemen,  let's  have  music.  Get  your  violin, 
Beresford ;  let's  have  a  glee,"  cried  the  Chief  Secretary, 
who  was  a  proficient  in  the  art  divine.  ''  Mine  ear  thirsts 
for  other  nielody  than  that  to  which  yon  conceited  young 
fellow,  presuming  on  our  college  friendship  and  his  monas- 
tic charter  to  lecture  and  fulminate  anathemas,  has  treated 
us  ;  but  methinks,  seeing  we  are  made  of  mettle  to  resist 
the  cannon  and  artillery  of  Rome,  he  will  scarcely  trouble 
OS  more  to  propitiate  his  menagerie  of  wild  animals  by 
stroking  the  monsters  we  would  tame  with  whips  and 
chains." 

**  I,  for  one,  admired  the  pluck  of  his  reverence  to  beard 
00  many  lions  in  our  own  den." 

**  I  daresay  you  did,"  grinned  Buck  Whaley. 

**  Yes,  I  felt  quite  awed  by  a  sense  of  the  sublime." 

"  The  deuce  you  did.  Come,  Erskine,  give  us  a  song, 
in  your  best  style  to  a  good  chorus." 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  MISSES  WAKBECK  HIGGENBOGGAN  IN  TROUBLE. 

"  Look  on  the  picture !  deem  it  not  o'ercharged  ; 
There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be  enlarged." 

Byron. 

Havinoi  as  became  worthy  disciples  of  the  Rev.  Nathaniel 
liamb,  Sardanapalus  Pomfret,  Hotspur  Fox,  Ebenezer 
QodkiOy  and  a  host  of  Gospel  zealots  renowned  for  anti- 
I^i^al  zeal,  demonstrations,  and  denunciations,  rabid  and 
nmcorous  against  them  that  carried  the  "mark  of  the 
beast," and  sour  lives  overflowing  with  gall  and  wormwood, 
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brewBd  in  the  alembio  of  hearts  whiohy  wanting  the  ingre- 
dient of  charity  and  self-maceration,  yielded  eUter  all  but 
counterfeit  metal  or  base  dross  to  the  alchymist's  labour, 
in  lieu  of  fine  gold  purified  from  alloy — ^having  acquitted 
their  wounded  spirits  of  any  further  interest,  and  disbur- 
dened their  plastic  conscience  of  any  further  responsibility, 
and  summarily  ejected  their  self-willed  niece  and  ward  from 
the  shelter  of  their  roof  and  a  share  of  their  bread,  the 
Misses  Warbeck  Higgenboggan  sat  down  in  their  respecta- 
bility, doubly  enhanced  in  their  own  eyes  and  those  of 
many  others  by  their  arbitrary  proceeding,  and  sensible 
of  the  consequence  vastly  augmented  by  the  late  accession 
to  their  means ;  neyertheless,  strange   to  say,  they  did 
not  experience  that  blissful  serenity  of  peace,  that  inward 
self-gratulation  which  is  generally  supposed  to  be  the 
recompense  of  heroic  action  or  self-sacrifice,  but  quite  the 
contrary; — a  peevish  feeling  of  discontent  with  themselves 
and  the  world  ruffled  the  even  tenor  of  existence,  and  em- 
bittered the  flavour  of  every  luxury  with  a  venom  for 
which  there  seemed  to  be  no  anodyne.    Naturally  harsh, 
severe,  and  censorious,  the  two  ladies  got  on  well  together, 
so  long  as  a  third  object  was  within  reach  to  divert  atten- 
tion,  and,  like  a  lightning-conductor,  draw  to  itself  the 
electric  bolt  of  the  surcharged  clouds  ;  and  quite  smoothly, 
also,  they  maintained  a  character  of  dignity  with  their 
menials,  so  long  as  a  medium  of  communication  was  at 
hand  to  telegraph  their  will  to  the  underlings,  criticise, 
order,  and  rebuke  by  their  authority,  and  prove  a  safety 
valve,  that  carried  off  risk  or  menace  of  explosion  from 
overboiling  vessels  of  the  nether  machinery,  ready  full  oft 
to  burst  upon  their  heads.    But  now,  the  lightning-con' 
ductor  cashiered,  the  safety-valve  turned  out  of  doors,  B' 
week  had  not  elapsed  till  the  Misses  Warbecks'   sisterly 
relations  and  household  order  assumed  another  aspect- 
Miss  Sophy  and  Miss  Fanny,  pacing  silent  chambers  ono0 
vocal  with  sweet  song,  gay  laughter,  or  merry  chat,  ex^ 
perienced  a  dreary  sense  of  unwonted  solitude ;  seated  at 
table,  missing  the  sunshiny  smile  and  fresh  beaming  eye, 
full  of  irrepressible  mirth  and  troMo,  to  be  scolded  or 
grumbled  at,  unconscious  of  its  softening  and  humanising 
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infloenoe  upon  their  souls,  resorted  to  the  most  natural 
expedient  of  relieving  the  pent-up  steam  by  sparring  with 
each  other — ^a  harmless  amusement,  if  not  mdulged  too 
aorimoniously  or  persistently;  thenoe  descending  to  lower 
leyel,  their  yoioes  woke  discordant  echoes  from  jarring 
ioBtruments,  only  to  be  soothed  into  tune  and  harmony 
again  by  sUlfol  address,  inyolying  tiie  surrender  of  much 
pride,  and  finally  succumbing  even  in  dignity,  till  the 
oalance  of  place  became  finally  a  problem,  and  solved^  at 
length  by  menial  insolence  and  impertinence  struggling 
for  and  attaining  the  upper  hand. 

The  same  eyening,  and  at  about  the  same  hour  that  Lord 
Castlereagh  was  entertaining  his  guests,  Miss  Warbeck 
Hiffgenboggan,  phlegmatic,  gpim,  and  solitary,  was  seated, 
wi&herfiitpuginherlap,  we  cannot  say  dreamily  gazing 
out  of  her  drawingroom  window  :  she  was  too  practical 
to  be  dreamy  or  imaginatiye,  so  we  can  only  say  she  was 
looking  out  of  her  drawingroom  window,  thinking  of 
something  not  pleasing  in  subject,  if  one  might  infer  from 
the  lines  and  wrinkles  that  had  contracted  to  a  firown  upon 
her  rigid  brow.  Presently  the  door  opened,  and  the 
hoosemaid,  lately  promoted  to  the  office  of  housekeeper 
and  confidante,  entered,  without  preface. 

**  Well,  Betty,  what  do  you  want  ?"  demanded  Miss 
Warbeck,  endeayouring  to  uphold  a  semblance  of  state 
and  reeerye  with  the  menial  it  pleased  her  to  humour,  but 
whose  forwardness  sometimes  plagued  her. 

*' Please,  ma'am,"  began  Abigail,  humbly,  yet  with 
feline  gaze  watching  the  effect  of  her  words,  ^'  my  time 
11  be  up  this  day  fortnit,  an'  I  coome  to  giye  wamin'  I 
can't  stay  no  longer." 

•*  Why  so,  Betty  ?"  cried  Miss  Warbeck,  with  an  ex- 
pression of  discomposure  that  did  not  escape  the  lynx-Uke 
eye  fixed  upon  her.  '*  Why  must  you  go  r  You  answer 
i&e  yery  well ;  you'ye  now  been  here  twelye  months,  and 
I've  no  fiiult  to  find  with  you." 

**  No,  ma'am,  I  know  ye  hayen't ;  long  sorry  Pd  be  to 
W  it  in  anyone's  power  to  find  fault  wid  me,  or  say  black 
Was  the  white  of  my  eye ;  but  " — she  put  her  apron  to  her 
syes,  and  began  to  sob  and  blubber — ''  eyeryone  wi'^i  «^ 
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nioe  lady  like  you,  that  I  ooold  live  au'  be  happy  all  my 
life  wid ;  but  i  oouldn't  put  up  wid  Miss  Fanny's  temper, 
an'  oomin'  the  mistbress  over  me  an*  cook,  pimpin'  an' 
spyin'  about,  as  is  mane  ways  for  a  lady,  prowlin'  into  the 
panthry,  an'  askin'  >¥here's  the  rest  o'  the  oowld  meat,  an' 
what  wint  wid  the  fruit  an'  the  tarts,  an'  findin'  fault  wid 
the  tea  an'  suffar  an'  coffee  being  out  days  too  soon,  an' 
reckonin'  the  bills  from  market  an'  the  grooer,  just  as  if  I 
wor  a  thief  that  wanted  to  rob  her,  an'  I  wid  sioh  a 
ch^aother  for  honesty ;"  and  Betty  wrung  her  hands  and 
wailed  aloud  in  the  exoess  of  her  injured  feelings. 

*'  Now,  then,  Betty,  are  yousuoh  a  fool  as  to  take  on  so, 
and  leave  yourgood  place  for  Miss  Fanny's  oddities  ?"  ex- 
claimed Miss  mirbeck,  relieved  to  find  that  the  oause  of 
grievance  lay  not  at  her  own  door,  and  judiciously  pro- 
ceeded to  solace  the  troubled  menial.  '*  Don't  mind  Miss 
Fanny;  she  isn't  your  mistress,  and  has  no  right  to 
regulate  my  servants  ;— tc^e  the  keys,  and  keep  them ;  you 
are  only  responsible  to  me  for  your  conduct  Well,  what 
more  have  you  got  to  sav  ?" 

'^  Oh,  ma'am,  dear,  it  everyone  was  like  you,  what  a 
good  time  poor  sarvints  'ud  have  o'  it,  an'  niver  lave  their 
places ;  but  whin  Miss  Fanny  ooomes  an'  tells  all  sorts  o' 
lies  on  one,  how's  a  body  to  get  in,  as  in  course  ahe'd  have 
yer  ear,  an'  natural  ye'd  believe  her  agin  us." 

*'  Miss  Fanny  has  told  me  no  lies  of  you*  and  if  shs 
did  I  wouldn't  believe  them,"  cried  Miss  Warbeok,  em- 
phatically. 

*^  By  yer  lave,  ma'am,  she  tould  me  this  mornin'  that  I 
didn't  wash  the  lap-dog,  but  only  soused  him  in  the 
cistern,  an'  let  him  lie  on  the  mat  to  get  his  death  o'  oowldy 
an'  that  she'd  tell  you,  an'  took  to  dhry  him  herself,  by 
the  way ; — an'  I,  that  'ud  give  my  own  life  for  yer  little  lap^ 
dog,  the  darlint  crathur,  that  hasn't  the  like  o'  him  fo^ 
beauty  in  the  world ; — an'  more  than  that,  Miss  Fanny 
coomes  to  cook  the  other  day,  an  says :  '  Martha,  who  hau 
ye  in  the  house  last  night,  that  I  seen  go  out  by  tb^ 
lamplight  at  five  o'clock  this  morn'.'    '  No  one,  ma'am/ 
says  Martha ;   *  we  was  all  in  bed.'      ^  I  beg  yer  pardon/ 
says  Miss  Fanny,  '  I  seen  a  robust  man  lave  tne  honid 
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at  five  o'olooky  an'  I  heerd  sounds  o'  yoioes  talkiu'  an 
laugbin'  below  at  one  o'clock  in  the  night.'  *  Oh,  ma'am, 
yer  ravin'  or  dhreamin'/  says  the  cook  ;  '  maybe  'twas  the 
sweep  ye  seen  ooomin'  out  o'  next  door/  Anyhow,  as  I 
says,  oook,  who  has  fine  vails  to  her  wages,  may  think  it 
worth  her  while  to  put  up  wid  such  inwestigation,  but  I 
oouldn't  do  it  no  how.  I  couldn't  get  on  undher  the  same 
roof  wid  Miss  Fanny.  Lawk !  will  I  iver  forget  the  fuss  she 
made  about  her  white  dimidy  petticoat  an'  chintz  mcHrnin' 
gownd  that  must  have  blowd  away  off  the  line — she  as  good 
as  said  they  was  stole.  No,  I  wouldn't  stay  for  no  con- 
sideration." 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  will !  I  couldn't  do  without  you,  Betty ; 
it  is  80  essential  to  have  an  honest  person  about  Qie,  and  a 
clever,  thrifty  woman  like  yourself,  that  knows  my  ways," 
pleaded  Miss  Warbeck.  ^^  Go  down  to  the  kitchen*  and 
next  quarter  I'll  raise  you  a  pound." 

^  Thank  ye,  ma'am ;  it's  yerself  is  the  lady,  an'  no 
mistake,"  cried  Betty,  mollified  by  the  bribe,  yet  npt  quite 
content.  *'  Sure  it's  the  hard-bearted  orathur  Td  be  to 
lave  ye,  knowin'  what  a  lot  of  riff-raff  sarvints  is,  an'  that 
maybe  it's  a  thief  an'  a  murdherer,  that  'ud  plain  ye  in  yer 
tae,  ye'd  get  next.  Flase,  ma'am,  maybe  ye  could 
advance  me  a  lend  o'  a  thirty  shiUins  on  my  next  wages, 
an'  give  me  a  couple  of  hours  to  run  down  to  Ghrafton- 
»treet  to  buy  a  petticoat  and  a  shawl ;— ^I'm  badly  off  for  a 
dacent  stitch  to  go  to  church  on  the  Sabbath." 

•'  To  be  sure  i  will,  Betty  1  Fetch  me  my  desk ; — and 
you  may  have  that  old  black  silk  gown  of  mine  you  seem 
to  covet — ^though  I  don't  think  it's  quite  the  thing  for 
servants  to  dress  in  silk,  and  I  had  intended  it  for  the 
^arity-*echool  mistress." 
**  Oh,  ma'am,  dear,  it's  a  greater  charity  to  give  it  to  me ; 

^an'  who'd  have  a  betther  right  to  the  cast-off  clothes  than 

jer  own  sarvints.     Will  I  tell  the  butler  to  bring  up  tae, 

ma*am  P" 
'•Yes,  dx)." 
Exit  Betty^  triumphant,  witb  demure  under-glance  at 

Miss  Fanny,  just  coming  in ;  and  as  the  latter,  uncquseious 

of  the  impendiog  lecture,  proceeded  to  take  her  aooustotCL^dL 
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Beat  opposite  Miss  Sophy,  Betty  applied  her  ear  to  the  key- 
hole, to  take  in  the  dialogue  that  ensued. 

**Imu8t  say,  Fanny/'  began  Miss  Warbeok — **pray 
put  down  that  cat ;  don't  you  see  it  yexes  pug  to  see  her 
in  your  lap  ? — I  wish  you  would  not  be  so  offioious  and 
meddling  with  my  servants,  and  disturbiug  the  peace  of  the 
house  with  your  interference.  What  would  become  of  me 
if  that  decent,  honest  woman  Betty,  who  has  just  given 
me  warning,  were  to  leave  me  ?— and  to  pacify  her  to  stay 
I  hod  to  promise  to  increase  her  wages,  and  give  her  a 
black  silk  gown  just  as  good  as  new; — ^I'm  sure  all  the 
cold  meat  and  tarts  isn't  worth  it.  What  if  she  did  take 
some  P — all  servants  do." 

**  But,  Sophy,  it  was  you  asked  me  to  see  after  the 
things,''  said  Miss  Fanny ;  ''  and  I  can  tell  you  it  is  more 
than  a  question  of  cold  meat  and  tarts.  The  peculation  I 
have  discovered  is  wholesale ;  and  I  tell  you  Betty  and 
Martha  are  robbing  you  most  enormously  in  tea,  sugar, 
butter,  candles  ;  meat  disappears  by  the  joint,  chops  are 
cut  from  the  loin,  stakes  from  the  sirloin ;  a  pound  of 
bacon  only  comes  up  where  two  were  bought;  and  the  bills 
overcharged  for  meat,  eggs,  groceries,  and  everything. 
You  allow  so  much  weekly  for  housekeeping,  but  thougn 
quite  sufficient  it  would  go  no  way  if  I  did  not  see  after 
tnings." 

*'0h,  nonsense;  it's  all  your  own  mismanagement 
How  did  Alphonse  get  on  ?" 

^*  Badly  enough.  Many  a  time  she  complained  to  met 
and  I  never  disregarded  her  complaints;  hence  the 
rogues,  finding  two  to  one  against  them,  were  restrained 
within  some  bounds ;  but  now  they  seem  to  think  the 
place  their  own  that  she  is  gone:  and  you,  let  me  tell 
vou,  give  them  latitude  by  your  winking  at  their  dis- 
honesty." 

*•  What  can  I  do  P" 

"  Turn  tiiem  away  at  once." 

**  Yes ;  nothing  easier !  and  perhaps  take  in  thieves  or 
murderers,  that  would  poison  us  in  our  tea." 

"  I  can  tell  you,  Sophy,  the  servants  you  have  are  tf 
dishonest  as  any  you  can  get  in ;  and  it's  my  belief  that 
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thej  have  oompany  in  the  house  at  night  with  them  that 
may  be  inurdererB  for  all  we  know." 

*'  I  must  beg,  Fanny,  you  won't  shake  my  nerves  by 
your  wild  imaginings.  My  servants,  indeed,  do  such 
thinffs ! — and  Betty  a  convert,  reoommended  by  Nathaniel 
Lanu),  and  Martha  a  oharity-school  girl,  reared  up  in  the 
orphanage  superintended  by  that  godly  man.  Hotspur 
Fox.  Pray  say  no  more ! — ^you  tease  me ;  and  once  for  all, 
I  beg  you  to  remember  this  is  my  house,  and  not  to  take 
bead  over  my  servants.'' 

*'Very  well,  Sophy,  look  after  your  own  affairs  in 
future,  and  don't  ask  me  to  housekeep  for  you." 

^^Sinoe  you  make  such  a  oompliment  of  obliging,  of 

oonrse  I  won't.     I  daresay  Betty  will  do  it  quite  as  well." 

<<  I  hope  she  may  ; — ^but  I've  told  you  my  mind,  and  don't 

blame  me  if  some  day  you  come  to  grief  through  misplaced 

oonfidenoe." 

A  loud  double  knock  at  the  hall-door  interrupted  a  col- 
loquy  that  was  threatening  to  become  acrimonious ;  and 
while  John  proceeded  to  give  admission  to  the  Bev. 
Agamemnon  Pomfret  and  Souire  Hig^ins,  who  had,  under 
the  auspices  of  Parson  Lamo,  been  mtroduced,  and  be- 
oome  intimate  with   the   Misses  Warbeck  Higgenbog- 
gan,   Betty  levanted  to  the  kitchen,  where,   falsifying 
the   adage,     ^'That  two  of  a  trade  never  agree,"   she 
seated  herself   beside  the    cook   at    a   plentiful  board, 
spread  with  hot  mutton-chops  and  pickles,  cold  roast  veal, 
ham,  cheese,  ale,  and  bread  and  butter.     Delving  her  fork 
into  a  chop,  and  brandishing  her  knife  aloft,  she  exclaimed, 
i&  voice  of  triumph,  with  features  varying  between  satisfac- 
tion and  malignity  :  ^*  Now  I've  been  an'  done  it ;  I've  put 
la  end  to  that  ould  mouser's  kitchen  walloping ;  an'  see,  if 
I  don't  get  shut  of  her  out  o'  the  house  before  long,  my 
luone  ain't  Betty  Grossbag." 

"  It  was  a  good  job  to  put  her  out  o'  the  kitchen  an'  the 
P^thry,  howsomiver  ye  did  it,"  said  the  cook,  wiping  her 
Qunithy  and  drawing  a  hard  breath  after  a  heavy  draught 
of  ale.  *^  But  how  ye'll  get  her  out  o'  the  house  is  more 
nor  I  can  see.  D*ye  think  the  missus  '11  give  her  sisther 
a  ooDgy  to  plaze  ye  ?" 
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'<  Why,  look  ye  now,  Martha,''  returned  Betty,  speaking 
through  a  mouthful  of  sayoury  yiand,  **  ezoept  for  theoon- 
vanienoe  or  use  they  haye  in  'em,  there  ain't  as  mu(di  heart 
for  one  another  in  their  busims  as  there's  fruit  in  a  blind 
nut — ^ye  seen  that  the  day  they  turned  out  Miss  Alpbonse, 
that  was  eyerything  to  'em  so  long  as  she  plazed  'em, 
an'  was  of  use  to  'em,  an'  they  made  anything  by  her. 
Now,  I'm  useful  to  the  missus,  an'  she  knows  it,  bekase,  ye 
see,  I'ye  got  to  the  inside  o'  her,  and  know  all  her  whims 
an'  oddities,  an'  how  to  humour  'em,  an'  I  humbug  her,  'till 
I'm  ready  to  dhrop  wid  laughin'  in  my  sleeye  to  see  how 
the  poor  yain,  consaited  orither,  like  a  born  idiot,  swallys 
like  honey  every  word  thim  ignorint  Irish  orithers  calls 
blarney  an'  palaver ;  an'  to  see  her  lookin'  so  big,  an'  givin' 
herself  the  airs  she  does,  houldin'  her  head  over  everyone. 
Howandiver— out  me  a  piece  o'  that  veal.  There,  not  too 
much,  lest  they'd  miss  it,  an'  be  sayin'  we  had  more  nor 
our  boord  wages — she'll  be  glad  enough,  if  it  comes  to  the 
point  to  know  who's  to  stay  or  go,  to  let  Miss  Fanny  see 
she's  one  too  many  in  the  house,  an'  it  won't  hold  us  all ; 
'tain't  no  such  hard  matther  to  get  up  complaints,  or  pick  a 
quarrel ; — ^an'you  could  help  it,  Martha,  twenty  ways ;— an* 
thin,  whin  she  wouldn't  stand  it  any  longer,  an'  takes 
herself  ofif,  we'd  have  the  ould  one  all  to  ourselves,  just  to 
turn  about  our  finger  like  a  thread ;  an'  see  if  we  wouldn't 
have  more  vails  then  in  one  year  than  in  two  before  ;• 


I  warrant  we'd  soon  put  up  enough,  you  to  fix  John  in  the 
porter-house  line,  aa  no  hankers  for,  an'  I'd  be  able  to 
plaze  myself  wid  the  man  o'  my  own  choice.  Why,  it's 
ladies  an'  gintlemen  yet  we  might  be  as  well  as  the  best 
of  'em,  an'  we  only  set  smart  about  it,  an'  not  be  losin' 
our  time  gatherin'  pence  whin  we  might  be  makin'  a  haul 
on  pounds." 

*^  Maybe  if  Miss  Fanny  was  gone  she'd  get  a  com- 
panion, an'  thim's  the  divil,"  suggested  Martha,  whose 
spirit  was  not  equal  to  that  of  her  enterprising  comrade. 

"Let  her  thry  it!"  contemptuously  retorted  Betty, 
winking  one  eye.  ^'  I  warrant  ye  afther  a  fit  of  rheumatics, 
caught  in  a  bed  such  as  I'd  air,  let  alone  twenty  other  ways 
of  making  the  place  disagreeable  to  'em  both,  the  two  id  be 
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glad  to  part  oompany.  I  remember  oneed  a  plaoe  I  was  ia 
wid  a  ladj  the  daugbther  died,  an'  a  poor,  pale-faoed,  quiet 
thing — a  poor  relation  she  was,  I  belieye — came  to  stay  wid 
her  as  companion.  Well,  my  dear,  that  didn't  answer 
Eliza  Jones — ^that  was  my  fellow-servant — an'  was  afeard 
the  young  lady  would  put  her  nose  out  o'  joint  wid  the 
missuB ;  so  she  sprinkled  the  sheets  an'  bed  well  wid  wather 
afther  the  lady  makin'  such  a  fuss  to  see  'em  well-aired,  an' 
had  her  two  months  in  the  doothor's  hands  wid  rheumatic 
fayer,  an'  whin  she  was  well  enough  to  be  up  an'  go  about, 
she  got  a  skeleton  key  that  opened  the  panthry,  an'  used 
to  help  herself  to  the  wine,  an'  tea  an'  sugar,  an'  victuals 
of  all  sorts,  an'  then  boil  her  eg^  hard,  an'  do  her  chop 
raw,  an'  if  she  said  a  word,  or  complain  to  the  ould  lady,  there 
was  no  plazin'  her,  till,  what  between  that  an'  the  expense 
o'  the  housekeepin',  she  was  so  worrited,  she  was  glad  to 
send  her  home  to  her  people,  and  Eliza  Jones  had  it  all 
her  own  way,  till  she  robbed  the  missus  of  a  hundred 
poond  one  day,  an'  run  off  wid  a  soldier; — so  I'd  know 
how  to  settle  a  oompanion." 

Thus  schemed  and  chatted  those  adroit  knaves,  yclept 
domestic  servants,  over  their  evening  repast,  while  in  the 
drawingroom  Squire  Higgins  made  himself  entertaining 
to  Miss  Fanny  by  giving  exciting  details  of  a  shocking 
bui^lary  and  murder  committed  the  night  before  in  the 
oity,  and  Miss  Sophy  relieved  her  aggrieved  sensibilities  in 
bemoaning  to  the  Bev.  Agamemnon  all  the  trouble  she  had 
to  endure  on  the  score  of  imprudent  Fanny's  collision  with 
the  servants,  and  causing  thereby  such  serious  breach  of 
harmony  that  the  offended  menials,  at  least  Betty,  the 
most  valued  of  them,  had  just  a  while  ago  given  warning, 
and  had  to  be  mollified  by  concessions,  increase  of  wa^es, 
a  silk  Rown,  &o.  &c.,  to  which  the  reverend  auditor  rephed, 
in  high-flown  phrase : 

^  Quite  right  you  are,  my  dear  madam,  a  faithful  ser- 
vant is  more  preoiouB  than  silver  or  gold,  and  to  be 
retained  at  any  cost  or  sacrifice ;  moreover,  it  is  incumbent 
upon  ns  to  guard  these  brands  snatched  £rom  the  burning 
fiK>m  relapsing  into  the  errors  of  popery; — ^the  priests,  like 
spiders  in  a  cobweb,  lie  in  wait  for  souls,  and  if  we  oae^.  qQ. 
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these   hapless  wretohes,  what  else    is  before  them  but 
Babylon  and  the  mystery  of  iniquity  P" 

**  iBut  that's  all  mighty  fine  talk,  parson/'  cried  MLbs 
Fanny,  who,  having  overheard  the  colloquy,  in  which  she  felt 
more  interested  than  the  burglary,  suspended  herattention 
a  moment,  to  give  her  matter-of-fact  opinion  on  the  other 
subject ; ''  if  you,  my  good  young  firiend,  went  down  of  a 
morning  to  your  storeroom  and  found  the  tea-caddy  you 
had  filled  the  day  before  half  empty,  and  the  lump  sugar 
abstracted  by  the  pound,  and  the  wine  and  spirits  watered, 
and  the  cheese,  eggs,  meat,  butter,  preserves,  and  fruit  all 
disappearing  by  halves,  I'd  like  to  know  what  you  or  any 
other  housekeeper  would  say  about  it." 

''  'Tis  veiy  hard,  Miss  Fanny,  I  own,  but  admonish  the 
ofiFenders,"  mildly  responded  the  gentle  divine ;  remind 
them  of  the  commandment,  ^  Thou  shalt  not  steaL' " 

''Fiddlestick  !  '^  ejaculated  Miss  Fanny,  with  energy; 
and  stuttering  and  stammering  in  the  volubility  of  decU- 
mation,  she  continued :  ''You  parsons  are  so  pious,  merciful, 
and  lenient  to  vice,  I  wonder  you  let  the  magistrates  send 
any  culprits  to  jail,  where  I'm  right  sure  ours  ought  to  be, 
and  where  they  should  be,  had  I  a  voice  in  it.  I  declare, 
I  think  them  as  bad  and  wicked  as  any  Papist,  that  is — ^* 
ske  corrected  herself — ''  priest-ridden,  Jesuitical  Papists, 
for  there  are  a  few,  I  daresay,  only  Papists  in  name  and 
out  of  obstinacy,  like  our  niece,  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick, 
who,  though  nominally  a  Papist,  had  none  of  the  dark 
craft  of  the  sect,  but  was,  I'm  bound  to  admit,  very  suner- 
stitious.  Ah,  she  was  a  great  loss  to  us ;  somehow  she  had 
a  knack  of  managing  these  servants ;  it  was  a  great  sacri- 
fice our  parting  her." 

'^  Bight  you  were,  my  dear  madam,"  responded  the 
parson,  authoritatively.  *'  For  is  it  not  written,  '  If  thy 
right  eye  scandaUse  thee,  thou  shalt  pluck  it  out  and  cast 
it  from  thee  ?'  I  am  happy  to  witness  such  demonstration 
of  zeal  in  the  disciples  of  our  Church ;  most  edifying  is  the 
righteous  wrath  of  the  godly,  and  admirable,  when  quoting 
the  example  of  Brutus,  it  smiteth  them  of  its  own  house- 
hold with  impartial  rod.'*  Miss  Fanny  made  no  rejoinder, 
mystified  between  the  paradox  of  mild  admonition  to 
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glaring  offenders  of  no  kith  or  kin,  and  righteous  wrath 
to  them  of  one's  own  household^  not  obviously  guilty  of 
any  speoifio  crime,  she  collapsed  in  silence  ^^lileMies 
Sophy  filled  out  the  cofiPee,  and  the  Rev.  Agamemnon 
helped  himself  to  a  toasted  muiSn,  and  the  Sham  Squire 
vigorously  scratched  his  head,  in  momentary  oblivion  of 
his  surroundings,  and  aspirated  between  his  teeth : 

** Hiffb, pifihl  jolly  dogs!  How'd  the  world  spin  but  for 
knaves  that  know  how  to  peg  the  top  P  We  might  all  go  to 
bed  an'  snore ;  there'd  be  no  such  thioff  as  making  a  crop 
out  of  it.  Hang  the  saints  an'  bless  the  sinners,  say  I — 
only  I  don't  believe  there  ain't  many  saints^  an'  them  that 
gets  hanged  has  messed  their  business,  an'  been  unoommon 
fools,  say  I,  like  Lord  Edward,  that  must  needs  run  to 
boiTOW  under  the  very  noses  and  in  the  very  kennel  of 
the  hounds.    Lucky  for  me  ;  piffh  !  " 

'*  Will  you  take  tea  or  coffee,  Mr.  Higgins  ?  "  demanded 
Miss  Warbeck,  eyeing,  not  amiably,  that  odious,  low-born, 
forward  fellow,  introduced  by  Parson  Lamb,  and  pawned 
upon  her  as  a  relation  to  make  much  of  and  cherish. 

"  Seek  and  tea,  the  ladies  delectable  dissipation,  my 
dear.  Give  me  the  stingo  that  warms  the  heart  of  the  great 
Mogul,  aromatic  Mocha,"  cried  the  Squire,  rubbing  his 
hands  complacently. 


CHAPTER  XXIIL 

THE  WHEEL  OF  FORTUNE — A  NEW  VERSION  OF  CINDERELLA. 

"  Tbou  caoBt  number 
In  thy  long  line  of  glorious  ancestrj, 
Men,  the  bright  offering  of  whose  blood  hath  made 
The  ground  it  bathed  e  en  aa  an  altar,  whence 
High  thoughts  shall  rise  for  eyer. 
Bore  thej  not  midst  flame  and  sword,  their  witness  of 
The  cross,  with  its  ▼ictorious  inspiration  girt, 
As  with  a  conqueror's  robe." 

Siege  of  Fa^^ia.— Hbicaxs. 

The    conrse  of  life  which  so    long  run  upon    smooth 
wheels  had  at  length  arrived  at  the  turning*  point  of  ruts 
and  obstructions,  over  which  they  jolted  uneasily  alotsg^didL 
not  discover  indications  of  improvement  iu  favout  oi  \)cL!d 

2a 
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Misses  Warbeok  Higgenbogean,  mutually  dissatisfied 
with  the  world  at  large,  and  themselFes  and  each  other  in 
particular.  They  sat  in  moody  silenoe  apart  in  their  draw- 
ingroom,  the  morning  after  the  evening  of  our  preceding 
narrative,  one  poring  over  a  great  Bible  lying  open  on  the 
table  before  her,  from  whose  pages  she  appeared  to  derive 
about  as  much  oomfort  as  one  who  had  just  been  the  re- 
cipient of  a  letter  containing  bad  news,  while  the  other, 
hard  and  grim,  bent  over  an  escritoire,  was  immersed  in  the 

;a6time,  more  practical  than  poetic,  of  making  up  accounts, 
^he  occupation  of  each  was  interrupted  by  a  loud  clatter 
of  horses'  hoofs,  and  the  sound  of  a  carriage,  suddenly 
arrested  in  swift  career,  and  drawn  up  before  their  door. 

"Who  can  this  be,  Fanny;  surely  no  visitor  before 
one  o'clock  ?"  exclaimed  Miss  Warbeck,  with  unwonted 
excitement,  looking  towards  the  window,  but  Miss  Fanny, 
too  occupied  with  more  serious  matter  to  be  curious  on  the 
subject,  made  stifi'  response  : 

*'  I'm  sure  I  don't  know ;  all  I  know  is,  Sophy,  that 
I've  been  robbed  quite  lately  in  this  house  of  twenty 
pounds. — No  I — shut  your  lips;  I  never  lost  it ; — I'm  not  so 
careless  of  my  money  or  my  keys.  My  trunk  has  been 
opened  somehow,  and  the  gold  abstracted  from  a  box ; 
and  in  the  housekeeping-book  here  I  find  entries  I  never, 
I  am  sure,  made,  and  an  enormous  increase  of  expendi- 
ture I  know  not  how  to  account  for,  sa^e  in  the  explana- 
tion that  we  are  fearfully  robbed  by  servants  and  tradesmen 
in  collusion." 

A  retort  more  acrimonious  than  courteous  was  on  the 
lips  of  Miss  Warbeck,  when  the  door  was  thrown  open, 
and  a  fine-looking  man  of  grave  deportment,  and  verging 
upon  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf  of  age,  entered,  announced 
by  John  as  Don  Antonio  de  San  Luis.  The  ladies  rose 
and  courtesied  with  formal  ceremony,  glancing  the  while 
with  minute  attention  at  the  equipment  and  personal  out- 
fit of  the  stranger,  which  was  neither  modish  or  costly 
enough  to  claim  obeisance,  nor  indiSereut  enough  to  inspire 
disrespect.  His  habiliments  were  those  of  a  gentleman, 
decidedly,  yet  the  gloss  and  lustre  of  newness  was  wanting 
to  their  embellishment ;  a  crease  and  wrinkle  here  ana 
there  showed  tokens   of  their  advancing  decay,  and  a 


THE  WHEEL  OP  FORTUNE.  341 

threadbare  look,  which,  had  they  been  worn  by  one  of  less 
imposing  presenoe,  had  expressed  poverty,  but  which  upon 
him  might  readily  denote  the  careless  indifference  of  a 
man  too  weighted  with  affluence,  or  too  lofty  of  mind  to 
bend  to  the  minor  details  of  foppery  or  fashion.  Simply 
dignified,  calmly  self-possessed,  he  addressed  the  occupants 
of  the  saloon,  over  which  his  eyes  a  moment  wandered 
with  superficial  observation  that  merely  took  in  its  general 
aspect  :  ^'I  believe  I  have  the  honour  to  address  the 
Misses  Warbeck  Higgenboggan  ?  " — ^The  ladies  made  a 
token  of  assent. — He  resumed,  ''  I  have  been  informed  by 
my  friend,  the  South  American  Consul,  that  a  young  lady 
named  Alphonsa  Fitzpatrick,  closely  related  to  you,  has 
been  your  ward,  and  resides  under  your  care.'' 

The  Misses  Warbecks'  bosoms  inflated  with  sudden 
emotion,  and  by  a  coincidence,  perhaps  not  strange,  they 
each  secretly  jumped  to  the  same  conclusion.  This  Don 
Antonio  niust  be  a  friend  of  our  brother  Jeremiah's,  and 
come  about  the  will.  Instantly  thawing  the  ice  of  reserve 
in  profuse  civilities,  they  vied  with  each  other  in  over- 
whelming the  visitor:  one  shook  him  warmly  by  the 
hand,  another  pulled  over  an  arm-chair.  Miss  Fanny 
rung  for  wine,  while  Miss  Sophy  entreating  him  to  be 
seated,  launched  out  with  fluency : 

'^  You  are  quite  rightly  informed,  Don  Antonio :  the 

frl  in  question,  my  niece,  has  lived  with  me  and  her  Aunt 
anny  these  several  years.  In  fact,  from  her  childhood 
I've  neen  a  mother  to  her :  fed,  clothed,  educated,  accom- 
plished her,  till  I  can  safely  say  no  girl  could  compete 
with  her  for  finish.  It  is  true  my  dear  brother  Jeremiah 
allowed  most  generously  for  her  education ;  but  ten  times 
what  he  gave  never  could  have  indemnified  me  for  all  the 
tioable  I  took  with  her,  and  all  the  anxiety  she  caused 
^e;  for  she  was  no  babe  of  grace  to  rear;  her  mother,  our 
l^alf-sister,  I  regret  to  say,  being  a  Papist,  and  her  father 
ofthe  same  creed,  she  inherited  all  the  stubborn,  wilful, 
u^ST^te  spirit  of  her  godless  parents.  Well,  I  believe  you 
kDow  the  sequel.  Wnen  her  uncle,  our  dear  brother,  died, 
Md  at  our  suggestion,  left  her  a  princely  fortune,  on 
the  condition  of  renouncing  the  errors  of  Popoty)  exA 


shelter  of  our  house  in  dudgeon  i 
obstinacy,  rendered  herself  an  outcast, 
to  save  her  from  the  degradation  of  tl 
a  good  young  woman,  whom  we  patro 
qualities,  to  give  her  an  asylum  in  th( 
conducts  with  so  much  oredit — Miss  I 
green ; — ^I  daresay  you  may  have  he 
person?'' 

Don  Antonio,  who  had  sat  all  this 
pose,  with  eyes  ri vetted  upon  the  speai 
contxaoted,  as  one  pained  by  such  a  ri 
and  spirit  hardened  against  such  a  yo 
answer,  in  a  low  tone  : 

"  Yes,  I  daresay  ; — ^but  tell  me, 
\  lady  a  brother?" 

*'  A  brother ! "  cried  Miss  Fanny,  I 

^    '^  Sophy ,  who  showed  a  disposition  to  d 

leave  her  a  cypher  in  the  background 
priest,  who  also  offended  his  uncle,  Q 
ran  away  &om  ooUege,  and  lost  ther«| 
We  look  upon  him  as  the  author  an< 

^  unfortunate  perversity  ;  and  thougl 

house,  they  used  to  meet  and  corres^ 
gether  they  will  go  to  destruction."] 

'^i-i  '^Gan  you  tell  me,  madam,  whe| 
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dxehaiiged  startled  glanoes — ''but  I  was  intercepted  by 
Huasey  Bnrgh,  following  to  ask  me  to  dine  with  him 
to-day,  and  when  I  gained  the  street  I  found  no  traoe 
of  him." 

**  Oh,  that  oonld  not  have  been  Alphonse's  brother^  the 
priest ;  he  is  not  in  suoh  society ;  it  gives  him  enough  to 
do  to  keep  body  and  soul  together ; — nay,  at  times,  we 
hear,  he  is  absolutely  starving,  and  in  black  want  at  all 
periods/'  said  both  incredulous  ladies,  with  supercilious 
smile  at  the  ignorant  stranger.  *^  Priests,  moreover,  are 
not  invited  into  society,  with  the  exception,  perhaps,  for 
political  reasons,  on  odd  occasion  a  Popish  prelate  may, 
such  as  Troy  or  Moylan." 

'*  Poor  fellow  I"  soliloquised  Don  Antonio,  with  benign 
pathos.l  '*  Oh,  yes,  he  was  Alphonse's  brother ; — ^but  I  shall 
find  out  his  address  from  her."   . 

*' Then  you  mean  to  call  on  Miss  FitzpatrickP"  said 
Miss  Warbeck,  with  hauteur.  "  I  do  not  think  you  will 
be  admitted  to  see  her,  since  the  Misses  Hodgens  have 
orders  without  our  permission  to  forbid  it*  If  you  have 
any  business  with  her  we  shall  be  Happy  to  transact  it  for 
you." 

**1  thank  you,  madam,''  returned  Don  Antonio,  as 
loftily  he  rose  to  depart.  '*  My  business  with  Miss  'Fitz- 
patriok  is  personal,  and,  being  her  mother's  uncle,  I  am 
suffiotently  provided  with  carte  blanche  to  authorise  me  to 
see  my  grandniece  at  pleasure." 

The  ladies  recoiled,  aghast  and  confounded.  ^'Her 
mother's  undo ! "  cried  Miss  Warbeck.  **  Her  mother's 
unole  I"  reverberated  Miss  Fanny. 

"Yes,  madam!"  coldly  answered  the  visitor.  "My 
name  is  Anthony  MacMahon.  When  a  young  lad  I  wont 
abroad  to  seek  in  paths  of  industry  the  means  of  livelihood 
and  fortune  denied  me  in  my  native  land.  Successful  in  my 
enterprise  beyond  my  most  sanguine  hopes,  and  known  in 
my  new  abode  of  the  western  hemisphere  as  Don  Antonio 
de  San  Luis,  I  have  returned  to  gratify  a  home^sick 
jreaminff  of  years,  to  gaze  for  the  last  time  upon  the  laud 
of  my  birth,  to  embrace  my  parted  kindred,  to  aid  such  as 
may  need  it,  and  to  offer  a  happy  and  wealthy  home  to 
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the  children  of  the  beloved  fiister  whose  grave  was  all  that 
remained  of  her  to  greet  my  longing  eyes,  having  no  heirs 
of  my  deceased  wife,  now  in  existence,  to  make  them  the 
inheritors  and  partners  of  my  cumbersome  wealth,  which 
I  shall  so  convey  that  they  shall  run  no  risk  of  forfeiting 
it  on  score  of  creed  or  nationality.  I  am  glad,  heartily 
glad,  to  find  that  these  outcast  chUdren  are  in  distress  so 
dire,  for  the  pleasure  it  will  afford  me  to  relieve  it,  and  the 
hope  it  inspires  of  attaching  their  affection  as  a  benefSeustor ; 
for  I  own  I  have  been  pleased,  greatly  pleased,  and  proudly 
gratified  with  the  bearing  of  my  nephew  last  night  at  our 
dinner  party,  though  I  must  confess  his  coat  was  none  of 
the  best.  Adieu,  madam ; — Stephen's-green,  you  say,  is 
where  the  Misses  Hodgens  reside  P  I  shall  at  once  pro- 
ceed thither."  With  a  stately  bow,  he  closed  the  door, 
leaving  the  Misses  Warbeck  so  confounded  that  they  had 
not  presence  of  mind  to  ring  the  bell  for  the  butler  to  open 
the  hall-door. 

Heart-sore,  brain -siok,  weary  of  unremitting  toil  and 
drudgery,  the  gnawing  of  the  canker-worm  of  disappointed 
love  and  trust,  unmedicated  by  tender  sympathy,  or 
affectionate  intercourse  with  congenial  associates,  severed 
from  familiar  intercourse  with  her  surroundings,  isolated 
in  feeling,  mind,  and  soul,  more  than  they  whom  a  foreign 
language  has  cut  off  from  all  interchange  of  speech,  but 
who  yet  can  interpret  each  other  by  signs,  as  the  dumb 
converse  by  their  alphabet,  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  day  by 
day  eked  out  the  tenor  of  her  existence  in  one  unvarying 
routine  of  unrequited  labour,  and  thankless  service,  aching 
in  solitude  and  silence,  with  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  a 
spirit  famishing  for  human  solace,  and  only  preserved  in 
life  by  the  strength  of  the  supernatural  food  imbibed  so 
frequently  in  the  life-giving  sacrament  of  the  altar. 
Hopeless,  loveless,  joyless,  to-day  as  every  other,  she  pre- 
sided as  a  very  forlorn  muse  of  melody,  striving  patiently 
to  initiate  tyros,  among  whose  phrenological  organs  that 
of  music  was  altogether  absent,  or  represented  by  a  bone 
in  the  divine  science,  which  would  remain  for  ever  an 
abstruse  enigma  to  their  obtuse  faculty  ;  or  eliminate  from 
the  junction   of  clumsy   fingers  strumming  ivory  keys. 
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hflrmonioos  numbers  from  the  vibrating  ohords  of  the 
tuneful  instrument,  unoonsoious  that  a  visitor  to  her  had 
just  knocked  at  the  hall-door,  for  since  the  day  that 
O'Drisooll  had  conducted  her  to  the  same  portal,  so 
scrupulously  was  it  guarded,  that  no  future  intruder  had 
crossed  its  threshold,  and  so  salutary  and  efficacious  was 
the  abiding  impression  of  all  the  pain  she  had  suffered 
upon  that  occasion,  that  though  he  had  called  again  and 
again,  and  written,  and  deputed  his  mother  to  write  and 
call,  their  visits  and  letters  alike,  she  peacefully  submitted 
to  know,  were  withheld  from  her,  and,  apathetically 
resigned,  she  toiled  on  in  silence.  The  visitor  had 
knocked  a  second  time,  and  then  the  pink-eyed  boy,  James 
Slevin,  thrusting  bis  dirty  fiugers  into  a  tangle  of  straw- 
coloured  hair,  and  wiping  his  mouth  in  the  corner  of  a 
not  over  clean  white  apron,  as  he  passed  from  his  dinner 
to  attend  the  summons,  opened  the  door  to  a  young  man  in 
a  suit  of  shabby  black,  who  entering,  demanded  to  see  Miss 
Fitzpatrick.  James  showed  the  visitor  into  the  dingy 
parlour,  and  was  proceeding  on  his  mission,  for  though  he 
knew  the  interdict  against  visitors  to  the  governess,  with 
the  perversity  of  youth  he  longed  to  disobey  a  Missus 
to  wnose  behest  he  was  often  rebellious,  and  nimbly  he 
trotted  up  the  stairs  till  arrested  in  mid-course  by  a  shrill 
voice  crying  from  the  schoolroom,  as  he  flitted  along  : 

"  Well,  James,  who  knocked  ? — where  are  you  going  ?  " 

^*  Please,  ma'am,"  returned  James,  sheepishly  fronting 
Miss  Hodgens'  brisk  eyes,  as  she  popped  her  head  out 
through  the  door,  *^  it's  a  young  man  wot  wants  to  see 
Miss  Fitzpatrick." 

**  That'll  do  ;  go  to  your  kitchen,"  cried  Miss  Hodgens, 
emergmg  bodily  from  the  schoolroom,  and  making  quick 
paces  for  the  parlour,  which  she  entered,  and  without 
preamble  accosted  a  young  man,  who  bowed  with  a  timid 
air  of  deference.      '*  Well,  sir,  what's  your  business  ?  " 

''  I  am  Miss  Fitzpatrick's  brother.    I  came  up  to  town 

only  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  as  my  sister   did 

not  reply  to  my  letter,  I  called,  fearing  lest  she  might  be 

ill,"  mildly  responded  the  young  man  ;   to  which  Miss 

Hodgens  made  reply  : 
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'*  Mifis  Fitzpatrick  is  very  well;  but  I  don't  allow  anyone 
in  my  house  to  receive  letters  or  gentlemen's  visits.  Here's 
your  letter" — she  drew  a  soiled  and  crumpled  note  from 
her  pocket — "  take  it,  and  spare  yourself  the  trouble  of 
writing  or  coming  again." 

"  But  the  lady  is  my  sister,"  pleaded  the  young  man 
with  flushed  brow  and  energetic  tone.  **  You  will  surely 
not  object  to  my  seeing  her  for  a  few  moments  P' 

"  I  tell  you  you  can't ;  I  don't  care  whether  she's  your 
sister  or  not.  Come,  sir,  go ;  I  haven't  time  to  stop  talking 
to  you.  A  fine  thing,  truly,  for  people  to  come  idling 
my  dependents,  and  taking  up  their  time ;  I  couldnH  on 
any  account  allow  it.'* 

*^  I  must  say  it  is  very  hard,"  said  the  young  man,  slowly 
and  reluctantly  walking  to  the  door.  He  paused  on  the 
thresholdi  and  said :  "  Might  I  then  trouble  you  to  give 
her  a  message  from  me,  to  say  I  —  " 

''I'll  take  no  message  for  anyone,"  interrupted  Miss 
Hodgens,  opening  the  hall- door,  just  as  the  carriage  of 
the  South  American  Consul  drew  up,  and  Don  Antonio 
alighted,and  had  already  his  hand  on  the  knocker.  Father 
Fitzpatrick  stood  aside  oehind  Miss  Hodgens,  who  rave  a 
protracted  stare  of  wonder,  first  at  the  grand  equipage, 
and  a  lazy-looking  figure  coiled  up  in  a  cloak,  lounging 
therein,  then  at  the  tall,  upright  figure  that  strode  into 
the  hall,  and  with  mien  of  lordly  condescension,  present- 
ing his  card,  desired  to  see  Miss  Fitzpatrick.  While  Miss 
Hodgens  hesitated  in  perplexity  what  response  to  make, 
the  priest  issued  from  his  backward  position,  and  at  once 
recognised  by  the  new  visitor,  was  hailed  with  outstretched 
hand  and  cordial  exclamation  : 

"My  dear  fellow,  how  lucky !  Ton  escaped  me  yesterday, 
and  here  I  unexpectedly  light  on  you."  Miss  Hodgens' 
mind  was  now,  as  she  thought,  quite  enlightened :  this 
acquaintance  of  Priest  Fitzpatrick  was  someone  of  no 
account,  a  forward  fellow,  who  presumed  upon  his  favour 
with  the  coachman  of  somebody's  carriage  for  a  seat  in 
the  same,  an  impostor  who,  under  some  assumed  name, 
presenting  perhaps,  a  stolen  card,  sought  admission  to  her 
presence,  and  in  collusion  with  the  priest,  for  some  ulterior 
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motiTe  as  yet  not  understood,  required  an  interview  with 
her  governess.  'No ;  she  would  not  grant  it,  and  sharply 
she  replied : 

**  X  ou  oan*t  see  her ;  she's  engaged,"  smiling  at  the 
somewhat  amazed  look  of  the  Don ;  and  wondering  what 
had  brought  him  on  a  similar  expedition,  Father  Fitzpatriok 
followed  the  defiant  steps  of  the  presuming  intruder  as, 
self-invited,  he  entered  the  parlour,  and  turning  to  Miss 
Hodgens,  repeated  his  demand  in  accents  peremptory  and 
stem  for  an  interview  with  Miss  Fitzpatrick, 

"  I've  come  some  thousands  of  miles  to  see  her/'  he 
added,  to  the  increased  amazement  of  Father  Fitzpatriok, 
''and  cannot  be  put  off  for  some  trivial  academical  punc- 
tilio. 

**  I  tell  you  again  you  can't  see  her ;  and  TU  not  be 
bullied  by  this  extraordinary  behaviour  of  persons  in  my 
own  house,"  retorted  Miss  Hodgens,  losing  all  self-control 
in  rage. 

''We  are  willing  to  wait  your  convenience,  Miss  Hodgens, 
and  shall  be  satisfied  if  you  will  say  when  my  sister  can 
see  us,"  kindly  interposed  Father  Fitzpatriok,  willing  to 
assuage  the  wrath  of  the  irritated  mistress,  who,  soiar  from 
being  placated,  cried  in  bold  defiance : 

"  If  you  wait  till  doomsday  you  shan't  see  her ;  so  you 
needn't  expect  it." 

Alarmed  now,  the  young  man  fixed  his  eyes  anxiously  upon 
the  more  sedate  elder,  who  said,  composedly :  *'  Do  they  not 
allow  yott  either  to  see  your  sister?  Humph  I  I  didn't 
know  this  lady  kept  a  jail  as  well  as  a  school.  Gome, 
madam,  spare  bluster,  and  forthwith  fetch  along  Miss 
FitzpatTicK,  whom  I  am  empowered  with  authority  to 
seek  in  any  part  of  your  house  if  you  dare  resist  my  appli- 
cation.' 

Upon  this  demand,  enunciated  in  severe,  deliberate  tone, 
Miss  Hodgens  again  wavered ;  indignation,  cooled  down, 
gave  way  to  the  thought  that  perhaps  this  overbearing 
stranger  was  an  official  of  Government,  armed  with  warrant 
to  seize  Miss  Fitzpatriok  upon  some  charge,  or  suspicion  of 
chaise,  to  be  investigated :  women  accused  of  complicity 
with  the  United  Irishmen,  and  of  being  privy  to  th^vc 
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secrets,  were  daily  arrested  and  examined.  She  summoned 
the  boy  and  desired  him  to  call  down  Miss  Fitzpatriok, 
observing,  in  rather  modified  manner,  that  if  the  girl  had 
in  any  way  rendered  herself  amenable  to  justice,  tar  be  it 
from  her  to  disproye  her  loyalty  by  casting  the  mantle  of 
her  protection  over  a  culprit,  or  shielding  her  in  any  way 
from  the  penalty  of  the  law;  that  no  one  could  more  depre- 
cate the  weakness  of  pernicious  leniency  *  to  guilt,  which,  in 
her  opinion,  amounted  to  connivance  with  the  guilty ;  and 
in  the  midst  of  her  virtuous  declamation,  Aiphonse  Fitz- 
patrick,  pale  and  weary,  with  slow,  languid  step,  entered 
the  apartment.  At  sight  of  the  stranger  she  paused,  and 
slightly  courtesied,  with  wistful,  earnest  eyes,  inquisitively 
scanning  his  person;  but  when  her  glance  accidentally 
lighted  upon  her  brother,  modestly  stfuiding  in  the  back- 
ground, a  sudden,  dazzling  beam  of  pleasure,  flashing 
brightly  from  within,  radiated  every  feature,  and  at  once 
transformed  the  inert  figure  and  apathetic  countenance 
into  a  vision  of  ethereal  grace  and  beauty.  With  faint 
smile  of  heartfelt  satisfaction,  Don  Antonio,  gravely  atten- 
tive, marked  the  silent,  decorous  greeting  of  spirit  com- 
muning with  spirit  in  mute  but  expressive  language  of 
deepest  affection ;  then  addressing  himself  to  Aiphonse, 
whose  eyes  again  sought  his  in  questioning  scrutiny,  he 
said,  with  benignant  affability  of  tone  and  gesture :  ''Gome 
hither,  little  lady,  and  let  me  hear  from  your  own  lips 
whether  all  the  naughty  accounts  I  have  heard  of  you  be 
truer 

Aiphonse  smiled,  and  continued  to  gaze  in  embarrassed 
silence  upon  the  stranger,  whose  meditative  eye  appeared 
to  be  searching  the  very  depths  of  her  soul. 

"Well,  well,"  resumed  the  stranger,  with  ineffable  sweet- 
ness, "  I  see  you  will  not  confess  in  public ;  —but  tell  me  this, 
do  you  remember  your  grandmother  P" 

"I  can  scarcely  say  I  do,"  she  retiumed,  below  her  breath. 
''  I  was  only  two  years  old  when  she  died." 

"I  remember  my  grandmother  very  well,"  broke  in 
Father  Fitzpatrick,  enthusiastically;  "and  good  right  I 
have.  The  dear  soul  was  my  childhood's  idol ;  and  for 
all  that  I  am  to-day,  for  anything  that  is  in  me  of  good, 
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I  may  thank  her  early  precepts  and  maternal  tuition. 
Ah,  she  was  a  saint !" 

*^  Had  she  any  brothers  P"  asked  the  stranger. 
''Bless  70a,  several  brothers  and  sisters  I    Was  there 
ever  an  Irish  family  of  straitened  means  that  had  not  a 
potentially  numerous  progeny?''    replied  Father  Fitz- 
pstrioky  evidently  glorying  in  the  melancholy  fact. 

''  Do  you  remember  your  aunts  and  uncles  well  P"  de- 
manded the  prying  stranger. 

**  Oh,  well.  There  was  Mary,  and  Norah,  and  Bridget, 
and  Anne,  all  dead  now,  G-od  rest  their  souls!  and  Joseph 
and  big  Antony,  and  Christy  and  little  Pat/'  cried  the 
priest,  launching  freely  out  on  the  gushing  tide  of  home 
reoolleotions.  ''  All  scattered  now  over  the  world ;  dear, 
dear,  dear !" 

*'  A  wild  lot  of  chaps,  I  daresay,"  said  the  stranger. 
'*  No ;  they  were  not  wilder,  I  think,  than  yoimg  men 
usually  are ;  except. Antony,  who  was  my  favourite,  a  great 
hnlking  fellow,  who  was  for  ever  getting  into  rows  and 
broils  and  mischief  in  every  form,"  smiled  the  priest,  with 
sad  and  tender  reminiscence.  ''The  others  were  high- 
spirited  youths  who,  unable  to  push  their  fortunes  at  home, 
went  abroad,  and  have  not  since  been  heard  of." 

"  And  Antony,  the  reprobate,  what  became  of  him ;  was 
he  transported  P" 

"  Poor  fellow,  no !  Though  the  black  sheep  and  plague 
of  the  family,  he  was  the  favomite  of  all.  He  got  into 
trouble  taking  some  poor  man's  part  in  a  quarrel  with 
bailiffs  about  tithes,  was  put  into  prison,  and  when  libe- 
rated, in  a  fit  of  disgust  he,  too,  followed  the  rest.  From 
that  day  my  grandmother  pined  away,  and  some  vague 
rumour  later  on,  that  he  had  been  lost  at  sea,  caused,  I 
think,  her  death  ;  for,  next  to  her  deceased  husband  and 
her  children,  that 'twin  brother  was  more  to  her  than  all 
the  world." 

The  stranger's  eyes  grew  dim,  yet,  displaying  a  row  of 
teeth  in  a  broad  smile,  he  said :  "  Well,  I  can  tell  you  some 
news  of  yourgrand-unde  Antony.  The  whale  that  swallowed 
Jonas,  having  died  long  ago,  did  not  swallow  him ;  he'll  be 
glad  to  see  you,  for  he's  as  poor  as  Job,  and  any  pecuniary 
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aid  you  oan  afford  him  will  be  thankfully  reoeived.    So 
what  message  shall  I  take  him  P" 

'<  If  you  will  allow  me  I  will  be  my  own  messenger  and 
go  with  you  to  my  grand-uncle/'  eagerly  exdaimed  EVither 
Fitzpatrick.  **  Where  does  he  live  ?  I  yearn  to  see  onoe 
more  the  dear  old  fellow." 

"Come  along,  then ; — and  what  do  you  say,  young  lady?" 
to  Alphonse,  who  diffidently  made  answer : 

**I  should  be  very  glad  to  go  with  you  and  Patrick  to 
see  my  grand-uncle ;  but  I  fear  Miss  Hodgens  may  not  be 
pleased  to  let  me/' 

*'  Tut-tut  I  Miss  Hodgens  won't  object,  she  is  so  kind. 
Put  on  your  bonnet,  child." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  I  will  object,"  screamed 
Miss  Hodgens,  no  longer  in  awe  of  official  functional  or 
influential  visitor.  "Go  up  to  your  school.  Miss  Fitz- 
patrick; Lady  Alicia  will  be  here  immediately  for  her 
music  lesson ;  and  I'm  astonished  at  the  cool  impudence  of 
your  brother,  the  priest,  and  this  other  individual,  to  in- 
trude into  my  parlour,  and  take  up  my  time  and  yours 
with  such  idle  gossip,  as  if  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  stand 
and  listen  to  talk  of  people  I  know  nothing  about,  and 
forsooth  I  must  be  bullied  to  fetching  you  to  help  to  enter- 
tain such  company ;  all  I  oan  say  is,  if  it  happen  again,  out 
of  this  you  go,  my  lady,  and  find  shelter  somewhere  else." 

Alphonse,  dismayed,  abashed,  and  pained,  turned  in  con- 
sternation to  the  door,  while  the  priest,  equally  distressed, 
cast  a  timid,  deprecating  glance  at  the  irascible  mistress, 
venting  her  splenetic  humour  and  exercising  her  petty 
authority  with  tyrannical  force  upon  its  helpless  and  un- 
resistiing  object. 

At  this  juncture  the  stranger,  rising,  advanced,  and  inter- 
cepted Alphonse.  Taking  her  cold  and  trembling  hand  in 
his  he  said,  looking  full  at  Miss  Hodgens :  "  It  shall  not 
happen  again,  madam  ;  the  young  lady  accompanies  me; 
pray  fetch  her  apparel  ?" 

"  And  who,  in  the  name  of  the  Lord,  may  you  be,  sir,  that 
presumes  to  behave  in  this  manner  in  my  house  ?"  vocife- 
rated Miss  Hodgens,  every  feature  swelling  and  glowing 
with  rage. 
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'^  You  have  my  oard,  madam,"  said  Don  Antonio,  oon- 
oisely.  *'  If  you  desire  to  know  more,  I  am  Miss  Fitz- 
patrick's  grand-uncle." 

'^  The  pauper !"  sneered  Miss  Hodgens.  She  turned  to 
the  astounded  Alphonse :  *'  If  you  ohoose  to  go  and  earn 
and  'help  to  support  this  man  on  what  wages  you  may  get, 
of  oourse  I've  nothing  to  say  against  it ;  but  first  you  must 
fulfil  your  engagement  to  me  for  the  food  and  shelter  I 
bestowed  upon  you  when,  turned  out  of  your  aunt's  house, 
you  besought  an  asylum  here/' 

** Here,  Patrick,  hold  my  hat  and  gloves!"  exclaimed 
Don  Antonio,  thrusting  those  articles  into  the  hands  of  the 
gasping  and  staring  young  man,  while  impetuously  fling, 
ing  open  his  overcoat  he  extracted  from  a  recess  in  his 
bosom  a  large  Morocco  pocket-book,  fastened  with  golden 
clasps,  and  taking  therefrom  a  roll  of  bank  notes  he  handed 
it  to  Alphonse.  ''  Now,  my  dear,  pray  satisfy  whatsoever 
obligation  in  which  you  may  stand  indebted  to  this  lady" — 
he  laid  a  stress  upon  the  title  that  conveyed  a  sense  of 
irony — "  after  which  get  on  your  things  and  say  good-bye 
to  an  establishment  to  which  you  will  have  no  further  need 
to  return." 

Alphonse,  unable  to  move  or  speak  from  emotion  and 
overwhelming  astonishment,  stood  passively,  as  one  mysti- 
fied, looking  at  all  in  turn.  Perceiving  her  helpless  bewil- 
derment, her  brother  advanced,  took  the  roll  of  notes  out 
of  her  hand,  and  addressing  Miss  Hodgens,  now  utterly 
collapsed,  said  gently,  but  firmly :  "  How  much  do  you 
demand,  Miss  Hodgens,  in  requital  of  your  claim  upon  my 
sister  r" 

"  I  don't  know ; — I  can't  say ; — I'm  sure  'tisn't  money. 
'Tifl  very  ungrateful; — ^I  should  have  got  timely  notice ; — I 
was  quite  unprepared  for  this  emergency.  It  will  be  the 
loss  of  a  hundred  pounds  to  me,"  stammered  Miss  Hodgens, 
incoherently,  and  with  excited,  fiurried  manner,  nothing 
toned  down  by  hearing  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell's  voice  just 
entering  the  hall. 

''Give  the  lady  a  hundred  pounds  in  liquidation  of  her 
claim,  and  let  us  be  going,"  impatiently  cried  Don  Antonio, 
throwing  open  the  door.    Me  stood  still,  and  bowed.  ^ 
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Lady  Alicia  on  the  threshold ;  and  the  latter,  soomfuUy 
aoknowledging  the  stranger's  oourtesy  by  a  oontemptuous 
toss  of  her  head,  exclaimed  testily : 

'^  Please  don't  delay  my  lesson,  Miss  f ^tzpatriok ;  I  am 
in  haste  for  the  promenade." 

Don  Antonio  s  bass  notes  answered  the  shrill  tr^le : 
«  Here,  boy,  call  to  the  maid  for  Miss  Fitzpatriok's  bonnet 
and  mantilla.  Go  on,  Patrick,  to  the  carriage,  whither  we 
shall  quickly  follow  you.  My  friend  the  consul  must  be 
out  of  patience;  I  owe  him  many  apologies  for  delaying  so 
long.  There,  Alphonse,  that  will  do,  child ;  never  mind 
fixing  bows  or  ribbons  just  now ;  when  we  get  home  you 
can  make  your  toilet  and  refit  to  your  satisfaction."  Allow- 
ing not  one  moment  for  leave-taking  or  explanation,  Don 
Antonio  hastened  the  still  completely  abstracted  girl  along, 
handed  her  into  the  carriage,  entered  himself,  closed  the 
door  with  a  bang,  gave  order  to  the  footman,  and  the 
equipage  rolled  away,  pursued  by  the  gaping  eyes  of  Miss 
Hodgens,  Lady  Alicia,  the  menials,  and  many  more  of  the 
establishment,  whom  swift  tidings  had  congregated  in  haste 
to  witness  the  transformation  scene,  and  the  poor  governess, 
the  homeless  outcast,  like  another  Cinderella  borne  away  in 
flying  chariot  to  resume  once  more  her  station  among  the 
magnates  of  the  court. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

GUILDFORD  COLANDISK  FINDS  HIS  MATRIMONIAL  SPECULATION 
A  FAILURE — HIS  WIFE  LAMENTS  SHE  HAS  NOT  MADE  A 
HOLY  AIJL.IANCE — LADY  ALICIA  LUTTRELL  SYMPATHISES 
WITH  EACH,  AND  COMFORTS  BOTH. 

"  Put  both  their  wits  and  worth  together, 
They  scarcely  would  outweigh  a  feather." 

Disappointed  of  her  musio  lesson,  but  with   sense  of 
diBappointment  in  matter  far  less  trivial  douding  her  brow, 
and  the  barbed  thorn  of  jealous  envy  lacerating  and  fester- 
ing in  her  heart,  Lady  Alicia  left  Miss  Hodgens,  not  for 
the  promenade,  which  she  was  no  longer  in  a  frame  of  mind 
to  enjoy,  but  for  her  own  mansion,  to  brood  and  ruminate 
in  seGret  over  the  terrible  evil  that  had  befallen  her,  in  the 
prosperity  of  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok,  yesterday  a  despised, 
abject  dependent,  to-day  elevated  to  a  position  of  social 
equality  which,  challenging  acknowledgment,  also,  even  as 
the  oak  draws  the  lightning  to  rend  its  stately  form,  evoked 
the  subtle  venom  of  deadliest  hatred  to  wreak  its  fell 
malignity  upon  the  ofiending  obstacle  to  her  peace,  direly 
oonscious  that  her  unwearied  blandishments  had  up  to  the 
present  failed  to  captivate  O'Driscoll,  whose  very  studied 
care  to  avoid  her,  supreme  indifference  to  her  beguiling 
flattery,  and  coldly  courteous  urbanity  of  demeanour  at  all 
times,  had  invested  him  in  her  eyes  with  a  value  and  a 
oonsequence  that  inspired  her  with  impassioned  ardour  in 
pursuit  of  her  cherished  object,  and  a  delirious  resolution 
^0  attain  it  by  any  means.    How  desperate  now  must  be 
the  contest  for  the  prize,  when  one,  whom  she  had  too  much 
^^n  to  fear  had  still  left  a  prepossessing  impression  upon 
bis  mind,  arrayed  anew  for  the  strife,  should   re-enter 
the  lists  with  her.    Tortured,  exasperated,  maddened,  at 
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remotest  prospeot  of  her  rival's  conquest,  Shylock  in  all  the 
vindictive  hatred  of  his  Christian  adversary  never  more 
oruelly  yearned  for  the  pound  of  flesh,  the  bond  of  death,  than 
did  she,  Lady  Alicia,  thirst  for  one  draught  of  the  heart's 
blood  of  this  Perish  Irish  girl,  her  bane  and  torment. 
While  she  lounged  on  a  silken  divan  in  the  saloon,  ohaflng 
nerve  and  pulse  into  a  fever,  and  empoisonine  the  tide 
of  life,  with  acrid  humour  fermenting  it  into  gall,  the  door 
opened,  and  her  familiar,  Susan  G-ubbins,  came  in. 

''  What  ails  my  precious  Alicia,  my  dearest  friend ;  is  it 
a  headache  f  I'll  run  for  the  aromatic  vinaigre^  the  otter 
of  rose,  or  sal  wlatile^**  cried  with  empressenient  the  humble 
parasite,  who  retained  her  place  in  the  sunshine  of  favour 
by  ministering  to  the  pleasure  of  her  patrons  or  by  serving 
their  need — one  of  those  appendages  tacked  to  wealth  and 
station,  who  waiving  salaried  stipend,  are  privileged  to 
hold  the  minor  place  of  humble  friends,  and  pick  up  what 
crumbs  'may  drop  from  the  capricious  bounty  of  their 
entertainer  as  guerdon  sufficient  for  service  graoiouBly 
acknowledged  as  obsequiously  rendered,  and  of  which  con- 
stant adulation  and  perennial  endeavour  to  keep  the 
divinity  in  good-humour  and  pleased  is  the  most  essential 

"  Psha ! — no ;  let  it  alone.  Can't  you  stay  quiet  a  moment; 
you  are  always  for  a  run  somewhere ;  I  never  saw  such  a 
one  as  you  are,  Susan ;  enough  to  fidget  one  to  death," 
petulantly  responded  Miss  Gubbins'  divinity,  at  this  moment 
fuming  in  a  state  of  temper  the  satellite  perceived  it  would 
task  her  most  adroit  skill  to  anneal  into  a  more  flexible 
condition.  ''  Come  in  and  shut  the  door,  and  don't  look  so 
bothered,  as  these  vulgar  Irish  say.  Did  you  hear  the 
news  about  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  and  if  you  did  not, 
guess  it  P" 

Now,  Miss  Gubbins,  for  the  life  of  her,  wouldnH  own  she 
did  not  hear  the  news  about  anyone  or  anything,  else  she'd 
have  been  reviled,  as  old  experience  told  her,  as  a  hcfre^  a 
stupid  dunce,  and  by  other  epithets  equally  terse  and  ex* 
planatory ;  so  to  sustain  the  reputation  she  ambitioned  of 
omniscience  and  postal  celerity  of  despatch,  she  briskly 
made  answer :  '*  Just  what  I  always  knew  would  be  the 
oaae,  the  aunts  have  taken  her  back.'' 
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"  Well,  you  Bee  you  are  not  always  an  oraole,  Q-ub ," 
toBtily  exclaimed  Lady  Alioia,  not  sorry,  in  her  present  un- 
amiable  mood,  to  flout  her  friend,  and  disparage  her  vaunted 
ability.  ''I  daresay  they'll  be  sorry  enough  now  they 
didn't :  the  poor  fag  has  become  all  of  a  sudden  an  heiress, 
with  no  end  of  wealth  to  her  purse." 
"  You  don't  say  so  ?" 

**Tes,  I  do  say  so ;  I  saw  it  with  my  own  eyes.  That 
seedy  old  Lear  we  met  with  the  South  American  Consul  the 
other  day  at  Lady  Moira's  turns  out  to  be  a  Nabob  and  her 
grandunole.  He  handed  Miss  Hodgens  a  present  of  a 
hundred  pound  bank-note  for  her  charity  to  his  grand- 
niece  :  she  told  me  so  herself,  and  showed  it  to  me.  All 
the  while  I  thought  if  he  but  knew  how  abominably  she 
treated  the  girl  he'd  have  been  more  chary  of  his  liberality. 

At  any  rate,  I  suppose  Miss will  now  turn  out  from 

head  to  foot  a  blaze  of  diamonds." 

^^Yes,  and  make  a  fool  of  herself  by  marrying  some 
fortune-hunting  spendthrift,  like  Caroline  Darner ; — they 
all  do  it.  What  a  fool  Quildford  Colandisk  was,  after  all ! 
What  will  he  say  now  ?  He  married  for  money  into  a 
fiunilv  that  well  know  how  to  hold  it ;  and  little  of  it  they 
give  nim." 

^^  You  forget,  dear,"  said  Lady  Alicia,  upon  whose  rufiELed 
loul  the  speech  of  her  friend  had  poured  not  a  solitary  drop 
of  oil  to  soothe  its  heaving,  but  bathed  it  in  a  delicious 
shower  of  balm,  "you  forget  that  Guildford  got  two 
thousand  guineas  on  his  wedding-day,  for  his  sole  use  and 
pleasure,  independently  of  a  nice  yearly  income.'^ 

"  And  what  was  two  thousand  guineas  to  a  profligate 
loeh  as  Guildford  ?  He  hadn't  one  shilling  of  it  by  that 
day  week; — and  he  and  his  wife  quarrel  like  oat  and 
dog." 

'*I  knew  they  would.  Caroline  always  had  a  bad  temper,'' 
Biid  Lady  Alicia,  pleasantly. 

''And  did  not  ameliorate  it  by  too  much  indulgence  in 
stimulants,"  observed  Miss  Gubbins.  "  Guildford  made  a 
groat  mistake  in  marrying  her.  A  man  with  his  extrava- 
gant propensities  should  have  looked  for  a  wife  with  im- 
mense fortune  at  his  own  disposal.    Such  a  gambVet  ^<&\id 
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is,  too !    Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  was  just  the  one  for  bim. 
He  has  made  a  great  miss  !" 

"  Poor  fellow !  I'm  very  sorry  for  him,"  murmured  Lady 
Alioia,  with  that  peculiar  smile  of  satisfaction  that  plays 
upon  the  lips  of  those  whose  principal  happiness  is  mainly 
derived  from  the  misfortune  of  others ;  then,  as  another  idea 
germinated  in  her  fertile  mind,  an  indescribable  glittering 
light  that  was  absolutely  terrific  shot  into  her  eye,  and 
quickly  rising,  she  said :  *^  Come,  get  on  your  bonnet,  Sue; 
rU  go  and  ]>ay  a  morning  visit  to  the  Colandisks,  and 
break  the  news  to  tliem.  Poor  things !  they'll  be  glad  of 
a  little  friendly  sympathy  ; — and  it  is  a  duty  to  comfort 
those  that  are  in  trouble.  Make  haste!  I  don't  know 
what's  come  over  me  ;  I  feel  so  upset  by  this  event,  and 
put  out  of  my  usual  composure.  I  feel  all  like  yourself, 
dear,  on  the  fidgets,  which  is  not  becoming  to  a  lady.  I 
must  take  a  glass  of  wine,  and  cool  down,  before  I  can 
venture  out." 

While  the  ladies  dress,  take  their  glass  of  wine,  and  cool 
down,  the  newly-wedded  pair  marked  out  for  their  im- 
pending visit,  seated  in  the  honeymoon  bower  of  their 
residence  in  Gloucester-street,  and  not  many  days  returned 
from  their  brief  wedding-trip  to  Euniskerry — the  golden 
gates  of  Paris  and  London,  and  the  high-roads  leading 
thereto  were  in  those  days  of  slow  progress  not  so  open  to 
hymeneal  trains  as  in  our  more  favoured  time — were  hold- 
ing earnest  colloquy  ;  but,  to  judge  by  unguarded  words 
and  unwary  sentences,  that  full  often  transgressing  limited 
boundaries  were  wafted  beyond  closed  portals  to  the  ears 
of  grinning  menials  and  vagrant  passers  to  and  fro,  not  in 
the  amorous  endearments  of  connubial  aflfection  wei*e  those 
stray  phrases  and  syllables  couched,  which  sounded  much 
more  like  a  vulgar  wrangle  between  Mars  and  Bellona, 
but  louder,  clearer,  and  more  distinctly  swelled  the  duel 
harangue,  when  to  the  masculine  elocution,  delivered  with 
emphasis : 

*'  By  Jovei  I'm  over  head  and  ears  in  debt ;  and  if  the 
old  curmudgeon,  your  father,  doesn't  come  down  hand- 
some,  there's  no  use  mincing  the  matter,  Garry,  I  muitt 
bolt  or  go  to  prison.    There  now,  you  have  the  pith  of  it," 
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a  feminine  echo  reverberated:  '^Then  bolt  or  go  to 
priBon.  My  father,  I  know  well,  won't  give  another  far- 
thing, Q-uildford ;  so  it's  no  use  to  worry  him  or  me  with 
bluster." 

^*  And  how,  in  the  name  of  Pluto,  woman,  does  the  old 
CrcBsus  suppose  I'm  to  keep  up  a  wife  and  establishment 
in  respectability  if  he  don't  allow  the  means  for  it  P"  voci- 
ferated the  bass,  in  which  there  was  no  music. 

**  Ha !  ha!  ha!  'tis  the  wife  and  establishment  that  keep 
you  up  in  respectability:  'tis  my  money,  sir,  you  are 
living  upon,  and  which  I  enjoyed  before  ever  I  saw  you, 
and  will  enjoy  to  the  eud,  in  spite  of  your  extravagance," 
shrilled  the  treble,  in  tone  of  jarring  discord,  destitute  of 
melody.  Then  followed  an  hysterical  burst  of  reproach, 
interluded  with  sobs:  **You  never  loved  me,  Guildford" 
(sob) ;  **  you  never  cared  for  me ;  'twas  for  my  money  you 
married  me.  Day  after  day,  and  night  after  night,  you 
spend  away  from  me"  (sob,  sob)  "  with  your  dissolute 
companions,  and  at  the  gaming-table.  You  took  my 
jewels  to  pay  your  gambling  debts"  (sob);  "then  you 
borrowed  whatever  ready  money  I  had,  while  you  grum- 
bled at  my  keeping  a  maid,  and  refused  to  let  me  have  a 
box  at  the  theatre,  and  found  fault  with  my  milliner's 
bill,  and  other  necessary  expenses"  (sob,  sob,  sob)  "while 
there's  no  end  to  all  the  duns  pressing  for  your  own  debts, 
and  to  the  lengths  you  go  for  your  own  nasty  self-indul- 
gence." 

'*  Cro  on,  madam ;  let  me  hear  the  rest  of  your  eloquent 
iuvective  ;  or  have  you  exhausted  your  fluent  vocabulary  ? 
But  I  might  expect  it ;  for  the  d— — d  ass  I  made  of  my- 
self in  marrying  into  a  vulgar  plebeian  family,  that  never 
Qoold  appreciate  the  advantage  of  a  union  with  aristo- 
Qaoy,  and  in  a  spirit  of  penurious  parsimony  would  degrade 
>    their  oonnection  to  the  gutter,"  retaliated  the  injured 
I    youth,  with  the  pathetic  peroration,  "It  was  a  confounded 
migtake!" 

In  high  contralto,  running  up  the  gamut,  and  sustaining 
the  vocal  duet  with  energy,madam  made  passionate  response : 
''It  was,  indeed,  a  sore  mistake ;  but  on  my  side,  not 
On  yours,  Guildford  ;  I  that  had  no  end  of  eligible  auVlotft — 
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lords  and  gentlemen  of  wealth  and  oharaoter — and  that  was 
besought  in  holy  alliance  by  that  sweet  young  fellow, 
Epiminandos  Fomfret,  and  that  refused  the  proffered  hand 
of  that  godly  man,  Nathaniel  Lamb,  to  go  and  throw  my- 
self away  upon  a  beggar  and  a  spendthrift "  (8ob>  sob, 
sob). 

In  the  interlude  of  the  temporary  subsidence  of  the 
wordy  war,  a  carriage  was  heard  rattling  up  to  the  street 
door;  then  a  thundering  coachman's  knock  waked  the 
startled  echo  from  basement  to  garret,  and,  choking  down 
the  choleric  explosion  of  his  wrath,  and  **  coining  her  cheek 
to  smiles,"  the  wedded  couple,  adjusting  their  ruffled 
plumage,  prepared  to  receive  the  visitors,  who  were  speedily 
ushered  in  by  the  tall  lacquey. 

With  every  demonstration  of  extreme  affection,  Lady 
Alicia  and  Mrs.  Golandisk  flew  into  each  other's  arms,  and 
enthusiastically  embraced,  while  Guildford  and  Miss 
Gubbins  shook  hands  with  friendly  warmth.  Then  ensued 
on  all  sides  an  interchange  of  compliment,  couched  in 
stereotyped  phrase,  by  fashion  approved  as  genuine  tribute 
rendered  in  good  faith  by  sincerity,  but  which  a  skilful 
critic  would  define  as  mere  verbiage,  the  shallowest  mmU' 
lacrum  of  the  bond  fide  affectation  by  which  the  world  ex- 
presses its  hollow  interest  in  its  votaries.  At  length,  all 
being  seated  and  general  topics  entered  upon,  Lady  Alicia 
hastened  to  ease  her  burdened  bosom,  brimming  oVer  with 
the  news  she  was  so  eager  to  disclose,  and,  having  offered 
her  final  congratulations  to  the  discomfited  Guildford,  she 
said: 

*'  By-the-by,  dear  friends,  I  have  something  wonderful 
to  tell  you.  You  remember  that  spindle  of  a  girl,  Alphonse 
FitzpatrickP" 

*'  Yes ;  what  about  her  P  "  demanded  Golandisk,  with  a 
gesture  of  awakened  interest  that  did  not  escape  tibie  vigi- 
lant eyes  of  wife  and  visitors. 

Softly  smiling,  Lady  Alicia  made  answer:  ** Well, it 
seems  Fortune,  in  a  frolicsome  fit,  has  made  her  an  heiress. 
Yes,  indeed ;  I  am  quite  serious ;  and  the  news  is  authentic, 
since  I  myself  have  been  witness  to  it ;  and  a  grand-unde, 
instead  of  an  unde,  is  this  time  the  prince  of  the  fairy  tale. 
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It  seems,  being  of  the  girl's  own  creed,  a  Papist,  he  took 
htiff  at  the  poor  thing  being  so  badly  treated  by  her  Pro- 
testant relatives ;  and  to  manifest  his  displeasure,  and  in- 
demnify her  for  the  loss  of  her  Uncle  Jeremiah's  fortune,  he 
makes  her  the  inheritrix  of  his  own  wealth,  which  is,  I  hear, 
enormous.     So  we  shall  have  Cinderella  once  again  queen- 
ing it  among  us — ^ha,  ha,  ha ! — to  be  sure,  what  a  reverse 
for  her,  poor  creature !     Apropos,  Guildford,  take  care  you 
don't  lose  your  heart  a  second  time  to  the  enchantress. 
Carry,  dear,  keep  a  good  watch  over  him,  for  I  can  tell  you 
she's  an  insidious  elf,  and  was,  and  is  still,  I  know,  in- 
fatuated about  him  ; — and  I  don't  know  but  that  they  might 
have  been  very  well  suited,  notwithstanding  Guildford, 
under  the  circumstance,  did  better.    Now,  dear,  don't  look 
cross  and  uppish  ;  you  know  of  old  'tis  my  unfortunate 
weakness  to  speak  the  truth  and  say  what  comes  uppermost 
in  my  mind.    Nor  should  you  be  angry  with  Guildford ;  for 
we  all  have  our  first-loves,  which,  if  not  adversely  thwarted, 
we  might  have  sped  with  happily.    Don't  I  remember,  not 
so  long  since,  the  pretty  little  flirtations  between  you  and 
handsome  Epiminandos  Fomfret,  who  still,  poor  dear  !  the 
slave  of  a  fatal  passion,  vows  he  will  never  marry,  and  die 
young  P    Alas !  what  a  thing  this  love  is  !     How  happy 
they  who  are  exempt  from  the  misery   of  disappointed 
affection  I  '* 

** Heigh  hoi'*  yawned  Guildford  Colandisk,  recovered 
from  the  shock  of  consternation  that  had  well-nigh  pros- 
trated him  at  the  tidings  of  Alphonse's  good-luck ;  and 
quite  restored  by  Lady  Alicia's  assurance  that  she  still 
ttiought  of  him  with  love,  it  enhanced  his  value  in  his 
own  eyes  to  think  himself  endowed  with  such  power  of  fas- 
cination, and,  flattered  in  his  vanity  by  her  devotion,  with- 
out counting  the  cost  or  anticipating  obstruction,  he  felt  he 
loved  her  more  than  ever. 

**  Very  true,"  sighed  Mrs.  Colandisk,  gratified  to  think 
ahe  still  had  it  in  her  power  to  enthral  one  heart  and  fire 
taother  with  jealous  rage.  "  I  had  always  an  esteem  for 
joung  Pomfret,  and,  had  fate  so  willed,  I  daresay  we 
ahould  have  been  well  matched.  I'm  sorry  the  poor  fellow 
takes  it  so  to  heart ;  but  what  can't  be  cured  must  be  exv- 
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dured.  But/'  she  added,  piqued  with  vexation  against 
Lady  Alioia  for  her  stupid  blunder,  intimating  to  her  hus- 
band that  his  jilted  ^nc^^  still  deplored  his  inoonstanoy  to 
her,  and  bemoaned  his  transferred  vows,  thereby  weakening, 
to  say  the  least,  her  influence  over  his  very  plastic  mind, 
'*  my  dear,  you  are  quite  mistaken  about  Alphonse  Fitz- 
patriok.  It  is  quite  true  that  Guildford  had  paid  her  some 
attention,  and " 

"  They  were  absolutely  engaged/*  abruptly  chimed  in 
Miss  Gubbins. 

"  Well,  yes,  such  was  the  on  dit;  yet  I  can  tell  you  for 
certain  she  liked  O'DriscoU,  and  he  made  no  secret  of  his 
devotion  to  her;  but  the  girl,  at  that  time  a  supposed 
heiress,  was  ambitious,  or  her  friends  were,  of  wealth  and 
station,  neither  of  which  had  Maurice.  •  Besides,  she  was  a 
Papist,  and  he  a  Protestant ;  so  on  no  point  would  such  a 
union  have  be^n  possible.  Nevertheless,  they  are  positively 
attached  to  each  other." 

''  Nonsense !  nonsense  V*  cried  the  irritated  Alicia,  with 
emotion.  **  How  ridiculous  you  are,  my  dear,  to  believe 
every  idle  rumour  as  gospel,  or  to  suppose  a  man  of 
O'DriscoU's  sublime  nature  could  be  pleased  with  a  frivo- 
lous, vain,  little  insignificant  puppet  like  Alphonse  /'  and 
she  appealed  with  a  pleading  glance  to  Guildford,  who, 
feeling  challenged  to  say  something  in  corroboration  of 
her  assertion,  and  deeming  it  an  opportunity  to  give  sucli 
expression  to  his  sentiments  as  should  make  a  salutary  im- 
pression upon  his  parsimonious  cava  sposa,  and  the  money- 
grudgine^  Damer  family,  cried : 

'V You  re  right,  faith,  Lady  Alicia.  Alphonse  never  did 
care  for  anyone  but  me,  and,  cock's  soul !  I  had  no  thought 
but  of  fulfilling  my  engagement  to  her — for  engaged  we 
were,  beyond  doubt — till  that  rascally  Uncle  Jeremiah  put 
an  interdict  between  us;  for,  as  you  justly  observe,  Al- 

Ehonse,  with  all  her  attractions  and  virtues,  wants  ballast, 
he  has  no  head,  no  more  than — than  a  needle,  and,  like 
all  such,  is  obstinate  as  a  mule ;  so  as  she  refused  to  make 
the  concession  that  would  put  her  in  possession  of  Jerry's 
bank,  what  was  a  fellow  in  my  position,  to  whom  money 
is  as  indispensable  as  the  staff  of  life,  to  do,*but  bolt  out 
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of  an  engagement  that  would  have  reduced  him  to  penury, 
OS  I  oonsider  five  hundred  a  year  only,  to  maintain  a  wife, 

would  be How  could  we  keep  a  house  in  town  on  it? — 

how  could  I  keep  a  horse  and  groom  ? — how  could  we  dress 
and  entertain^  or  enjoy  small  social  pleasures  ?  Pish!  not 
to  be  thought  of!  No  man,  I  assure  you,  can  live  like  a 
gentleman  on  less,  if  he  be  a  married  man,  than  three 
thousand  a  year,  with  occasional  helps — at  least,  I  could 
not;  for  ia  my  bachelor  days,  even,  I  always  lived  up  to  a 
thousand  a  year  to  support  my  station.  Now,  I'm  sorry 
to  say  that  the  family  I  have  allied  with  do  not  understand 
this.  Why  should  they  P  I  cannot  blame  them.  It  is  their 
misfortune,  not  their  fault,  if  they  are  too  immature,  too 
young,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  in  our  sphere,  to  appreciate 
the  requirements  of  elegant  affluence  and  luxury;  and 
with  the  prestige  of  commonplace  life,  the  aroma  of  the 
factory,  and  the  hoarding  habits  of  the  shop  yet  clinging 
to  him,  I  am  not  surprised  that  my  father-in-law  considers 
an  income  of  two  thousand  a  year  a  good  subsidy,  while  I 
regard  it  as  a  pauper's  dole,  and  protest  aloud  it  will  never 
do — ^never  1" 

**  I  think  it's  a  very  good  income.  Can't  you  retrench  P" 
cried  matter-of-fact  Miss  Crubbins. 

"  fietrench  I — retrench  what  P"  indignantly  remonstrated 
Colandisk.  *'  You  women  are  all  the  same  in  money 
matters — no  mind  for  calculating  arithmetic.  What  can 
I  retrench  P — Carry  must  have  her  maid  and  her  car,  and 
a  box  at  the  theatre ;  I  must  have  my  valet,  and  my  horse, 
and  see  a  few  friends  now  and  then,  and " 

"Certainly,  Guildford,  certainly,"  exclaimed  Lady  Alicia, 
rising  to  take  leave ;  "  you  cannot  do  without  these  com- 
mon necessaries  of  life.  Old  people  are  apt  to  be  stingy ; 
but  you  and  Caroline  should  represent  this  to  your  father 
and  mother.  Meanwhile,  take  my  advice,  don't  stint 
yourselves ;  live  upon  your  credit ;  and,  when  a  son 
and  heir  comes,  depend  on  it,  the  good  couple  will 
give  you  a  carte  blanche  on  the  funds  in  the  exuberance  of 
Uieir  dotage.  Farewell  I — day > day !  Come  see  me  soon;  I 
shall  be  glad  to  hear  good  news !"  And  away  sailed  Lady 
Alicia,  having  comforted  her  friends,  and  to  meet  the  dw^ 
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recompense  of  virtuous  aotion,  by  enoounteriug  O'Drisooli, 
whom  she  had  cot  seen  for  some  days,  coming  along, 
strange  to  say,  in  company  with  a  priest,  and  so  deep  in 
tite-a'tite,  that  though  her  carriage  stood  by  the  pathway, 
he  had  not  noticed  it  among  others  lining  the  street,  till 
her  Toice  rang  shrilly  in  his  ear : 

"Maurice ! — Mr.  O'DrisooU,  wera  you  passing  me  by  P* 

"A  thousand  pardons,  Lady  Alicia T  apologised  the 
young  man,  making  a  sign  to  his  companion  to  walk  on, 
that  he  would  overtake  him.    "I  was " 

**  Oh,  you  needn't  explain ;  I  saw  you  were  so  engrossed 
by  the  individual  with  you— he  looked  more  like  a  pnest 
than  a  parson — you  did  not  observe  anyone  else.  Why 
do  you  never  come  near  me  P  It  is  an  age  since  IVe  seen 
you!" 

*'  Only  three  days !"  smiled  Maurice. 

"  Only  three  days  I"  reiterated  the  lady,  with  pouting 
lip  and  reproachful  eye.  *'  I*m  sorry,"  she  added,  plain- 
tively, "that  I  hold  so  slight  a  place  in  your  regard,  that 
you  think  of  no  account  a  space  that  seems  to  me  so  inter* 
minable ; — ^and  your  mother.  Lady  O'DriscoU,  too,  is  so 
reserved  and  distant  I  really  fear  sometimes  I  must  have 
inadvertently  done  something  dreadful  to  make  you  bate 
me." 

"  Oh,  fie.  Lady  Alicia,"  said  O'Driscoll ;  "why  entertain 
such  delusion  P  You  know  my  time,  as  I  have  often  ex- 
plained to  you,  is  not  all  my  own  ;  and  my  mother,  who 
is  in  delicate  health,  is  a  bad  visitor  in  general.  She  and 
I  would  be  sorry  to  treat  you  with  discourtesy." 

Not  much  appeased  by  this  evasive  justification  on  the 
part  of  O'Driscoll,  who,  she  knew  quite  well,  had  leisure 
sufficient  to  bestow  his  devotion  at  whatever  shrine  to 
which  his  heart  inclined  him,  Lady  Alicia  continued: 
"  Whither  are  you  now  going?— will  you  take  a  seat  in 
the  carriage,  and  let  me  nave  a  cliat  with  you  P" 

"  I  should  with  pleasure,  but  my  friend  is  waiting  for 
me." 

"Ohy  indeed  I  Well,  come  over  this  eveninir,  will 
you?" 

"  Thanks !— if  I  can." 
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**  1*11  have  BO  *  ifs/  sir ;  I  shall  expeot  you ;  I  have  some 
wonderful  news  to  tell  jou.  You  remember  that  poor 
thing,  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok,  whom  the  Misses  Hodgens 
took  in  out  of  oharity,  when  the  horrid  old  aunts  turned 
her  outy  and  that  IVe  been  taking  music  lessons  from  out 
of  pure  compassion  P*' — He  nodded  assent. — "  Well,  would 
70U  believe,  some  rich  old  unole  has  turned  up  from  some- 
where, and  she  has  left  Miss  Hodgens  to  go  live  with 
him/' 

"Yes,  I've  heard  it  all,"  said  Maurice,  "and  I  am  very, 
very  glad  of  it.'* 

"  Bless  us,  how  news  flies !  From  whom  did  you  hear 
it,  Mr.  O'DriscoU  ?"  demanded  Miss  Gubbins. 

**  From  her  brother,"  returned  he,  curtly. 

"That  man  you  were  with  just  nowP"  returned  Lady 
Alicia,  inquiringly,  and  remembering  to  have  seen  him 
three  or  four  hours  since  at  Miss  Hodgens. 

"  The  same,"  concisely  replied  Maurice. 

Ijady  Alicia's  brow  for  a  moment  expressed  the  chagrin 
of  her  soul ;  but,  conscious  that  O'DrisooU's  searching  eye 
was  upon  her,  she  stifled  the  bitter  passion  struggling  for 
vent,  and  afiecting  an  innocent  gaiety  and  a  nonchalance  of 
air  she  was  far  from  feeling : 

"Now,  tell  me  seriously,  dear" — ahem! — she  blushed 
violently  and  tittered  with  nervous  confusion — "do  you 
really  think  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok  pretty  P" 

Smilingly  he  made  answer :  "  'Tis  said  that  every  eye 
forms  its  own  beauty,  and  with  truth,  I  think.  Now,  tell 
me  what  is  your  opinion  P" 

"Oh,  you  clever  diplomatist,"  laughed  Lady  Alicia. 
"Well,  I'll  tell  you  my  opinion,  candidly,  without  fore- 
going my  desire  for  yours.     I  think  her  very  ordinary." 

"That  just  corresponds  with  what  I  have  advanced," 
said  O'DriscoU ;  '^  but  if  not  insisting  upon  my  opinion,  as 
I  may  not  be  quite  a  connoisseur,  or  an  impartial  dis- 
criminator on  a  subject  so  nice,  I  will  give  you  that  of 
general  consent,  which  admits  her  claim  to  great  personal 
attraction." 

"Psha!  who  cares  for  public  opinion,"  persisted  Lady 
Alicia,  crossly;— "tell  me  what  you  think  yourself." 
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^'  I  think  her  beautiful !  "  he  responded^  with  straight- 
forward earnestness. 

Struck  by  the  thunderbolt  of  the  lightning  she  had 
courted)  in  her  anxiety  to  probe  the  heart  of  O'Drisooll  and 
divine  his  real  sentiments,  Lady  Alicia,  stunned  into 
silence,  sat  back  in  the  carriage. 

Miss  Gubbins,  hastening  to  administer  her  timely  cor- 
dial, observed  insidiously  :  "  The  girl,  certainly,  is  a  pro- 
ficient in  the  art  of  setting  oflf  a  very  meagre  physiognomy 
by  her  skill  in  the  use  of  cosmetics,  rouge  and  pearl- 
powder  dazzling  unsophisticated  eyes." 

Up  sprung  Alicia,  revived,  and,  with  a  giggling  sim- 
per, she  exclaimed :  "  I  ought  to  know  that.  Had  you 
seen  her  at  Miss  Hodgens',  where  such  things  are  not 
allowed,  and  she  had  not  the  means  of  self-embellishment, 
you'd  have  thought  her  face  was  that  of  an  old  gipsy.  I 
daresay  Cruildford  Colandisk  made  the  discovery  that  she 
was  not  all  she  seemed ;  for  I'm  sure  it's  not  merely  for  a 
pecuniary  disappointment  he  would  have  jilted  her.  Tell 
me,  where  did  you  meet  that  brother  of  hers  P  Have  you 
known  him  long  P  He's  a  dark,  ugly-looking  man,  and 
she  bears  a  great  resemblance  to  him." 

O'DriscolI,  pondering  in  his  heart,  and  ignorantly 
amazed  at  the  perversity  of  jealous  enmity  which  goaded 
these  feminine  bosoms  to  discharge  themselves  in  such  a 
flood  of  virulent  slander  to  defame  and  asperse  one  whom, 
in  happier  days,  he  had  beheld  the  cynosure  of  many  an 
admiring  eye,  whose  unmerited  reverse  had  challenged 
general  regret,  whose  restored  fortune  would  be  haUed 
with  joy  by  all,  and  who  for  him  stood  alone  in  the  world 
a  paragon  of  faultless  excellence,  drily  answered  :  '*  I 
met  him  some  time  heretofore,  on  one  or  two  occasions 
accidentally ;  but  to-day  I  renewed  acquaintance  with  him 
where  he  happens  to  be  lodging,  in  the  same  house  with 
my  friend,  Hugh  O'Syrne.  He  seems  to  be  a  good  young 
man,  and  I've  taken  rather  a  fancy  to  him." 

"  Do  you  know  he's  a  priest — very  likely  a  Jesuit  P" 
said  Miss  Gubbins. 

«<  What  of  that  P  "  returned  Maurice. 

"  Take  care  you  be  not  priest-ridden." 
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'*  Explain  what  you  mean,  Miss  Gubbins." 

**  Of  course,  that  you  be  not  deluded,  hoodwinked,  tre- 
panned over  to  JElome.  What  a  Moses  you  are !  Ton 
know  well  enough  what  I  mean.  I*d  like  to  see  you  gulled 
into  buying  green  spectaclee,'*  angrily  retorted  the  lady. 

Maurice  laughed  derisively.  '*  If  I'm  wary  enough  not 
to  be  taken  in  for  buying  green  spectacles,  I  shall  be  clever 
enough  to  keep  outside  the  gates  of  Rome ;  and  'twill  bo 
time  enough  when  I  find  the  priest  as  black  within  «s  the 
world  has  painted  him  without  to  bid  him  good-morrow. 
I  think  ril  advise  him  to  try  some  of  those  cosmetics  his 
sister  finds  efficacious,  and  see  if  it  will  improve  him  in 
the  eyes  of  the  discerning  public." 

"  Come,  a  truce  with  raillery,  sir,"  cried  Lady  Alicia, 
whose  ingenious  wit  had,  during  this  brief  dialogue,  con- 
ceived and  matured  a  new  play  of  action.  Playfully  she 
proceeded :  "  Bring  your  friend  the  priest  with  you  this 
evening.  I  will  call  myself  upon  Alphonse ;  for  I  intend 
that  she  and  I  shall  be  very  great  friends,  even  though  I 
don't  think  her  so  pretty  as  you  do.  And  that  uncle  of 
hers  she  must  introduce  me  to.  If  that  other  colossal 
friend  of  yours,  Hugh  O'Byrne,  will  accompany  you  he 
shall  be  welcome.  I'm  not  so  bad  as  I  appear,  and  I  dare- 
say we  shall  all  get  on  famously.     Adieu,  au  revoir,^' 

She  ordered  the  carriage  forward,  and  as  it  rolled  off, 
O'DriscoU,  replacing  his  hat,  walked  on  to  rejoin  Father 
Fitzpatrick,  partly  gratified,  partly  puzzled,  and  thinking 
to  himself  could  Lady  Alicia,  after  all,  be  really  better 
than  he  gave  her  credit  for,  and  was  it  prejudice  only  that 
blinded  him  to  her  hidden  merit  P 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE   BANSHEE.— ^HB   IMTERMENT  AT  SLIKVE   GADOE. 

"^With  slow  Btep,  sad  burden,  and  wild-uttered  wail, 
Maid,  matron,  and  cottier  wind  up  from  the  yale. 
And  loud  lamentations  salute  the  graj  hill, 
Where  their  fathers  are  sleeping,  the  silent  and  still! 
M^ild,  wildly,  that  wail  ringeth  back  on  the  air, 
From  the  lone  place  of  tombe,  as  if  spirits  were  there  ; 
O'er  the  silent,  the  still,  and  the  cold  they  deplore, 
They  weep  for  the  tearless,  whose  sorrows  are  o'er." 

J.  U.  U. 

The  bright  noontide  sun  went  down  upon  weeping  and 
wailing  on  that  May-day  when  the  Bev.  Nathaniel  Camb, 
the  new  rector,  achieved  his  tithe  victory,  and  bore 
away  his  blood-stained  spoil  from  the  poverty-stricken 
village  and  famishing  peasantry  of  Tubber.  Consterna- 
tion spread  far  and  wide.  Pale  dismay  and  dull  despair 
marked  every  countenance,  while  deeper  furrows,  plougned 
by  feelings  outraged  to  madness,  and  fell  passions  ignited 
and  raging  in  many  a  desperate  bosom,  might  rea- 
dily be  traced  in  some;  for  in  many  a  wretched  hovel 
a  corpse  was  waking,  or  a  wounded  man  was  lying, 
while  the  loud  caoine  of  sorrow  wafted  on  the  night  breeze 
from  shelling  to  sheiling,  blended  sad  echoes  with  the  dirge 
of  homelcBs  wanderers  in  clustered  groups  bidding  mourn- 
ful farewell  to  the  charred  wrecks  of  mud  cabins  that  for 
generations  had  sheltered  their  heads  from  the  winter's  in- 
clement blast,  and  the  rude  walls  within  the  sanctuary  of 
whose  enclosure,  in  joy  and  in  affliction,  in  distress  and  in 
want,  domestic  sympathies  had  been  kindly  fostered,  and 
many  a  virtue  expanded  into  blooming  flower.  Ere 
parting  from  the  beloved  sod,  the  last  of  their  poor  earthly 
possessions,  the  sole  remaining  tie  that  had  linked  them  to 
a  blighted  land,  they  turned  their  weary  feet  to  swell  the 
tide  of  pauperism  flowing  from  countless  other  sources  to- 
wards  the  metropolis,  Toringit^g  \u  their  squalid  train  to 
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the  dens  and  purlieus  of  Tioe  and  profligaoj  to  which  they 
were  crowding,  fatal  seed  to  germinate  in  these  fertile  hot- 
beds, and  at  no  distant  day,  in  just  but  awful  retribution, 
to  scatter  broadcast  on  every  empoisoned  gale  and  wind  of 
heaven  the  taint  of  pestilence,  the  breath  of  the  Angel  of 
Death,  whom  no  bolts  could  bar  out  of  garret  chamber  or 
palace  hall,  and  whose  dire  visitation,  irrespective  of  person, 
and  defying  opposition,  struck  down  alike  rich  and  poor, 
the  heir  of  estates,  and  the  labourer  on  his  field.     One 
humble  homestead,  and  one  alone,  was  as  yet  exempt  from 
the  ruin  that  had  befallen  so  many  others,  but  over  which 
not  the  less  surely  the  stroke  of  doom  was  impending  ;  for 
since  the  day  he  had  interposed  his  manly  aid  to  protect 
the  dying  woman  from  the  intrusion  of  the  false  preacher, 
and  enabled  the  priest  to  perform  his  ghostly  functions  in 
aid  of  the  departing  soul,  Johnny  Doyle  and  his  family 
were  marked  out  victims  to  Thug  vengeance,  only  not  in- 
stantly wreaked,  because  the  Doyles  were  not  only  far  and 
near  known  and  respected  as  industrious,  peaceful,  obliging, 
well-to-do  people,  but  they  enjoyed,  moreover,  the  favour 
and  patronage  of  some  of  the  neighbouring  gentry,  to 
whom  they  were  useful  in  many  ways — Thady  as  a  good 
carpenter,  the  girls  as  seamstresses,  and  his  sons  clever  at 
gardening,  and  in  many  other  capacities  handy  and  ex- 
pert.    So,  abiding  the  parsou'6  opportunity  to  assail  them 
with  sanction  of  pretext,  on  this  night  of  woe,  in  the  spa* 
douB  kitchen  of  the  sheiling  was  assembled,  after  their 
evening  repast  of  potatoes  and  milk,  the  whole  family,  with 
a  few  neighbours  from  a  remoter  locality,  as  yet  unscathed, 
discussing  the  events  of  the  day.     The  carpenter,  smoking 
a  pipe,  sat  upon  a  three-legged  stool  by  the  hearth,  his  wife 
spinning  at  her  wheel  opposite ;  Johnny,  with  folded  arms, 
sat  cross-legged  upon  a  corner  of  the  deal  table ;  Larry,  with 
a  tattered  Latin  grammar  in  his  hand,  which  he  was  not 
studying,  hung  over  his  mother's  chair,  dreamily  watching 
the  evolution  of  the  whirring  wheel ;  the  two  elder  girk 
were  lolling  at  each  end  of  the  dresser ;  Euphemia  and 
Nellie  sat,  with  their  feet  tucked  under  them,  on  the  closed 
tettle-bed ;  while  a  couple  of  men  smoked  at  the  open  case- 
ment, and  two  or  three  women  squatted  on  their  Vi<^% 
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upon  the  hearth  round  Kitty  Burke»  who  was  knitting  a 
yarn  stocking. 

"  Musha,  ne'er  a  word  o'  lie  in  it,  Molly,  it  was  a  bad 
day's  work ;  au',  mind  me,  yez  won't  see  the  ind  o'  it  in 
a  hurry/'  said  one  of  these  women,  a  ooarse-featured, 
withal  shrewd,  good-oountenanced  matron,  addressing  Mrs. 
Doyle,  in  answer  to  some  observation  of  the  latter.  ^*  It*s 
from  bad  to  worse  the  parsons  is  goin'  in  their  onohristian 
thratement  o'  the  people,  an'  the  counthry  won't  stan'  it 
no  longer.  It's  risin'  fast  by  all  I  hear,  an'  maybe  they'll 
find  yet  thim  that  sows  the  wind  'ill  rape  the  whirlwind, 
inagh  !  " 

"  Throth,  I  dunno,  Peggy  avaumeen,'*  returned,  in  a 
low,  plaintive  accent,  a  mild,  pale-faced  young  woman  be- 
side her ;  '^  I'm  afeard  it's  the  cross  is  upon  us,  an'  we 
must  lie  down  an'  be  thrampled  out  undher  it.  Weloome 
be  the  will  o*  God !  " 

**  In  coorse ;  an'  we  do  nothin'  to  help  ourselves,"  re- 
sponded a  stout,  comely  woman,  resting  her  chin  upon  the 
palm  of  a  broad,  bony  hand,  '^  we  can't  expect  angels  '11  be 
sent  down  from  heaven  wid  soords  to  fight  for  us,  inagh  ! 
Now,  it's  my  notion  that  if  the  neighbours  down  at  Dun- 
lavin  an'  round  about  just  gave  the  cead  milk  faiUhe 
o'  the  pike  ind  to  every  sodger  billetted  on  'em  to  parse- 
cute,  an'  rob,  an'  insult  'em,  they'd  have  banished  the  var- 
mint purty  soon,  an'  be  none  the  worse  off  nor  they  are, 
begorra ! " 

**  Sorra  lie  in  it,  begorra !  '*  chimed  in  Thady  Doyle, 
blowing  a  cloud  from  his  pipe  with  the  brief  remark. 

**  I  dunno,  Thady,"  returned  his  wife,  thoughtfully 
*'what  good  did  the  pikes  do  to-day  ? — ^Seyen  corpses 
wakin*  below  at  the  village.  Och  hone,  ferriergare  !  sure 
'twould  melt  the  heart  o'  a  stone — an'  poor  Mick  Mooney 
among  'em ! " 

*'  Ay,  would  it,  sooner  nor  the  heart  o'  a  parson,"  fiercely 
broke  in  one  of  the  men  at  the  casement,  knock!  npf  thVt 
ashes  out  of  his  pipe.     "  Two  out  o'  wan  family,  och !  " 

**  God  look  down  on  the  widdy,  poor  Esther,  an'  the 
fatherless  childhre,  this  night!"  groaned  Kitty  Burke. 
*"!  wondher   what  Noil   More,  an'   Laoy,  an'  Donou^h 
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O'Brien   ifi  goin'  to  do  next.     Have    ye  any  notion, 
Johnny  P" 

'^  Ay,  have  I,  ma'am/'  said  Johnny,  roused  from  a  fit  of 
abstraotion  by  the  question ;  ^'  they've  gone  afther 
O'Dwyer  to  the  hills." 

*^  See  that  now,"  cried  the  first  woman  who  had  spoken. 
'*  I  tell  yez  ye'U  hear  moreo'  it  afore  long.  God  help  the 
orathurs  that's  put  to  the  road  out  o'  their  little  sheds,  an' 
God  bless  Sally  Malone,  that  took  Neil  More's  babby  to 
nurse  wid  her  own  dauny  one.  But  Donough  didn't  go 
wid  'em,  shure?'' 

"  I  dhred  that  child  'll  grow  up  a  natral*  if  it  lives. 
There's  lots  o'  childhre  born  foolish  by  raison  o'  fright  an' 
throuble  to  the  mother  these  times,"  soliloquised  £itty, 
turning  the  heel  of  her  stocking.  '*  God  forgive  them 
that's  the  cause  o'  it ! " 

"  BadcesB  to  'em,  an'  my  heavy  curse  on  'em,  uprisin' 
an'  downlyin'  An'  shure  it  s  the  raison  we  see  throuble 
an'  ruin  follyin'  families  that  was  rich  an'  mighty  in  their 
day,  an'  so  many  that  get  a  footin'  in  the  land  die  out, 
stock  an'  crop,  an'  others  coome  in  their  place  to  fare  no 
betther,  bekase  they've  withered  undher  the  soorohin' 
curses  o'  the  poor,  an'  them  they  have  plundhered  an' 
made  desolate.  Oh,  ay !  I'll  curse  'em  wid  all  the  veins 
o'  my  heart,  that  neither  their  seed  nor  breed  may  thrive, 
nor  know  length  o'  days,  nor  honour,  nor  glory  in  the 
land  I "  returned  Peggy  Connor,  with  hearty  eloquence  ;— 
'*  arrah,  why  wouldn't  I  ?  " 

'^  Curses,  like  crows,  go  out  to  feed  an'  come  home  to 
loost,  so  I  wouldn't  curse  anyone,  but  lave  'em  to  God," 
Baid  Kitty. 

Peggy  uttered  a  snort  of  dissent :  ^'  Lave  'em  to  God, 
indeed !  Maybe  it's  forget  'em  He  would,  or  not  think 
tiiey  wor  so  bad,  onless  we  let  Him  know  it,  agraJ^ 

'^Dis,  dts,  God  help  yer  wit.  As  if  He  didn't  know  the 
munber  of  hairs  on  our  head ! "  sighed  Mrs.  Doyle. 

'*  YiBf  in  coorse,  ma'am,  I  know ;  but  He  has  such  a  power 
^0  do  an'  see  afther,  maybe* He  doesn't  be  mindin'  every- 
. 

*  A  fool. 
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thing  at  onot«  barrin'  his  attention  is  oalled  to  'em,  else 
d'ye  think  He'd  see  such  villainies  done  an'  not  out  wid 
his  fist  to  wollop  'em  an'  give  the  divil  short  notioeP"  was 
the  logical  rejoinder  of  sagacious  Peggy;  not  more  ignorant 
conclusion  for  her,  nor  less  exalted  idea  of  the  Deity,  than 
many  theories  entertained  by  her  superiors  in  sonolastio 
erudition  of  a  later  day.  Her  auditory  not  being  in 
humour  to  enter  upon  theological  debate,  lapsed  into  silence, 
till  Thady  Doyle  again  broke  the  spell,  saying  to  one  of 
the  men  near  him : 

''  Is  there  anything  more  about  the  wreck  at  Newcastle, 
Frendergast  ?  I  hear  there  was  no  one  saved  but  the  one 
Mr.  Miles  O'Byme  caught  hould  of." 

"  Oh,  sorra  know  I  know,"  returned  Frendergast,  puffing 
away  vigorously  between  each  word ;  '^  what  dead  bodies 
was  thrown  in  was  burrid  dacently,  an'  lots  o'  goods  was 
thrown  in  along  the  coast.  The  peddlers  is  busy  down 
among  the  people  buyin'  'em  up." 

^'  Musha,  God  help  us,  but  there's  a  sight  o'  throuUe 
everywhere !"  again  sighed  Mrs.  Doyle,  disentangling  a 
skein  of  flax. 

*'  So  there  is,  alanna,*'  said  the  pale-faced  young  woman, 
drearily ;  ''but  we  may  always  oount  on  it  whin  the  biuEishee 
gives  wamin'." 

'' Ay,  in  troth,  aroon;  an,'  by  the  same  token,  the  weird 
woman  has  been  these  three  nights  runnin'  keenin'  all  round 
about  the  counthry/'  exclaimed  the  buxom  matron,  with 
animation,  excited  by  the  evident  interest  inspired  by  her 
information. 

"  Wisha,  now  ?"  cried  Mrs.  Doyle,  resting  on  her  wheel. 

''  Did  you  see  her  P"  shouted  Nelly,  with  a  cold  chill 
running  through  her  bosom. 

^'  No,  acharra,  but  I  heerd  her,"  replied  Feggy,  solemnly* 
"  Och,  it  'ud  make  the  hair  o'  your  head  stan'  on  ind  to 
hear  that  cry,  for  all  the  world  like  a  dirge  over  a 
bier  1'* 

^^  Noy  faith,  did  ye,  now  P''  demanded  Johnny,  brave  ad  a 
lion  to  face  mortd  foe,  but  with  a  tremor  like  palsy 
shaking  eYery  limb,  while  a  morbid  pleasure  in  the  super- 
human thrilled  through  his  heart  and  inspired  the  inter- 
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rogation    of  mingled   dread    and   delight:    "Yer  only 
jokin'." 

**  Troth,  I'm  not ;  I  heard  it  last  night  as  plain  as  T  hear 
you  now,  avicJ^ 

"Well,  I'll  tell  ye  what's  more,"  whispered  the  pale 
woman,  with  bated  breath  and  eyes  humid  with  tears,  "I 
seen  it." 

"  God  bless  us !"  ejaculated  everyone,  with  hair  standing 
on  end,  and  icy  perspiration  breaking  in  drops  on  every 
forehead. 

"Ye  seen  it!"- "What  was  she  like P"— "How  was 
she  dreesed  ?"— -"  Where  did  you  see  her  ?"  were  the  ques- 
tions put  in  swift  rotation  by  Kate  and  Mary,  as  they  oame 
forward  from  the  dresser. 

"A  small,  dawny  orathur,  no  bigger  nor  a  weeny  child, 
an'  dhressed  in  a  blood  red  cloak  and  hood.  Whin  I  first 
heerd  the  cry,  I  wint  to  look  out,  an'  sure  there  it  was, 
fomint  my  eyes,  sittin'  in  the  pour  in'  rain,  up  at  the  very 
door,  oryin*  as  if  its  heart  'ud  break.  Wid  that  I  ffive  a 
screech,  an'  clap  the  door,  an'  when  Brian  coome  wid  the 
dog  he  found  me  lying  in  a  faint  on  the  flure,  an'  no  sign 
good  or  bad  of  the  banshee  about  the  place,  though  he 
sarched  it  over." 

A  dead  silence  ensued,  in  which  everyone  looked  aghast 
upon  his  neighbour.  Euphemia  and  Larry  alone,  half 
incredulous,  sought  in  each  other's  eyes  the  expression  of 
their  opinion  on  the  subject ;  not  that  they  by  any  means 
doubted  the  genuine  existence  of  so  well-authenticated  a 
personage ;  but  that  the  mysterious  being  should  have  been 
brought  so  close  to  their  own  door  they  held  apocryphal ; 
and  so  each,  busy  with  secret  cogitation,  maintained  pro- 
found stillness,  until  Mrp.  Doyle,  rising  from  her  wheel, 
laid: 

"I  dunna,  Thady,  but  it's  time  to  be  going  down  to 
poor  Mooney's  wake;  I  daresay  the  neighbours  is  all 
gathered  by  this.  Ochone,  ochone^  acuishlah  njochree,  but 
U's  yerself  was  the  quiet,  dacent  man,  that  never  riz  a 
Wd  but  for  to  help  a  neighbour,  of  to  make  a  spree  at 
&ir  or  patthem ;  an'  it's  could  an'  dead  yer  lyin'  this  night 
orottchalf  wid  the  salt  tears  o*  them  that  loved  y^  ^^W. 

2'5 
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fulliu'  like  the  rain  upon  yer  bier,  och^  orra,  orra  !  on  poor 
Mat." 

"  Louersha  hem^^  murmured  the  pale  woman,  standing 
up  to  go,  "  but  it'll  be  the  sorrowful  berrin*  the  day  the 
Feven  coffins  goes  into  ould  Slieve  Gadoe  churchyard ; 
there  won't  be  a  dhry  eye  in  all  the  county.  An'  to  think 
of  poor  Rose  O'Brien  that  I  seen  this  morn  a  hale  an' 
hearty  woman  standin'  on  her  own  flure,  givin*  a  noggin  o' 
butthermilk  an'  a  male  o'  praties  to  the  little  lame  hoccagh^ 
Shaun  arouca.  Wirra  strua!  tcirra  sfrua!^  God  look  down 
on  the  poor  souls,  the  widdy  an'  orphans  left  dissolute  this 
night ;  may  the  Mother  o*  God  comfort  'em,  Good-evenin', 
ma'am,  an  God  speed  yez  all.  Coome  on,  Brian,  a  hagar,' 
addressing  her  husband,  who,  assenting,  placed  his  dudeeii 
in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  saying : 

"Ay,  sure  it's  time  we  wor  in  it;  an'  I  have  to  be  down 
early  the  morrow  wid  the  kishes  an'  pony  for  a  load  o'  turf  to 
Naas,  an'  to  call  atKilcullen  an'  Bally  moreustace  on  the  way." 

*' Good-evenin',  alanna,  an*  sure  we'd  have  been  wid 
ye,  only  we're  promised  to  go  to  Mooney's  wake  to- 
night; but  to-morrow,  plaze  God,  we'll  go  over  to  poor  Eoae 
that  hasn't  left  the  warrant  behind  her  of  a'finer  woman  or 
a  betther  neighbour,  wife,  an'  mother,  ferrwrgare,  aroon 
tnanimay"  returned  Mrs.  Doyle,  launching  out  into  earnest 
panegyric  of  her  deceased  friend,  as  she  took  leave  of  the 
couple  who  set  off  in  that  direction ;  then  turning  to  Peggy 
Cullan,  also  preparing  to  go  with  her  husband,  Andjj 
she  said :  "  Ye  might  as  well,  alanna,  lave  goin'  to  poor 
Kevin  Kelly's  corpse  house  till  to-morrow,  an'  coome  wid 
us  to  Mooney's. — Lord,  save  us !  what's  that  P" 

Arrested  in  her  sentence,  Mrs.  Doyle,  with  fallen  ja^ 
and  dilated  eye  stared  wildly  round,  and  met  only  panio- 
stricken  faces,  as  a  gentle  rapping  with  knuckles  was  heard 
at  the  door ;  for  in  the  gregarious  community,  of  whicb 
Mrs.  Doyle  formed  a  member,  it  was  understood  that  the 
door,  ever  on  the  latch,  gave  free  ingress  to  every  visitor^ 
and  dispensed  with  the  ceremony  of  craving  admissioD 
uwy  hour  before  bedtime.      But  intensified  to  its  agony 
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was  the  dismay  of  every  bosonii  when  a  low,  moaning  cry 
of  distress,  accompanied  by  unknown  words,  uttered  in  some 
strange,  unearthly  accent,  fell  upon  their  alarmed  ears ;  added 
to  this,  the  dog,  lying  upon  a  turf  creel  in  the  corner,  set 
up  a  furious  clamour  of  yelp  and  bark ;  the  old  gray  oat 
jumped  upon  the  table  and  looked  tow  wis  the  door ;  and 
the  oocks  and  hens,  roosting  among  the  rafters,  fluttered 
uneasily,  and  showed  signs  of  disturbed  rest,  all  of  which 
portents  seemed  to  betoken  evil  at  hand.    Stouter  than 
the  others,  Johnny  Doyle,  after  some  hesitation,  opened 
the  little  casement  to  peep  cautiously  out;  but  swiftly 
drawing  in  his  head  again,  he  ejaculated :    *^  Good  Lord ! 
it's  the  banshee  V*    This  was  the  climax  :  no  one  swooned 
or  fainted ;  but  some  faces  grew  ashy  and  some  purple, 
while  all  seemed  threatened  with  asphyxia  from  tightened 
breath.    The  small,  tiny  voice  without  meanwhile  wailed 
mournfully  on  for  some  moments — ages  of  horror — and 
then,  slowly  retreating,  waxed  fainter  and  fainter,  and 
died  away.    There  is  a  culminating  point,  beyond  which 
human  emotions  of  joy,  sorrow,  pain  or  fear,  may  not 
strain ;  then  with  the  ebb  of  the  tide  comes  apathy  or  re- 
action ;  so  here,  out  of  desperation,  sprang  courage  to  con- 
front the  worst;  and  Thady  Doyle,  being  the  first  to  regain 
firmness,  opened  the  door  to  look  out,  despite  the  warning 
caution  of  his  friends.     A  balmy  breath  of  night  air  and  a 
silvery  stream  of  moonlight  flooded  the  obscurity  of  the 
sheiling,  bringing  out  in  more  distinct  relief  the  shadowy 
forms  grouped  in  the  flickering  glow  of  the  turf  fire,  but 
no  sign  of  living  thing  without  met  the  eye ;  the  trees 
waved  with  a  gentle  motion  in  the  languid  breeze,  and  the 
stars  shone  brightly  in  the  unclouded  heavens  above. 

*^  Mother  of  God !  what  is  it,  at  all  at  all  ?*'  cried  Mrs. 
Doyle,  with  faltering  speech. 

^Sorra  sight  o'  anything  I  see,''  returned  her  husband. 
^'  Johnny,  avic,  ye  only  tuk  a  rise  out  of  us ;  ye  seen  nothin' 
bairin'  the  lusmorey  an'  gosh  raheenie*  wavin'  their  heads 
among  the  heath." 

^*  Begorra,  I  did ;  I  seen  it  standin'  in  the  moonlight  as 
plain  as  I  see  yerself,  athair,''  persisted  Johnny :  "  a  weeny 

•  Broom  ami  feiu. 
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thiDg  like  what  Brian  Cormao*8  wife  tould  lu,  wid  a  red 
oloak  an'  hood^  an'  black  hair  sthreamin'  over  her  face. 
Achiema^  it  bates  Banagher !" 

Satisfied  that  disaster  was  now  loonung  above  them  in 
some  form,  with  looks  and  speech  expressive  of  submission 
to  the  divine  will,  mingled  with  interjections  of  sorrow, 
the  resigned  peasantry  expedited  their  departure  to  the 
wake,  trooping  all  together  for  protection,  and  soon  the 
sheiling  of  Thady  Doyle  was  deserted  by  all,  save  Euphe- 
mia,  whom  Miles  had  prohibited  &om  going  to  wakes  or 
fairs,  much  to  her  regret.  Nelly,  indeed,  and  Larry,  too, 
had  offered  to  stay  to  Keep  her  company,  as  had  also  Kittv; 
but  Euphemia,  whose  most  prominent  virtue  was  unselfish- 
Dess,  while  her  most  pre-eminent  feature  was  courage  and 
fearless  spirit,  rejected  an  offer  which  she  well  knew  would 
have  debarred  them  of  much  pleasure.  So  saying  she 
would  go  to  bed,  she  saw  them  off,  and  stood  looking  after 
them  till  they  were  out  of  sight ;  then  she  turned  to  rake 
together  the  embers  of  the  fire,  and  seating  herself,  lapsed 
into  a  train  of  solitary  musing,  but  not  for  long,  of  mind 
too  active  for  repose.  She  was  on  her  feet  again,  and  to 
the  door.  The  banshee  distracted  her  imagination  only^to 
set  her  wits  at  work,  and  give  motive  to  her  energy.  '  She 
would  like  to  see  it  with  her  own  eyes,  to  hear  it  with  her 
own  ears  ;  she  would  even  speak  to  it  if  she  met  it,  and 
learn  whatsoever  tidings  of  which  it  was  the  bearer.  The 
idea,  conceived  in  thought,  was  not  slow  to  embody  itself 
in  purpose.  Gently  closing  the  door  behind  her,  and 
taking  the  dog,  she  set  off  in  quest  of  the  banshee,  arguing 
to  herself:  ^'  It  must  have  gone  to  some  other  cabin ; — ^not, 
of  course,  anywhere  there's  a  wake,  but  where  she  has  to 
warn  someone  else."  And  away  she  sped,  the  dog  leaping* 
and  barking  beside  her,  as  she  took  her  way  towards  » 
remote  hut,  nestled  among  mountain  paths.  The  reader 
may  smile  incredulous,  for  it  is  seldom,  indeed,  that  such 
pursuit  has  been  crowned  with  success.  Nevertheless, 
Euphemia's  quest  was  successful  beyond  her  most  sanguine 
expectations,  since  she  had  not  traversed  a  hundred  yards 
when,  arrested  by  the  dog  springing  away,  and  barking 
vooiferomly  at  some  object  concealed  in  a  thick  clump  of 
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brushwood,  she  turned  towards  it,  and  there  with  awe 
beheld  the  identical  banshee  cowering  in  terror  from  the 
animal,  and  looking  the  very  picture  of  suffering  and 
misery.    As  lost  in  astonishment,  Euphemia  stood  still, 
gazing  upon  the  eyes  that  peered  so  wistfully  into  hers, 
the  mysterious  being  rose,  and  made  a  demonstration  of 
approaching.     That  was  enough — all  Euphemia's  courage 
eyaporated,  and,  without  asking  any  questions,  she  medi- 
tated a  hasty  scamper,  and  had  actually  made  some  swift 
paces,  when  a  shriek  of  terror,  attracted  a  hasty  backward 
glance,  and  she  beheld  the  object  which  had  evidently  fol- 
lowed her  rapid  flight  pinioned  and  prostrate  under  the 
grip  of  the  dog.    This  brought  her  to  a  standstill ;  her 
sense  told  her  that  if  the  thing  were  indeed  a  banshee  or 
supernatural  visitant  the  animal  could  not  take  hold  of  it. 
Reassured,  she  returned,  called  off  her  canine  champion, 
assisted  the  affrighted  stranger  to  arise,  and  briefly  ad- 
dressed her:  ''What  are  you?"     Syllables,  strange  and 
unknown,  fell  upon  her  ear,  and  taking  hold  of  her  hand, 
with  piteous  eyes  looking  into  her  face,  the  little  one  cried 
bitterly.    Euphemia  felt  her  heart  moved  to  compassion ; 
though  still  not  quite  sure  of  the  terrestrial  nature  of  the 
unknown,  who,  however,  seemed  to  be  in  trouble  she  could 
not  explain.     Tales  of  fairy  and  genii,  which  she  had 
been  lately  reading,  came  to  her  mind.     What  if  this 
should  be  some  enchanted  princess,  like  the  White  Gat, 
or  some  visitant  escaped  from  fairyland,  but  vet  under 
fairy  spell  to  be  broken  by  talisman  applied  by  mortal 
hand.     Quick  as  thought  her  swift  intelligence  suggested 
a  test :  she  drew  from  her  boson  a  crucifix,  and,  blessing 
herself,  held  it  up  to  the  stranger,  who,  as  instantly  com- 
prehending the  suggestion,  took  from  her  own  neck  a  cor- 
responding symbol  in  gold,  and,  presenting  it,  she  smiled 
and  laughed  and  blessed  herself  in  turn.     Euphemia  per- 
ceived that  the  object   was  neither  banshee,  fairy,  nor 
enchanted  princess,  but  a  Christian  of  mortal  mould,  though 
\vhere  she  came  &om,  or  who  she  was  remained  as  yet  a 
dark  enigma. 

**  CaxLt  you  speak  English,  or  French,  or  Irish,  and  say 
where  you  come  from,  and  what  it  is  you  want  P"  oontinuftd 
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Euphemia.  "  I  thinks  after  all,  you're  only  a  child  like  any 
other.  If  I  could  but  understand  what  you  say !  I  don't 
know  your  language." 

The  stranger,  in  response,  only  shook  her  head,  yet 
seemed  as  if  with  greedy  ear  she  strove  to  take  in  every 
word  of  the  speaker  who,  at  length  disappointed,  set  off 
homeward,  the  stranger,  to  her  amazement  and  annoyance, 
keeping  close  beside  her.  Together  they  arrived  at  the 
threshold ;  Euphemia  entered,  and  the  stranger,  uninvited, 
followed.  With  concentrated  attention  she  appeared,  half- 
shily,  half-inquisitively  to  scan  the  interior,  till  spying  a 
piece  of  griddle  cake  upon  the  shelf,  she  made  eager  sign 
to  have  it,  and  Euphemia,  giving  it  to  her  with  a  mug  of 
milk,  she  ate  with  the  avidity  of  one  who  had  been  long 
fasting,  after  which,  with  the  hand  of  Euphemia,  whicm 
she  had  repeatedly  kissed,  locked  in  hers,  she  sat  down 
upon  the  hearth  before  the  roused-up  fire,  leaned  her  head 
upon  her  lap,  and  dropped  off  into  a  deep  slumber.  Re- 
turning ^t  dawn  from  the  wake,  the  Doyle  family,  pioneered 
by  Kitty  Burke  in  advance,  stood  still  upon  the  threshold 
at  sight  of  Euphemia  fast  asleep  in  the  carpenter's  arm- 
chair, and  the  banshee  leposing  along  with  the  dog  at  her 
feet. 

Boused  by  their  entrance,  the  children  wakened  up,  and 
the  stranger,  shrinking  behind  Euphemia,  appeared  to 
shun  the  prying  eyes,  all  centred  upon  her  with  acute 
scrutiny. 

**  Gfra  machree  a  colken  ogue!  is  it  a  banshee,  or  what  is 
it,  at  all  P"  exclaimed  Kitty  Burke,  staring  hard  at  the 
paradoxically  old  young  face  before  her,  while  the  others 
took  note  of  the  silk  stockings  and  red  morocco  boots  in 
which  the  tiny  feet  were  cased,  and  the  blue  velvet  &ook, 
and  dark  crimson  mantle  of  fine  Spanish  cloth  that  arrayed 
the  small  figure,  and  the  black  silky  hair  that  clustered  in 
tangled  tresses  round  the  clear,  olive-complexioned  oheeks, 
and  the  lustrous  brown  eyes  shining  beneath  heavy,  arching 
lashes.  ^^  Arrah,  musha,  it  ain't  a  banshee,  but  some  child 
that's  sthrayed,  an'  belonging  to  rich  people,  too,"  said 
Kitty,  fearlessly  taking  it  in  her  arms.  '*  Spake,  alanna 
machree,  sure  yer  ould  enough  to  tell  yer  story,  barrin  yer 
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dumb,  poor  things  for  ye  must  be  eight  years  ould,  anyway, 
an'  a  cute  little  one,  I  warrant.  Musha,  Miss  'Phemia,  li6w 
did  she  oome  in  ?" 

"  I  went  to  look  for  hoir,  and  found  her  in  the  losso* 
olump  under  the  hawthorn  hedge,  and  she  followed  me 
home,"  said  Euphemia. 

"Grlory  be  to  God,  alannaf*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Doyle, 
whose  apprehensions  were  not  dissipated  by  this  account ; 
"ye  had  best  not  have  meddled  wid  the  crathur,  Miss 
'Phemia.  What  if  her  own  people — that's  the  good  peeple* 
— ^be  lookin'  for  her,  an'  find  her  here,  shure  its  murthered 
we'll  be." 

"  Sorra  fear,  Molly,"  returned  Kitty,  whose  long  town 
residence  had  not  by  any  means  weakened  her  faith  in  the 
lore  of  fairy ;  but  she  had  spied,  and  now  held  up  to  view, 
the  little  Drucifix  suspended  round  the  child's  neck.  **  No 
leprechaun  or  aluashk  iver  dared  face  the  like  o'  that.  No, 
aehorra^  she's  a  Christian  child,  an'  one  of  our  own  per- 
suasion, too,  an'  no  heretic,  by  the  same  token,  howsomever 
she  coome  here." 

Satisfied  by  this  assurance,  and  no  longer  gazing  on  the 
uncanny  thing  with  scared  vision,  Moll  Doyle  leading  the 
example,  all  crowded  round  the  little  stranger  seated  peace- 
fully and  confidingly  on  Kitty's  lap,  and  looking  with  eyes 
of  yearning  trust  into  theirs. 

'*  Queen  o'  glory,  but  it  bates  Banagher ! "  ejaculated 
Mrs.  Doyle,  emboldened  to  take  the  crucifix  in  her  fingers, 
but  for  the  prudent  purpose,  entertained  in  secret,  to  make 
sure  that  no  delusion  had  been  practised  upon  their  optical 
sense. 

"  An'  is  it  dumb  the  little  crathur  is,  or  can  she  spake 
at  all  ?  "  cried  the  honest  carpenter,  who  had  been  lavishly 
sprinkling  himself  and  family  with  holy  water,  to  secure 
them  from  the  spell  of  witchcraft  and  other  evil,  till  sight 
of  the  holy  symbol,  backed  by  Kitty's  shrewd  speech  quite 
banished  all  dread  from  his  bosom. 

"  She's  a  purty  little  colken,  anyway,"  observed  Mary 
Doyle.     "  Take  oflF  her  cloak,  an'  let's  have  a  good  look 

♦  Bramble.  f  Fairies. 
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at  her.  Musha,  but  she's  a  rale  little  priuooss.  Look  at 
the  darUnt  laoe  frill  an'  cuffs  thrimmin'  the  neck  an'  sleeves 
o*  her  beautiful  velvet  frock/'  continued  the  carpenter's 
eldest  daughter,  as  she  untied  and  threw  off  the  hooded 
mantle  which  enveloped  the  child's  figure.  '^  Lord  bless 
us !  Where's  she  from,  at  all  at  all  ? '' 

''  Spake,  acuishla.  If  ye've  got  a  tongue  in  yer  head, 
say  somethin',"  cried  Kate,  coaxiogly,  and  sagaciously  she 
added :  ''  Shure  if  it's  from  any  foreign  parts  she  is,  Miss 
Themia  knows  enough  o'  Frinch  to  discoorse  her." 

*'0r  Larry  there,  that's  illigant  at -the  Latin,"  said 
Johnny,  fired  with  as  much  curiosity  as  the  resi^  look- 
ing at  his  brother  standing  by,  also  immersed  in 
wonder. 

Complying  with  the  general  appeal  of  all,  Larry  pro- 
pounded some  interrogation  in  Latin.  The  child  stared 
hard,  evidently  straining  with  eager  attention  to  catch  the 
sense  of  the  words,  but  in  vain,  and  she  shook  her  head 
hopelessly. 

"  That  ain't  a  good  sign,  I'm  afeard,"  observed  Winnie 
Daly,  a  crone  who  had  accompanied  the  Doyles  from  the 
wake.  ''  Shure  if  she  wor  a  Christian  she'd  know  some- 
thin'  o'  the  blessed  Latin.'' 

"  Arrah  musha!  how  much  do  ye  know  of  it  yerself, 
that  goes  the  round  of  all  the  stations,  let  alone  a  weeny 
bit  of  a  colleen,*'  retorted  Thady  Doyle  with  scorn.  *•  You 
talk  to  her,  Miss  'Phemia,  aroon.** 

"  'Tisn't  any  use,  Thady,"  cried  Euphemia,  standing 
by  Nelly,  more  practically  employed  lighting  the  fire  and 
washing  a  pot  of  potatoes  to  put  down  to  boil  for  the 
breakfast ;  ''I  spoke  to  her  in  every  language  I  could  think 
of,  and  it's  all  Greek  to  her." 

At  that  moment  the  weary  child,  either  becoming  im- 
patient or  frightened,  began  to  cry  and  whimper  cabalistio 
words  in  an  unknown  tongue. 

'^  I  tell  ye  she  isn't  lucky ;  she's  undher  a  charm,"  ex- 
claimed the  crone,  blessing  herself  vehemently.  ''Did 
ever  anyone  hear  the  likes  o'  such  spache,  for  all  the  world 
like  the  voice  o'  the  wind  upon  a  fairy  clearseach,  or  the 
pipes  pf  the  coeUhie  by  the  haunted  rath  P    Put  her  out,  I 
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tell  yez,  or  there's  no  end  to  the  soith  o'  misfortune  Bhe'U 
bring  to  the  house  ;  the  Lord  purtect  us ! '' 

*'  Go  long  widyerself  an'  yer  prate,"  angrily  cried  Thady 
Doyle,  observing  the  effect  of  the  speech  upon  the  simple 
auditors,  [and  taking  the  child  in  his  arms.  *^  There, 
deelish!  Wist,  machree !  don't  cry.  See  what  I've  got 
here/'  and  he  extracted  from  his  pocket  a  piece  of  sugar- 
stick  some  hawking  vendor  of  sweets  had  given  him  at  the 
wake. 

*<  Veiy  well,  Mr.  Doyle,  have  it  yer  own  way/'  said 
Winnie  Daly,  as  bitterly  offended  at  her  opinion  being  dis- 
countenanced as  the  most  scientific  propounder  of  a  new 
theory  or  dictator  of  a  new  creed  could  be  at  finding  his 
argument  rebutted  or  cavilled  at  by  an  audacious  sceptic. 
*'A11  I've  to  say  is,  if  you  spake  to  the  an  J*  woman« 
Stacie  Muldoon,  maybe  ye'd  need  her,  avic^  or  the  fairy 
man,  Shamus  Beg  Darig,  that  found  out  the  witches  that 
used  to  milk  Nano  Casey's  cows  in  the  night,  an'  thin 
escape  before  mom,  in  the  shape  o'  hares,  up  to  the  hilL 
Anyhow,  as  I  haven't  no  wish  to  be  fairy-sthruok,  I  bid 
yez  good- morn',  an'  Molly,  asthore^  keep  an  eye  to  yer 
milk  an'  butther,  I  bid  ye." 

*'  Go  along  wid  yerself  for  an  ould  blatherurmcaUy' 
said  Thady,  sitting  down  with  the  child  on  his  knee,  and 
stroking  her  hpad.  *^  I  niver  knew  harm  cum  o'  doing  a 
good  turn  yet  to  man  or  baste ;  an'  shure,  colleen^  if  ye 
belong  to  the  good  people  itself  it  ain't  an  evil  turn  agin 
tbim  as  befriends  ye  ye'd  do  P  Maybe  it's  a  crock  o'  goold 
instead  ye'd  be  lavin  wid  us,  avourneen,  Ajdl  coome,  Molly, 
stir  yerself,  woman,  an'  hurry  the  breakfast,  an'  let's  get  off 
in  time  for  the  berrin'." 

'*  What  burying,  Thady  P  Sure  they're  not  going  to 
the  churchyard  before  to-morrow  P"  cried  Euphemia,  who 
was  busy  skimming  milk  at  the  dresser  and  filling  the 
noggins,  while  Kitty  Burke  was  feeding  the  fowl  at  the 
door,  and  Johnny  was,  with  his  sisters  Mar;  and  Kate, 
setting  off  with  the  pails  to  milk. 

"Ay   are   they,  dil  machree?^*  responded  Mrs.  Do^le, 

•  Herb. 
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taking  the  bellows  out  of  the  hand  of  Nelly,  who  now, 
supinely  sitting  on  her  heels,  was  intently  surveying  the 
strange  child  reclining  quietly  upon  her  father's  bosom. 
"  Father  Murphy,  God  bless  him !  ooome  down  to  the  wake, 
an'  tould  us  that,  as  he  had  to  go  down  to-day  to  Ferns 
and  Ennisoorthy,  an'  there  wor  signs  o'  throuble  by  new 
regiments  of  soldiers  oomin'  down — Lord  Boden's  Fox- 
hunters  to  the  Gurragh,  an'  Beresford's  Bloodhounds,  an' 
the  Ancient  Britons,  an'  lots  o'  Hessians  an'  foreign 
soldiers  billetin'  on  every  cabin — it  was  best  get  the  bodies 
dacently  interred  in  time.  Lord  save  us !  I  dhread  but 
there'll  be  massacre ! "  and  she  gave  the  pipe  of  the  bellows 
a  thrust  into  the  fire,  and  vigorously  blew  up  a  strong 
blaze  under  the  bubbling  boiler  suspended  upon  a  hook 
above  it. 

"  And  so  they're  all  to  go  out  to-day  ?  "  murmured  Eu- 
phemia,  in  tone  of  disappointment.  '^  I  thought  I  could 
have  got  over  on  the  pony  to  Miles,  and  asked  him  to  let 
me  go  to-morrow.  I  hate  Miles,  he's  so  cross  and  proud ; 
and  if  Hugh  were  here,  and  gave  me  leave,  I'd  go  in  spite 
of  him,  and " 

"  Suiatj  darlinf,"  said  Kitty,  coming  in.  **  Misther 
Miles  is  very  good  to  ye,  an'  ye  wouldn't  vex  him  by 
stubbornness  an'  disobedience,  afther  he  foi^ave  what  yo 
done  before.  Stay  at  home,  a/unna,  an'  read  yer  stoiy- 
books,  an'  play  wid  this  little  one,  an'  thry  an'  amuse 
her." 

'^  An'  I'll  lave  ye  sugar  an'  currants,  for  a  cake  or  a  pud- 
din',  an  ye  have  eggs  an'  crame  galore,  acuishlay*  said 
Mrs.  Doyle,  poking  the  potatoes  with  a  stick,  to  find  if 
they  were  done. 

Euphemia  yielded  sullen  submission  to  fate,  envying 
the  happier  destiny  of  Nelly  and  Larry,  who  were  at  that 
moment  engaged  in  driving  back  a  couple  of  restive  pigs 
which  had  broken  from  their  sty  and  made  resolute  demoQ- 
stration  of  inviting  themselves  to  breakfast  with  the  family, 
and,  in  a  fit  of  heroic  sulks,  observed  :  **  I  don't  want  any 
cake  or  pudding,  and  I  wouldn't  be  bothered  with  that 
little  leprechaun ;  so  you  may  take  her  with  you,"  to 
neither  of  which  gracious  assurances  Kitty  or  her  foster- 
mother  paid  the  least  attention. 
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The  meridian  sun,  like  a  shield  of  gold,  was  blazing  in 
the  blue  dome  of  heaven,  unfleoked  by  a  single  vapour, 
when  a  long  funeral  train,  composed  of  many  hundred  per- 
sons, wound  up  the  wild,  zig-zag  road  leading  to  the  ruined 
mountain  cemetery  of  Slieve  Gadoe.    No  passing-bell  an- 
noonoed  that  the  earthly  tenements  of  souls  gone  hbme 
were  being  conveyed  to  commingle  dust  with  dust,  until 
the  soundmg  of  the  Archangel's  trumpet  shall  call  them 
once  again  to  put  on  the  cast-off  garment,  and  stand  living 
men  in  the  flesh  once  more,  face  to  face  with  friends  and 
foes.    But  far  away — far  away  over  the  purple,  heath-dad 
hilU,  over  the  desolate  moor,  dotted  with  rushes  and  stag- 
nant fens,  where  the  rabbit  and  hare  disported,  and  the 
plover  and  bittern  screamed ;  over  lonely  plains  traversed 
Dj  devious  footpaths  and  meandering  streams ;  over  tangled 
oopse  and  wastes  of  yellow  furze,  browsed  by  goats;  over 
solitary  hamlet  and  dark,  waving  woodland,  floated  upon 
every  breeze,  redolent  with  the  perfumed  breath  of  spring, 
the  fragrance  of  her  garland  of  violets,  hawthorn,  meadow- 
sweet, woodbine,  dogrose,  daffodil,  cowslip,  and  primrose, 
with  countless  balsamic  herbs,  almost  oppressive  in  their 
surfeit  of  fragrance  but  for  the  light,   airy  flash  of  the 
frequent  zephyr's  wing,  scattering  cool  freshness  around, 
and  sprinkling,  as  with  imction,  every  brow.     Upon  every 
suoh  breeze  was  borne  a  wild,  weird,  melancholy  strain  of 
music,  which,  heard  blending  its  symphonies  with  the  hues 
of  twilight,  or  the  mystic  beams  of  moonlight,  had  been 
supematurally  awful;  but  heard  even  now,  in  the  full 
bloom  of  nature,  and  the  open  eye  of  day,  the  vibrating 
pulaations  of  the  mournful  chaunt,tbe  Celtic  caom^,  the  wild 
ulla  lulla,  the  choral  refrain  of  the  Irish  death  song,  now 
swelling  in  sublime  pathos  aloft,  now  dying  in  weeping 
numbers ;  now  wailing  fitfully  broken  upon  the  ear,  now 
gushing  like  a  tuneful  rill,  plaintive  and  low,  it  thrilled 
every  nerve  with  sympathetic  emotion,  irresistible  to  the 
most  callous,  and,  yielding  to  the.  infection  of  sorrow  glid- 
ing into  the  bosom,  an  unwonted  sadness,  at  least,  should 
oonquer  natures  that  could  not  dissolve  in  tears.    Amid 
such  requiem  dirge,  wafting  the  prayer  of  intercession  to 
heaven's  gates  for  t1)e  depnited   souIf,  the  corpses  of  thfiivt 
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murdered  neighbours  were  laid  to  rest  beneath  the  vails 
of  the  old  abbey,  and  then,  Father  Murphy,  standing  upon 
a  little  eminenoe,  waving  his  hand  to  impose  Bilenoe,  ad- 
dressed the  people,  who  thronged  and  pressed  around  to 
hear  him : 

'^My  children,  sad  has  been  the  offioe  imposed  upon 
us  this  day,  even  that  of  laying  the  green  sod  over  the  oold 
remains  of  those  who  yestermorn'  were  like  yourselves,  and 
among  yourselves,  in  the  flesh,  of  wetting  the  clay  above 
them  with  our  tears,  and  wearying  heaven  with  cries  for 
their  spirits'  pardon  and  rest  in  glory.  But,  my  children  " 
(his  voice  faltered),  ^*  while  I  weep  with  you,  ay,  burning 
tears  of  sorrow  and  indignation,  shall  I  not,  your  father, 
g^ide,  and  friend,  also  reprove  the  impulsive  ardour  which 
led  you  to  disregard  my  earnest  entreaties,  my  solemn 
warnings,  even  while  I  lament  the  persecution  that  goaded 
you  to  resistance — that  resistance  to  law  and  authority 
which  I  have  never  ceased  to  deprecate.     Carried  away 
by  passion  you  forgot,  some  of  you,  my  counsel,  nay,  my 
command ;  and  when  the  oppressor  smote  you  in  hisiyranny, 
instead  of  committing  your  cause  to  Divine  vindication, 
you  must  needs  vindicate  yourselves.     So,  behold  the  re* 
suit  I     What  availed  your  strong  hands,  and  your  sharp 
pikes,  and  your  pitiful  numbers,  but'  to  give  that  pretext 
to  the  enemy  for  which  he  hungered,  to  slaughter  you  and 
your  wives  and  children  without  mercy,  to  wreck  your 
little  homes,  and  send  you  forth  naked  upon  the  world> 
0  children !  I  have  not  time  to  say  to  you  now  all  that  mj 
heart  yearns  to  pour  forth,  for  business  calls  me  hence ; 
but,  once  for  all,  I  pray,  I  conjure  you,  hear  my  voice,  and 
obey  my  injunction.    Let  this  hour  of  hurricane  and  dark 
disaster  blow  over  in  peace.     Brave  not  the  wrath  of  evil 
men,€uined  both  with  the  will  and  the  power  to  afflict  you. 
Strive  by  submission  and  by  patience  to  court  at  least  a 
respite,  till  his  angry  passions  cool  down  and  better  feel- 
ings animate  his  breast.    Should  it  be  God's  will  to  pe^ 
mit  them  still  to  wield  the  scourge,  bend  in  acquiescence 
to  each  stroke.    Bemember  the  early  Christians,  your  fore- 
fathers, what  things  they  sufiPered  to  enter  into  that  glory 
which  no  man  can   take  from   them,  and  where,  sitting 


THE   BURIAL  AT  SLIEVE  GADOE.  383 

Upon  eternal  thrones,  crowned  with  sunbeams  and  clothed 
in  the  hues  of  the  rainbow,  with  every  tear  they  shed 
shining  like  a  gem  upon  their  garments,  they  look  down 
upon  you  waging  your  earthly  strife  with  the  demon, 
exulting  in  your  victory,  and  impatient  to  receive  you  into 
their  bliss.  Gome,  every  man,  pledge  me  once  more  that, 
whate'er  betide,  he  will  not  madly  rush  upon  destruc- 
tion by  being  his  own  avenger;  but  commit  himself  to 
the  oare  of  the  Almighty,  whoso  blessing  I  here  invoke 
upon  every  head." 

Slowly,  reluctantly,  dubiously  the  congregated  peasantry 
yielded  to  the  prayer  of  their  pastor,  who  fervently  called 
down  benedictions  upon  them.  Many,  indeed,  impatient 
of  his  exhortations,  murmured  among  themselves. 

Johnny  Doyle  whispered,  sotto  wee,  to  Terry  O'Toole, 
beside  him :  '^  Augh,  what's  the  good  o*  the  pikes  to  us 
now?  It's  just  foolishness  his  riverence  is  talkin'.  Is  a 
man  if  he's  attacked  not  to  defend  himself,  does  he  mane  P" 

'*Faix,  I'll  hould  my  grip  o'  the  pike,  anyway,  come 
what  will,"  grunted  Terry,  whose  brother  was  among 
the  slain. 

'*  Och,  musha,  his  riverence  is  too  hard,"  observed  Moll 
Doyle,  much  dissatisfied,  to  Kitty.  ^'Shure  a  poor- 
spirited  hen  'ud  fight  for  her  chickens,  if  they  was  attacked 
by  a  cur;  an'  it's  a  mane  baste  wouldn't  defend  its 
young  in  danger.  I  know  if  I  seen  my  childhre  in 
jeopardy,  it  'ud  go  hard  wid  me  to  stay  quiet — an'  I 
wouldn't. 

"  Troth  I  dunno ;  he  must  mane  it  only  in  raison,"  sug- 
gested Kitty,  puzzled  a  good  deal.  ''  I'd  be  sorry,  if  a 
fellow  hit  my  Ned,  to  see  him  take  it  like  a  poltroon ;  I'd 
be  ashamed  of  his  father's  son,  so  I  would." 

"  AU  I  know  is,"  said  O'Brien  the  ploughman,  stalking 
away,  *^  V\\  meddle  wid  no  man  that  doesn't  wid  me  or 
mine ;  and  any  that  does  TU  hit  him  a  lick  o'  my  clogh 
alpeen,  if  it  wor  the  colonel  o'  the  regiment." 

"  I've  made  ten  score  stout  pikes,"  growled  Mooney  the 
blacksmith,  **  an',  by  Jabers,  I'll  not  stint  the  loan  of  'em 
nor  the  use  of  'em  neither,  if  so  an'  they  be  wan  tin'." 

"  Lord  send  we'll  have  no  need  for  'em,"  said  Thad^ 
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Doyle ;  "  but  Bure  if  we  have,  it's  well  to  have  'em  to  the 
fore,  anyway.  Johnny  has  got  five  stowed  away  in  the 
hayrick.  Coome  home,  Thady,  you  an'  the  gossoons,  an' 
have  a  bit  o'  baoon  an'  cabbage ;  I've  axed  poor  Terry  an' 
two  or  three  more,  an'  we'll  take  a  sup  at  Cavanagh's  to 
keep  up  our  hearts  while  the  wife,  wid  the  girls  an'  Kitty, 
goes  on  afore  to  have  the  dinner  agin  we  get  home." 

Mooney,  being  agreeable,  they  adjourned  to  a  shebeen 
on  the  way,  while  his  helpmate,  with  her  sons  and 
daughters,  Kitty,  and  a  few  iemale  friends,  discussing  the 
events  of  the  times,  trudged  before,  to  arrange  the  domes- 
tic concerns,  and  inveigh  to  their  hearts'  content  against 
the  pacific  disposition  of  their  pastor. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A    SCENE   OF    IIOKROR COLONEL   ERSKINE   OF   THE   5tH 

LIGHT  DRAGOONS   AND  BOMNEy's   FENCIBLES. 

"  There  are  things  of  which  I  may  not  speak ; 
There  are  dreams  that  cannot  die  ! 
There  are  thouffhts  that  make  the  strong  heart  weak, 
And  bring  a  pidlor  into  the  cheek, 
And  a  mist  before  the  eye.*' 

Longfellow. 

It  was  ten  o'clock,  a.m.,  when  the  Boyles  set  out  to 
follow  the  funeral  procession  to  Slieve  Oadoe ;  it  was  about 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  when,  with 
the  addition  to  their  family  of  the  unknown  child,  they 
sat  at  a  plentiful  dinner  composed  of  a  large  piece  of  a 
flitch  of  bacon,  crowning  a  pile  of  cabbage,  and  a  goodly 
square  of  salt  butter  opposite  a  trencher  of  floury  potatoefi) 
to  which,  assisted  by  a  few  invited  guests,  they  were  doing 
ample  justice.      Mooney  the  blacksmith,  yet  gloomily 
dejected  for  the  loss  of  his  brother  and  eldest  son,  ate  in 
silence,  casting  from  time  to  time  paternal  glances  upon 
two  jounger  striplings,  upon  whom  all  his  hopes   now 
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centred  as  the  staffs  of  his  decliaing  years.  Terry  O'TooIe, 
who  had  also  lost  a  brother,  was  there,  and  Donough 
O'BrieHy  with  Dan  Donovan,  who  had  lost  a  little  girl, 
and  Morgan  Cavanagb,  whose  sister  had  been  Neal  Morels 
young  wife,  also  Pat  0*Began,  a  suitor  to  Mary  Doyle, 
and  Murtough  Gorman,  a  drayman  and  parcel  carrier  for 
the  neighbourhood,  all  stalwart  young  men,  whose  sympa- 
thies for  their  lost  friends  found  vent  not  in  loss  of  appe- 
tite, or  melancholy  musing,  but  in  fierce  denunciation  of 
their  murderers,  and  in  total  oblivion,  else  bold  disregard 
of  Father  Murphy's  injunctions,  and  in  vows  to  avenge  them. 
While  heartily  they  ate  and  assuaged  the  pangs  of  hunger 
with  food  slaked  with  draughts  of  buttermilk,  and  solaced 
the  pangs  of  hunger  with  voluble  clatter  of  tongues,  the 
sounds  of  steps  were  heard  approaching  the  half -open  door, 
and  with  a  kindly  ''God  save  all  here!"  an  athletic, 
middle-aged  man,  equipped  iu  patched  corduroy  small 
clothes,  darned  stockings,  hobnailed  brogues,  and  a  some- 
what shabby  relic  of  what  had  once  been  a  comfortable 
frieze  cotamore^  with  a  coarse,  broad-leafed  straw  hat  on 
his  head,  and  iu  his  brawny  hand  a  shillelah,  which  might 
have  passed  for  duplicate  of  that  said  to  have  been  used 
by  Hercules  of  lion-braining  fame,  stood  upon  the 
threshold. 

^  God  save  ye  kindly !"  was  the  ready  response  to  the 
traveller's  greeting.  ''  Come  in  an'  rest,  avouchal,  an'  have 
a  bit  wid  us,"  continued  Thady  Doyle,  rising  to  welcome 
the  stranger.  Then,  as  their  eyes  met,  with  changed 
aspect,  he  exclaimed,  in  accents  of  unfeigned  surprise : 

"  Dar  Croisih  !  if  it  ain't  Ellen  Cormac's  brother.  Art  I 
Why,  thin,  Art,  by  every  saint  in  glory,  is  it  you,  man  ?" 

"Troth  it  is  I"  returned  the  other,  giving  back  with 
interest  the  grasp  of  his  friend's  hand ;  "an'  mighty  glad 
I  am  to  see  ye,  Thady,  an'  be  agin  wid  my  fut  on  the  ould 
sod,  an'  to  see  the  wife  an'  childhre,  an'  all  belongin'  to  ye 
lookin'  so  brave  and  hearty." 

"But  whin  did  ye  get  out.  Art  avic  ?^  cried  Mrs.  Doyle, 
coming  forward.  ^'  Shure  we  thought  ye  was  thransported 
at  the  least ;  or  is  it  one  o'  the  signs  afore  the  ind  o'  the 
world,  that  they  did  justice  for  ouced  to  the  likes  o'  us." 


386  A   SCENE   OF   HORROR. 

"  JJUha^  neither  one  nor  t'other,  o^ra,"  responded  the 
man,  with  a  sudden  lurid  gleam  of  ire  revealing  a  desperado 
in  every  feature.     "The  day  o'  judgment  '11  be  oome  an' 
gone  afore  the  Sassenach  '11  do  justice  or  maroy  in  the 
ooutithry.    Faix,  no ;  I  did  myself  both  one  and  t'other,  wid 
a  few  more  gossoons,^  Tim  OXeary,  Shawn  Beg's  brother, 
among  'em,  that  was  as  innocent  of  the  crime  they  charged 
him  wid  of  firin'  Squire  Hackett's  bawn,  by  rason  he  was 
wid  me  at  Donnycomfit,  near  Celbridge,  the  day  I  planted 
little  Biddy,  the  n^atevy  and  so  wasn  t  in  that  part  at  all ; 
but,  sure,  didn't  iveryone  know  it  was  Paddy  M'Orane 
got  it  done,  an'  laid  it  to  him  by  raison  of  an  ould  grudge 
he  had  agin   him  for   gettin'   the    prefer  to   be  Squire 
Hackett's  steward,  instead  of  a  frind  of  his  own.     How- 
andiver,  Tim  an  myself,  an'  Lanty  Nolan,  an'  Darby  an 
Owen  Sheehan,  that  knew  it  'ud  go  hard  wid  us,'^by  rason 
of  informers  an'  false^swearin',  whin  the  'sizes  coome,  an 
the  judges  lendin'  thimselves  to  thim  as  wants  to  clear  the 
oounthry  of  us — begorro,  we  sez  among  ourselvss,  *  shure, 
if  we  go  to  the  gallowp,  or  beyant  the  says,  it  can't  be  no 
worse  wid  us,  anyhow,  an'  wid  that  we  settled  to  thry  an' 
escape.'     Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  we  fell  on  the 
two  tumkays,  an'  just  hit  'em  a  rap  on  the  skull  to  make 
'em  hould  their  tongues,  an'  scaled  the  walls." 

*' Milioofi  tnullaf  '  ejaculated  the  blacksmith.  **An' 
what'U  ye  do  wid  yerself  now,  Art,  that  the  ould  cabin  is 
pulled  down,  an'  Cicely  an'  the  childhre  gone  to  the  road- 
side P '' 

"  Why,  for  want  of  a  betther,  I'll  stick  to  the  new 
thrade ;  an'  the  next  time  I'm  cotch  it  won't  be  for 
nothin',  I  warrant  ye,  Thady,  avic.^* 

'*  Faix,  an'  I'm  thinkin'  ye  won't  be  long  out  of  employ- 
ment," growled  Donough  O'Brien.  "The  parsons  is 
doin'  their  best  to  help  the  Government.  Ye  neerd,  did 
ye,  what  happened  down  at  the  village  yistherday  ?  " 

^'  Ay,  I  heerd  the  people  talk  as  I  coome  along,"  i«* 
turned  Art,  greedily  devouring  the  mess  of  victuab  set  be- 
fore him ;  ''an'  on  my  way  I  met  Mick  Brennan  ooomin' 
from  the  fair  o'  Baltinglass,  so  we  walked  on  together  till 
just  a  while  ago,  the  wife,  wid  a  babby  in  her  arms,  an' 
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five  ohildhre,  met  us  eryin'  like  the  rain:  'An'  och,  Miok 
jewel/  sez  she,  *  it's  a  black  hearth  jer  coomin'  to,  for  the 
parson  was  down  for  the  tithes,  an'  all  I  eould  say  they 
wotddn't  wait  till  ye  ooome  home  from  the  fair,  hut 
tok  the  little  cow,  worth  six  pounds ;  an'  thin  ooomea  the 
agint,  an'  saizes  the  pig  for  the  rint ;  an',  as  he  said  he 
wouldn't  fetch  the  sum,  he  tuk  the  bed  an'  the  fowl. 
An'  betune  himself  an'  the  procthor  puUin'  an'  dhraggin' 
at  all  they  could  lay  hands  on,  there's  nothin'  left  us,  dar< 
lint,  but  the  four  mud  walls,  we  that  was  so  snug.  Such 
yillans  I  niver  seed !  The  very  poor  dumb  baste  of  a 
dog,  they  clove  his  skull  on  the  hearth  ;  an'  there's  lots  o' 
neighbours  went  out  to  be  burrid  to-day  from  the  village 
beyant,  an'  more  lyin'  wounded  in  it  by  the  sodgers.' 
Wid  that  Mick  give  a  groan,  an'  sot  down  upon  the  step 
0'  a  stile.  *  Arrah,  man,'  sez  I,  jibin'  at  him  like  (he  was 
always  such  a  one  for  settin'  up  for  abadienoe  to  the  law, 
an*  a  patthem  o'  good  behaviour),  '  shure  ye've  had  vally 
for  yer  goods ;  hadn't  ye  long  enough  the  shelther  o'  a 
roof  that  was  too  good  for  a  Papist,  I  heerd  one  o'  the 
conundrums  myself  say  ? ' " 

**  Who's  the  conundrums  ?  askin'  yer  pardon,"  inter- 
rupted Thady  Doyle. 

"  Why,  the  family  wid  all  the  quare  names,"  said  Art. 
^One  is  Snarly-snap-at-us,  an'  another  Happy-man-in- 
us,  an'  another  Liquorice,  an'  another  Ostritch,  an'  Back- 
gammon, an',  och ! 

''Maybe  it's  some  marks  that's  on  'em,"  suggested 
Mrs.  Doyle ;  **  anyway,  go  on,  Art,  avic  machree.^* 

"  Well,  ma'am,  I  says  to  him :  *  Aii*  as  for  the  tithe  debit, 
hadn't  ye  the  parson's  prayers  for  the  good  o'  yer  soul, 
an'  it's  chape,  I  darsay,  he  houlds  ye  have  'em ;  augh, 
be  rasonable.  But  avouchaly'  sez  I,  seein',  afther  awhile, 
he  looked  like  a  man  goin'  to  dhrop,  '  it's  fine  weather, 
glory  be  to  God,  for  lyin'  out ;  an'  as  for  victuals,  what's  to 
hindher  ye  bavin'  yer  fill  o'  the  best,  barrin'  a  faint  heart  ? 
Coome,  man,sharpen  yer  skein,  an',  plaze  G-od,  if  ye  coome 
wid  me  to-night  we'll  fetch  home  a  weather  that'll  keep  us 
in  mate  till  we  can  take  it's  fella.'  An',  begorra,  would 
yon  believe,  but  he  jumped  up  wid  fair  delight,  axi'  wlAl 

2S 
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he'd  be  ready  on  the  minnit,  an'  thin  I  left  him  an'  the 
"wife,  to  ooome  on  here,  an'  thin  to  go  an'  ask  Laoy  to 
join  U8." 

**  You  won't  have  Laoy,  thin,  to  help  ye  in  yer  bad 
work,"  said  Mrs.  Doyle,  "  for  he's  foUyed  Dwyer  up  the 
hills ; — an'  it  was  a  shame  for  ye,  Art,  to  give  sioh  advice 
to  that  daoent  man  in  his  throuble,  an'  risk  his  neck  on 
the  gallus.  Here,  Nelly,  alanna,  if  yer  done  yer  dinner, 
you  an'  Larry  go  down  to  Mick  Brennan's,  an'  take  a 
basket  I'll  give  yez,  with  some  victuals  for  the  childhre." 

"  111  go  with  you,  Nelly,"  cried  Euphemia,  jumping  up. 

*'  Tis  do,  acushla,^'  said  Kitty  ;  **  a  run  through  the 
fields  '11  do  ye  good,  an'  Red  fiidinghood  '11  stay  quiet 
wid  me  till  ye  coome  back.  Tho',  musha,  didn't  I  promise 
Essy  Mooney  I'd  go  over  afther  the  dinner  P" 

"  Where  are  you  goin*,  Johnny  ?"  demanded  his  mother. 

Johnny,  yawning  and  stretching,  evaded  answering  the 
question,  as  he  sauntered  out  on  his  way  to  his  sweetheart, 
NanO'Toole. 

Gleesome  and  frolicking,  the  children  set  ofiP,  freighted 
with  meal,  eggs,  butter,  a  piece  of  bacon,  and  some  ffriddle- 
cake,  to  the  relief  of  their  distressed  neighbours — O'Brien, 
Donovan,  and  Mooney — who,  in  their  present  dark  mood, 
felt  rather  a  sympathetic  attraction  to  the  escaped  felon. 
Art  O'Loughlin  accompanied  them  as  he  departed  in  the 
direction  of  the  hills.    £itty  Burke  busied  herself  washing 
and  putting  by  the  dinner  things,  Mrs.  Doyle  went  to  feed 
the  pigs  and  poultry,  the  girls  got  ready  their  pails  for 
the  milking,  while  Thady  Doyle,  who  had  a  good  many 
jobs  of  work  in  arrear,  owing  to  the  last  two  days'  idle- 
ness, bestirred  himself  to  conclude  with  Terry  O'TooIe 
negotiations  for  taking  his  son  Bamy,   who   had  been 
slightly  wounded  in  the  fray,  as  out-door    apprentioBi 
with  Mooney's  two  sons.  Con  and  Christy,  to  initiate  them 
into  the  science  of  his  craft,  for  which  they  professed  & 
partiality.    He  had  already  risen  to  conduct  mem  to  the 
workshed  ;  while  Fat   O'Began,  the  village  phUomatbi 
the  chapel  clerk,  and  factotum  of  the  neighbourhood— ft 
fine-looking,  intelligent,  and  industrious  young  man,  the 
Bole  support  of  a  widowed  mother,  whom  he  maintained 
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in  respeotabld  comfort  by  his  varied  resooroes  of  honest 
Uvelihood — ^lingered  to  go  a  piece  of  the  way  with  Mary 
and  her  sister.  They  were  all  just  in  the  act  of  with- 
drawing upon  each  one's  respective  occupation,  when  Mrs. 
Doyle,  with  a  bowl  of  mashed  potatoes  and  oatmeal,  with 
which  she  had  been  feeding  a  flock  of  young  turkeys,  half- 
empty  in  her  hand,  came  in  from  the  yard,  saying : 

**  Why,  as  Tm  a  livin'  woman,  there's  a  rigiment  o' 
soldiers  coomin'  this  way !     Arrah,  what  brings  'em  P" 

*^  Musha,  let  me  out  o'  this ;  shure  the  divil  is  wherever 
they  are,"  said  Morgan  Gavanagh,  going  his  way. 

"  Likely  they're  t^in'  a  short  cut  to  whatsumever  place 
they're  billeted  on,"  said  Kitty,  who  had  completed  her 
work,  and  coming  to  the  door  to  look  out,.  ^^  Lord  save 
us,  Molly,  doesn't  the  sight  o'  'em  make  the  hair  stan'  on 
an  ind  on  yer  head  ?  Faix,  I  must  take  the  round  to  poor 
Essy  Mooney's,  for  it's  more  nor  I'd  choose  to  fall  in  wid 
sioh  company :  an'  I'm  glad  they're  not  coomin'  by  the  way 
the  childhre  wint ;  the  olaguards  'ud  be  for  molestin'*  thim, 
sartin ;  anyhow,  keep  the  door  shut,  Molly,  an'  I'll  not 
let  the  grass  grow  undher  my  feet  till  I'm  back/'  con- 
tinued Kitty,  putting  on  her  cloak,  with  the  hood  over  hei 
head,  as  she  went  forth,  murmuring,  '^May  the  Holy 
Yargin  stan'  betune  every  honest  man's  home  an'  harm 
this  night.     Amen,  a  Chiema — I  pray  God  1'' 

'*Why,  thin,  Thady,**  resumed  Mrs.  Doyle,  after  a 
pause,  as,  unheeding  Kitty's  admonition,  she  continued, 
as  if  rivetted  by  a  spell  of  fascination,  to  stand  at  the  door 
gazing  upon  the  formidable  array,  ^'  I  fear  that  it's  coomin' 
this  way  they  are." 

''  Och,  what  'ud  bring  thim  up  this  lonesome  boreen, 
that  inds  in  nothin'  but  heath  and  a  footpath  to  the  church- 
yard ?"  said  Thady,  coming  also  to  look  out,  with  O'Eegan, 
OToole,  and  the  girls,  now  congregated  at  the  door. 
"  Stan'  back,  childhre,  an'  let  me  see.  Kate,  achorra,  lay 
down  the  pail,  an'  fetch  one  o'  Miss  'Phemia's  picter-books 
to  amuse  that  little  craythur  sittin'  by  herself  in  the 
chimbly-oomer,  so  quiet  and  still.  Why  didn't  the  chil- 
dhre take  her  wid  'em  for  a  race  ?  Louer%ha!  I  do  believe, 
Molly,  afther  all,  its  this  way  they're  coomin'.     Mu^Vv^^ 
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what's  llieir  business  up  here  ?  Anyhow,  coome  in,  aroon, 
an'  shut  the  door,  an'  put  by  the  pails,  girls ;  don't  let  'em 
get  a  glimpse  o'  one  o'  yees  for  dear  life :  they're  the 
ruination  o'  many  a  poor  family,  so  they  are,  the  villans  !" 

With  hasty  steps  all  drew  from  the  door,  and  with  palpi- 
tating hearts,  faintly  throbbing  in  bosoms  already  de- 
pressed with  prophetic  instinct  of  evil  looming  near,  the 
dismayed  group  heard  in  dread  stillness  the  heavy  tramp 
of  approaching  infantry. 

"  Pity  we  didn't  get  hould  o'  the  pikes  ;  we  haven't  a 
mortial  weapon  if  they  attack  us,"  whispered  O'Toole  to 
Thady  Doyle,  who  made  answer  : 

*'  Maybe  it's  betther  as  it  is ;  what  could  three  or  four 
pikes  do  agin  'em  P  And  shure,  as  Father  Murphy  says, 
they  can't  touch  us  for  no  rason,  barrin'  they  seen  arms 
wid  us." 

"  Ooh,  Thady,  avourneen^'  faltered  his  wife,"  the  heart  is 
leppin*  out  o'  my  busom  wid'  fright,  so  it  is,  " 

"  Arrah,  woman,  be  aisy ;  they  won't  touch  us,  if  we 
show  'em  civility.  Keep  out  o'  the  way,  girls,  an'  let  me 
spake  to  em.  Maybe  it's  only  some  information  they 
want  to  ax  for :  shure  we  owe  nothin'  for  rint  or  tithes, 
an'  they  have  nothiu'  agin  us." 

"Lord,  purteot  us!— Son  o'  the  Vargin,  look  down  on 
us! — Cross  o'  Christ  betune  us  an'  harm  I" — devoutly 
ejaculated  Mrs.  Doyle,  as,  little  appeased  by  her  husband's 
arguments,  she  heard  the  halt  upon  the  threshold,  and  the 
loud,  stern  command,  accompanied  by  the  fierce  bang  of  a 
sabre  against  the  frail  portal. 

"  Open,  in  the  King's  name  !" 

"  Yis,  yer  honour,  here  we  are  to  the  fore,''  responded 
Thady  Doyle,  with  an  ashy  cheek,  and  a  tremor  in  bis 
voice  that  belied  his  affected  bravado,  as  he  threw  wide 
the  door,  and  with  furtive  anxiety  scanned  the  swarm  of 
evil-looking  brigands  and  freebooters,  chartered  by  law» 
and  empowered  under  sanction  of  Government  livery,  to 
satiate  every  atrocious  passion,  according  to  each  one's  in- 
dividual pleasure,  upon  the  unhappy  victims  of  their  will. 
In  vain,  among  the  mass  of  depraved  and  ferocious  coun* 
fenaneeB  grouped  before  his  eye,  sought  he  to  single  out 
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one  whose  repelling  aspect,  redeemed  by  the  smallest, 
faintest  traoe  of  a  better  nature,  might  inspire  a  ray  of 
hope  that  to  him,  at  least,  appeal  for  justice  or  mercy 
would  not  bequite  in  vain.  He  disooverednot  one — not  one. 

"  Hark  ye,  fellow !"  cried  Colonel  Erskine,  commander 
of  the  5th  Light  Dragoons  and  Bomney  Fenoibles,  striding 
in  among  the  alarmed  inmates,  while  he  threw  the  bridle 
of  his  charger  to  a  grim-looking  miscreant,  who,  also  him- 
self dismounted,  stood  among  several  others  on  the 
threshold.  '^  Fetch  forth  the  rebels,  give  up  whatever 
pikes  or  other  arms  are  in  your  possession,  and  inform  us 
as  to  the  whereabouts  of  all  the  United  Irishmen  here- 
about,or  whom  you  suspect'^to  be  such,  else  .'ware  the  penalty 
of  treason  to  our  Sovereign  Lord  the  King.'' 

'*  Begorra,  yer  honour,"  returned  Doyle,  bewildered  by 
the  voluble  tide  of  peremptory  command  thundered  upon 
his  ear,  '^  if  it's  rebels  ye  want  ye've  coome  to  the  wrong 
door.  Sorra  rebel  I  know  of  is  in  the  place;  an'  as  to 
pikes,  an'  arms,  an'  United  Irishmin,  what  'ud  ^I  do  wid 
em  ?  I'm  a  carpenther  be  thrade,  an'  barrin  the  tools  I 
work  wid,  it's  little  use  any  others  id  be  to  me." 

"  Hear  the  innocent  sheep  bleat  P"  exclaimed  Colonel 
Erskine,  turning  to  his  troopers.  ''  Come,  you  rascal,  who 
are  all  these  fellows  ?  Don't  attempt  to  palter  with  me, 
or  think  to  gull  me  with  a  pitiful  face  and  a  lying  tongue." 

**  Xiord  forbid  I  should  lie  to  your  honour,"  said  Doyle, 
resuming  a  tone  of  more  intrepidity,  and  straightening  his 
figure.  **  Sorra  rebel  has  harbour  in  the  place,  much  less 
undher  my  dacent  roof." 

"  Do  you  go  to  church,  sirrah  ?  "  vociferated  the  colonel, 
who  was  noted  for  his  fanaticism  even  among  the  most 
lanatical  of  his  class. 

"•  **  No,  yer  honour,  I  do  not ;  I'm  a  Eoman,"  replied 
Thady,  cowering  before  the  wrathful  eye  that  blazed  upon 
him  with  baleful  light. 

''  A  Roman,  you  scoundrel !  An  infernal  priest-ridden 
croppy !  Where's  your  vagabond  priest  P  Fetch  him  in-* 
stantly  before  me  I  Is  this  he  ?  '^  pointing  to  O'Regan, 
who  wore  a  sxdt  of  dark  frieze  small  clothes,  and  had  rather 
an  appearance  above  the  common. 
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*'  No,  yer  honour,  he's  only  a  frind  that  dhropped  in 
wid  a  few  others  from  the  fuoeral ; — all  daoent  boys,  every 
one  of  'em/'  returned  Doyle,  gradually  gaining  more  firm- 
ness ;  "  loyal,  honest  men.'* 

'*  You  hear  this  loyal,  honest  man's  assertion  P  *'  sneered 
Colonel  Erskine,  addressing  a  demure-looking  young  man 
in  clerical  garb,  who  accompanied,  and  now  stood  oeside 
him.  "  Loyal,  honest  men,  every  one ; — and  Bomans  to 
boot,  eh  ?  '\  . 

The  minister  sighed  heavily,  cast  his  eyes  piously 
upward,  then,  as  if  he  had  taken  in  fresh  fuel  to  re- 
plenish his  flagging  zeal,  with  ignited  fire  flaming  in  his 
bosom,  he  fixed  them  denouucingly  upon  the  sinner,  and, 
elevating  his  voice  to  a  pitch  of  religious  frenzy,  he 
said : 

"  Would,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  truth,  I  could  corro- 
borate this  man's  statement ;  but  the  Lord  forbid  I  should 
lend  myself  to  cloak  falsehood." 

**  Ye  can't  say  we  owe  ye  tithes,  anyway,  parson  a 
f>ouchaly^  interposed  Doyle. 

** Silence!"  shouted  the  colonel.  "Go  on,  Pomfret; 
let's  hear  what  you  have  to  say." 

"This  man  knows  well,"  continued  the  oonsoientiotifl 
Sardanapalus,  yielding  meek  acquiescence  to  necessity^ 
"  that  it  was  his  son  who,  in  collusion  with  a  priest  of  the 
name  of  Murphy,  obstructed  me  in  the  performance  of  vos 
ministry  to  a  dying  woman  in  this  parish,  one  Nancy 
O'Brien,  who  had  besought  my  service,  and  by  riolent 
assault  ejecting  me  from  the  premises,  had  subjected  m® 
to  risk  of  grievous  bodily  harm,  which  I  can  bring  teflti- 
raony  to  prove.  Furthermore,  the  same  notorious  oharaoter* 
this  man's  son,  it  was  who  incited  the  people  to  resist  th® 
payment  of  tithes  at  Tubber,  on  the  morning  of  the  20th, 
to  the  Bev.  Nathaniel  Lamb,  and  who,  at  the  command  <>' 
his  priest,  the  above-named  incendiary,  fell  upon  the  sol' 
diers  with  pikes  and  bludgeons,  seriously  wounding  Private 
Samuel  Hogg,  Corporal  David  Skinner,  and  Sergeant 
Solomon  Sparrow,  tne  priest  incog,  upon  the  p^round  all 
the  while,  and  shouting  at  the  top  of  his  voice—'  Pike 
away,  my  lads.    Skiver  the  heretics  that's  robbing  ye  of 
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what  ye  should  give  to  the  priest,  to  escape  hell-fire  and 
damnation. '  All  this  I  can  bring  testimony  to  prove  on 
oath." 

Doyle,  who  had  listened  to  this  tirade  in  silence, 
astounded  at  the  audacious  and  unblushing  mendacity  of 
the  minister  of  the  Eeformed  Church,  in  the  extremity  of  his 
roused-up  wrath,  discarding  fear,  and  forgetting  prudent 
caution,  fired  with  Celtic  impetuosity,  made  retort : — 
*'  Surely,  if  iver  the  father  o'  lies  was  in  man's  tongue, 
Mr.  Surly-snap-at-us,  he's  in  yours,  to  say  such  things; 
an'  I  dar  ye,  sir,  to  prove  'em  agin  our  testimony.*' 

**  Go  to  blazes  with  your  testimony,  fellow,"  exclaimed 
Colonel  Erskine.  **  Who  do  you  think  would  believe  the 
oath  of  ten  thousand  Papists,  with  the  Pope  at  their  head, 
against  the  word  of  one  loyal  Protestant.  See,  I  billet 
ten  of  my  men  upon  you  for  a  month,  fellows  that  will 
turn  you  inside  out,  and  if  you  have  secrets  hidden  under 
stones  will  come  at  them.  Meanwhile,  where's  this  repro- 
bate son  of  yours  P — fetch  him  hither." 

"  Beggin'  yer  pardon,  sir,"  returned  Doyle,  subdued  to 
more  humble  tone,  "  I've  the  lan'lord,  Sir  Edward  Crosby's 
promise,  by  rason  o'  his  intherest  wid  the  ginthry  about, 
that  no  sodjers  'ud  be  billeted  on  me ;  an'  as  for  my  son 
Johnny,  sorra  know  I  know  where  he  is  this  minit — if  it 
ain't  his  good  luck  keeps  him  wherever  he  is,  the  poor 
gossoon.^ 

"  Humph,  ha !     So,  my  fine  fellow,  you've  set  up  Crosby 

your  landlord,  for  your  buckler,  and  think  that,  sheltered 

behind  him,  you  can  frustrate  the  law,  do  you  ?    We'll 

soon  show  Crosby,  and  every  disaffected  Protestant  that 

sympathises  with  the  Papists,  how  far  their  intervention 

may  avail,  and  teach  Papists  they  can  count  upon  no  such 

patrons;  hence,  revoking  my  clemency,  I  shall  proceed 

forthwith  to  extreme  measures.     Forward,  Higginthorp, 

Wainright,  and  Wheeler  I     Search  the  premises.     Strip, 

sir ;  strip  1    Here,  Jones,  Thistletng,  and  Thompson,  haul 

him  out  and  give  him  three  hundred.     What !  these  fellows 

grumble,  do  they  ?    Loyal,  honest  men,  in  sooth !     We'll 

put  them  to  the  test.    Ho,  there,  Jackson,  Mudbanks, 

Jacob,  and  Muggins,  get  ready  the  picket,  roi^^  «xA 
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pitclioap.    We've  all  sorts  of  surgical  instruments  to  make 
the  dumb  speak/' 

No  sooner  were  Colonel  Erskine's  orders  issued  than 
they  were  obeyed  with  an  alacrity  that  but  too  well  attested 
the  impatient  thirst  of  his  ferocious  myrmidons  to  be  let 
loose  upon  their  feast  of  torture,  pillage,  and  rapine.  No 
pen  may  describe  the  scene  of  horror  that  ensued — ^not 
though  the  hand  that  guides  it  is  inspired  to  etch  the  pic- 
ture, by  the  instinctive,  intuitive  impressions,  the  birth- 
marks, as  it  were,  traced  in  characters  of  indelible  record 
upon  the  yet  unborn  soul,  whose  antecedent  progenitors 
went  through  the  fiery  ordeal  in  every  phase,  and  be- 
queathed to  their  lineage  the  inheritance  of  awful 
reminiscences,  for  ever  branded  as  an  heirloom  upon  the 
memory  of  heart  and  brain. 

"  Mercy  1  mercy  !  "  shrieked  the  wife  of  the  victim, 
flying  to  oast  herself  between  the  violent  soldiery  and  her 
overpowered  husband,  while  the  screams  of  her  daughters, 
struggling  in  the  grasp  of  licentious  troopers,  distracted 
her  ears.  '^He  is  innocent!  he  is  innocent!  Oh,  spare 
him,  or  his  blood  and  mine  be  upon  your  heads !  If  you 
liave  the  hearts  of  men  in  your  bosoms,  pity — pity  the 
father  of  my  children.  Oh,  parson,  jewel,  won't  you  say 
one  word  for  the  sake  of  our  common  Christianity.  Oh, 
Father  of  Heaven  I  Oh,  Mother  of  God !  Oh,  Cross  of 
the  Saviour  I " 

Unheard,  unheeded,  amid  the  din  of  shriek,  shout,  ourse, 
scuffle,  demoniac  laughter,  ribald  jest,  and  the  yells  of 
pandemonium  let  loose,  the  unfortunate  woman  wailed  and 
raved  in  vain.  Thady  Doyle,  wrenched  from  her  dinging 
grasp,  was  savagely  divested  of  every  article  of  clothing, 
and  tied  to  a  gate  post,  while  the  whiz  of  the  lash  and  the 
groans  of  the  sufferer  made  sad  accompaniment  to  the  jibes 
of  the  executioners,  and  the  moans  and  tears  of  the  afflicted 
wife. 

Meanwhile,  vdthin  doors,  yet  more  direful  was  the 
appalling  spectacle.  0*Bogan,  with  a  short  hatchet,  firmly 
clutched  in  an  iron  grip,  had  sprung  upon  the  dragoon 
who  had  laid  hold  of  Mary  Doyle.  Wielding  the  weapon 
with  terrific  force  in  both  sinewy  hands,  he  aimed  a  des- 
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perate  blow  at  the  head  of  the  assailant,  who,  parrying  with 
a  dexterous  swerve  the  prone  descending  stroke,  it  lighted 
on  the  head  of  the  young  girl,  and  ended  at  once  her  sor- 
rows  and  her  life.  Same  time  the  baffled  soldier,  turning 
with  a  fearful  imprecation  upon  the  aghast  and  now 
unnerved  young  man,  felled  him  to  the  earth,  and  fearfully 
mutilated  the  prostrate  figure  with  his  bayonet,  inflicting 
no  less  than  five  mortal  wounds  upon  his  body. 

Terry  O'Toole,  meantime,  with  his  young  son  and  the 
sons  of  Mooney  the  blacksmith,  were  undergoing  their 
ordeal,  each  in  turn  called  upon  to  give  evidence  against 
neighbours,  to  discover  United  Irishmen  or  hidden  arms, 
with  promises  of  pardon  and  reward  upon  informing,  and 
all  protesting  their  ignorance  or  inability  to  satisfy  their 
interrogators.  Terry  O'Toole  was  seized  and  tied  up  to  a 
eross-beam  of  the  roof,  for  the  then  common  punishment  of 
half-hanging,  which,  in  his  case,  it  is  to  be  presumed  by 
mistake,  terminated  in  the  completion  of  the  sentence; 
for,  intent  upon  inflicting  on  the  three  young  boys  tortures 
which  the  savage  tribes  of  the  prairies,  the  wielders  of  the 
tomahawk  and  the  scalping-knife,  would  have  shrunk  from 
perpetrating  upon  those  of  years  so  tender,  and  subjecting 
them  to  the  picket  and  the  pitchcaps,  till  their  cries  of  agony 
were  stilled  by  swooning  unconsciousness,  Terry  O'Toole 
dangled  in  spasmodic  contortions,  forgotten,  till  weary 
nature  succumbed,  and  a  limp  corpse  hung  suspended  from 
the  rafter. 

Thus,  despite  burning  tears,  heartrending  appeals  for 
mercy,  vain  menaces,  and  vainer  resistance,  an  unoffend* 
ing  family — without  even  the  pretext  of  criminating 
suspicion — set  upon  by  vindictive  malice,  was,  in  one  brief 
hour,  given  over  to  the  furies  of  destruction,  outrage,  and 
murder.  The  red  blood  of  the  intrepid  peasant  martyrs 
deluged  the  ground,  yet  not  one  had  purchased  respite  or 
grace  by  implicating  any  neighbour ;  and  some  there  were 
who  could  have  obtained  favour  upon  terms  so  facile,  but 
they  chose  rather  to  suffer  than  betray.  Having  satiated 
their  cruelty  to  surfeit,  and  pillaged  all  they  could  lay 
hands  upon — ^the  yet  senseless  boys  lying  where  they  had 
fallen,  with  white  faces  and  convulsed  limba — ^CoVyn^ 
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Erskine  giving  orders  to  march,  the  5th  Light  DragoonB 
and  Eomney  Fenoible  Corps  flang  burning  brands  into  the 
thatoh  roof  of  the  wrecked  homestead,  and  remounting,  with 
a  wild  cheer  of  demoniac  triumph,  they  set  off  to  barracks, 
leaving  behind  them  the  self-same  scene  of  woe  and  wreck 
that  the  self-same  moon  and  stars  of  heaven  had  shone 
upon  one  thousand  years  before,  when  the  Norseman  and 
the  Dane,  in  whose  unhallowed  pagan  steps  they  trod, 
gave  temple  and  sheiling  to  the  flames,  and  raised  the 
war-cry, "  Thor  against  Christ !  '*,  through  the  land,'Jeaving 
beneath  the  blazing  pyre  youth  and  beauty  blighted, 
mangled  corpses  of  men,  dying  forms  of  children,  and  a 
writhing  figure  locked  in  the  arms  of  a  maniac  wife. 

Returning  from  their  errand  of  charity  to  the  family  of 
Mick  Brennan,  the  children  beheld  afar  the  conflagration 
that  oast  a  lurid  light  upon  the  night-sky  and  made  a 
circle  of  luminous  glow  in  the  darkening  shadows. 

^' Ah,  musha,  what's  that  light  flarin'  up  forninst  usf" 
said  Nelly.     '*  It's  like  some  place  on  fire." 

"  Run,  run,  Nelly,  and  Miss  'Phemia ;  it*s  our  own  place 
is  afire !''  shouted  Larry ;  and  with  a  loud  cry  he  sprang 
forward,  swiftly  followed  in  his  rapid  race  by  Euphemis 
and  Nelly.  In  less  than  twenty  minutes  they  came  within 
a  stone's  throw  of  the  burning  pile.  A  small  pond  of 
water  lay  between  them  and  it,  and  crouching  at  the  edg^ 
they  saw  a  boy  bathing  his  head  with  water  scooped  up  i^ 
the  hollow  of  his  hand. 

"  What  ails  ye,  gossoon  ? — what's  coome  to  pass  at  all  ? 
cried  Larry,  out  of  breath  with  running. 

Con  Mooney  who,  reviving,  had  crawled  from  the  burnin? 
shed,  lifted  a  pallid  brow,  and  feebly  murmured :  ''  Oobi 
Larry,  we're  all  murthered,"  and  fainted  off. 

"Father!— father! — mother! — where  areyezP'  screame" 
the  affrighted  children,  rushing  forward  with  headlong 
speed.  As  they  drew  near  the  blackened  walls  of  th^ 
sheiling,  they  beheld  a  figure  seated  upon  the  floor  witb^^ 
the  threshold,  and  Euphemia  crying  aloud : 

«  Why,  it's  Kate ;  and  she'll  be  burned  aUve !" 

They  all  set  up  a  shout :  <*  Kate,  Kate !  come  out  quick! 
the  tooVb  going  in !    Is  she  deaf,  or  what  ?" 
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Lnrry  hurried  lorward.  "Do  ye  hear,  Kate,  alanna? 
Come  out !" 

But  Kate,  in  a  state  of  stuponr  or  idiotoyi  did  not 
respond;  and  ere  Larry,  hastening  to  her  rescue,  had 
reached  the  threshold,  the  roof  gave  way.  The  next  instant 
they  gazed,  dumb-founded,  upon  the  pile  that  covered  all 
that  remained  of  the  once  blooming  girl ;  still  gazing  wildly 
around  in  helpless  bewilderment — for  tears  had  not  yet 
welled  up  from  their  source  in  bosoms  too  ohoked-up  with 
terror — they  spied  some  object  gathered  in  a  heap  under 
the  hedge  that  fenced  the  cowshed  from  the  garden,  and 
making  towards  it  they  discovered  Mrs.  Doyle,  supporting 
upon  her  lap  the  head  of  her  yet  senseless  husband. 

"Mother!  mother!"  they  screamed,  in  a  paroxysm  of 
agony,  "  what  ails  ye  ? — How  did  it  happen  ? — Is  father 
deadP" 

And  Larry  strove  to  drag  off  the  cloak  which  she  had 
cast  around  the  mangled  form.  Heavily,  in  a  sort  of 
dreamy  stupor,  the  poor  woman  gazed  upon  her  children, 
as  though  imconscious  of  the  import  of  their  words ;  then 
suddenly,  as  Euphemia  and  Nelly  clasped  her  neck,  and 
broke  into  a  passionate  gush  of  tears,  crying :  '*  Won't  you 
speak  to  us,  mother,  acmhla  ?  Only  say  one  word,  avour* 
neen^^  she  started,  and  shook  them  off,  murmuring,  with 
husky  voice: 

"  Fly  away !  fly  away,  childhre,  an'  hide  in  the  bushes ! 
Don't  let  'em  catch  a  sight  o'  yees ;  don't  let  'em  lay  a 
finger  on  yees  ;  they'll  flay  yees  alive !  Where's  the  ban- 
shee ?  Cro,  tell  her  it  all  ooome  to  pass  that  she  warned ; 
an'  fetch  the  priest  to  bury  us,  an'  get  Masses  said  for  us. 
Tell  him  we're  all  dead,  an'  he  wouldn't  let  us  use  the 
pikes  that  would  have  saved  us.  No ;  he  was  in  league  wid 
'em  agin  us,  he  that  we  thought  was  our  friend.  Where's 
Mary  an'  Kate,  my  twin  roses  P  Miss  EfBe,  ye  might  help 
'em  wid  the  weddin'  gownd,  you  that's  suoh  a  fine  hand  at 
the  stitchin' — an'  we'll  have  such  fun  yet,  such  fun,  such 
fan ; — lashins  galore ! — an'  why  wouldn't  we — sure  we  earn  it 
honestly  an'  hard  enough,  G-od  knows.  But  my  poor  head's 
all  tamed  topsey-turvy  wid  the  throuble  we  wint  through 
about  the  tithes ;  and  though  the  sun  is  sbinvDi  tior^i  \ 
think  it's  the  moon^  an'  every  thin '  looks  daik.*«vaoQ  Wmi^* 
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my  eyesight.  Suiaht  a  suilish  machree,  don't  ory  so.  Uist, 
m*avrone  orth ;  yo'll  wake  up  the  father,  an'  he's  only  just 
gone  to  sleep.  Och,  but  it  was  the  quare  dhrame  I  had  last 
night,  that  the  sodgers  were  scourgin'  him  at  a  pillar ; 
just  think  o'  that !  an'  it  was  the  blessed  Saviour  I  was 
thinkin'  of  all  the  while.     Och^  musha  r 

Thus  ranted  the  poor  creature,  with  rapid  utterance,  that 
paused  not  for  breath  or  thought,  and  then  the  unfortunate 
children  knew  that  the  reason  of  their  mother  was  un- 
seated, and  kneeling  around  her,  the  floodgates  overflowed 
with  renewed  violence,  and  the  voice  of  their  weeping  filled 
the  listening  wilderness,  broken  with  words  of  comfort  and 
endearment,  of  prayer  and  supplication,  and  betimes  sob- 
bing words  addressed  to  each  other,  expressing  wonder 
that  none  came  near  to  aid  or  comfort  them  in  their 
sorrow,  mingled  with  interrogations  and  suggestions  as  to 
what  had  become  of  Kitty  Burke,  Johnny,  Mary,  and  the 
strange  child,  whose  advent  certainly  had  proved  the 
forerunner  of  disaster  and  misery  to  them  all. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

KITTY    BURKE   PUTS  A  CORPS   OF   YEOMAN  AND   MILITARY 

TO   FLIGHT. 

*'  The  heart  that  aches  aod  bleeds  with  the  stigma 
Of  pain,  alone  bears  the  likeness  of  Christ,  and  can  comprehend 
Its  dark  enigma." — Longfkllgw. 

**  Whom  hath  the  earth  to  perpetrate  such  deeds 
In  the  cold-blooded  revelrj  of  crime 
Bat  those  whose  yoke  is  on  us  ? 
Man  of  woe ! 
What  words  hath  pity  for  despair  like  thine  ?*' 

FoRLORK^  horror-stricken,  desolate,  two  weary  women, 
carrying  ohildron  in  their  arms,  and  leading  two  crying, 
frightened  little  ones  by  the  hand,  traversed,  past  mid* 
night,  the  dreary  world.  It  was  Kitty  Burke  and  Nora 
Lanigan,  on  their  way  to  the  antioipated  shelter  of  Thady 
Doyle.  Few  words  were  spoken  by  either  sorrowing  com- 
panion, until  when  they  came  in  view  of  the  site  where 
the  homestead  of  the  carpenter  stood,  Kitty,  strainicg  hor 
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eyes  on  every  side,  oould  discern  nothing  but  some  roofless 
walls,  she  exclaimed :  **  Alanna  machree,  I  dunno  is  it  be- 
witched I  am  P—  for  sure  this  is  the  place  ;  an'  sorra  stick  I 
see,  but  some  ould  walls  an'  rubbish.  Nora,  acmhlah,  look 
an'  see  if  there's  any  sign  of  a  house." 

Nora,  who,  under  pressure,  yielding  that  passive  sub- 
mission which  a  weaker  mind  is  ever  prone  to  cede  to  a 
stronger  one,  had  su£fered  herself,  in  an  apathy  of  despair, 
to  be  drawn  away  by  Kitty's  urgent  remonstrance  from 
the  scene- of  woe  and  the  corpses  of  the  dead  before  the  roof 
fell  in,  mechanically  obeyed  ;  but  no  word  issued  from  her 
motionless  lips ;  and  perplexed  beyond  endurance,  Kitty 
began  to  run  towards  the  blackened  heap,  muttering  to 
herself: 

** There's  been  a  fire  here;  for  I  get  the  smell  of 
bones  an'  burnt  flesh,  an'  timber  on  the  air.  Lord  send 
it  couldn't  be  Thady's  place,  an'  all  in  it  burnt  alive. 
Mother  o'  Christ,  could  the  soldiers  have  come  down  here, 
too  ?" 

As  if  in  answer  to  her  question,  her  eye  roving  in  every 
direction,  at  length  she  spied  at  a  little  distance  a  group  of 
figures  cowering  Deneath  the  branches  of  a  straggling  hedge. 
She  darted  towards  them,  exclaiming:  "Crass  o'  Christ 
betune  us  an'  harm,  what  ails  yez  all  P  What  are  yez  all 
sittin'  out  shiverin'  in  the  co^^ld  night  for,  an'  what  happin'd 
the  house  at  all  P  " 

Euphemia,  springing  up  on  hearing  the  well-known 
voioe,  was  fint  to  speak,  for  Larry  was  assisting  his  mother 
to  bathe  the  parched  lips  of  his  father  with  water  fetched 
in  his  cap  from  the  stream^  and  Nelly  was  performing  the 
same  office  for  young  Mooney,  whom  they  had  carried  in 
amongst  them,  to  help  the  best  way  they  could. 

"  O  Kitty,"  cried  Euphemia,  with  teeth  chattering, 
not  from  fear,  but  long  exposure  to  the  keen  night  air  and 
May  frost,  that  chilled  her  in  every  limb,  "0  Kitty, 
hadn't  we  luck  not  to  be  here  when  the  soldiers  came ; 
«re  wouldn't  have  come  off  better  than  the  rest.  Was  it 
with  Essy  Mooney  you  stayed  so  long  P  Who's  that  woman 
with  you  and  the  children  r " 

•*  Where's  Johnny,  an'  the  girls,  an'  the  little  one  P" 
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abruptly  interposed  Eitty,  disburdening  herself  of  the 
infant  asleep  on  her  bosom,  and  glaneing  wildly  around. 

**  We  don't  know  where  Johnny  is/*  said  Nelly,  with 
humid  eyes  that  ooidd  weep  no  more. 

The  boy  Mooney,  who  was  now  sensible,  faltered  in  lan- 
guid aooents :  *^  I  got  the  little  one  out  o'  a  windy  whin 
no  one  was  mindin'  us  in  the  scrimmage ;  but  the  rest, 
baxrin'  Johnny,  who  wasn't  there,  is  all  done  for.  Oh, 
mother,  avoumeen,  my  poor  head  is  aohin' !  Oh,  if  I 
oould  but  see  my  father  he'd  take  me  home  to  die  !  Oh, 
Mother  o'  Marcy,  sind  my  father  to  me.  Ood  bless  ye, 
Nelly,  another  sup  o'  wather,  asthore  ;  my  heart  is  wake 
wid  pain.'' 

Gazing  upon  this  sad  speotaole,  all  Kitty's  unstrung 
nerves  gave  way  ;  even  as  a  spring  loses  its  tension  and 
snaps  or  relaxes  beneath  too  great  a  strain,  her  strong 
mind  succumbed,  and,  burying  her  face  in  her  hands,  she 
flung  herself  upon  the  sod  and  wailed  aloud,  alternately 
making  passionate  appeals  to  the  Supreme  Being,  to  the 
Queen  of  Heaven,  and  saints  and  angels,  anon  fulminating 
direful  imprecations  upon  the  authors  of  such  misery,  and 
exhausting  the  vocabulary  of  words  in  condolence  with 
the  sufferers.  This  was  an  impetus  to  a  renewed  outburst 
of  grief,  so  wild  and  vehement  and  prolonged  that  none 
heard  the  sounds  of  horses'  hoofs  trampling  the  sward,  as 
the  fresh  morning  breeze  wafted  the  echoes  from  afar; 
none  heeded  the  bright  beams  of  the  morning  sun  cresting 
the  hills  with  gold,  as  the  ascending  chariot,  mounting 
higher  and  higher  in  the  blue  arch  of  the  firmament, 
flashed  from  its  spokes  of  fire  gorgeous  radiance  upon  the 
world,  and  touching  each  brow  with  a  finger  of  glowing 
fiame,  infused  again  into  every  bosom  new  vital  warmth 
and  life.  At  first,  in  a  tumult  of  alarm,  they  descried  the 
careering  horsemen  ;  but  fear  gave  place  to  transport  when 
they  soon  recognised  the  well-known  forms  of  Miles 
O'Byrne  with  his  kinsmen,  as  also  Donough  O'Brien,  Thady 
Mooney,  and  Johnny  Doyle,  who  had,  in  their  solicitude 
for  their  respective  friends  and  relations,  separated  from 
the  tardy  main  body,  and  spurred  on  by  diverging  routes, 
not  to  attract  attention  by  keeping  together.     The  three 
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last-named  were,  howeyer,  on  foot,  having  got  rid  of  their 
horses  when  they  came  beyond  safe  groundj  and  Ned 
Burke  brought  up  the  rere. 

'*  How  now,  my  friends  P  What's  oome  to  pass  P 
What  means  this  wail  of  lamentation  P  "  exclaimed  Miles, 
whose  horse  was  in  a  foam,  riding  up  in  advanoe  of  his 
party,  and  accosting  the  group  generally. 

**Och,  Mr.  Miles,  Mr.  Miles,  jewel,"  cried  Mrs.  Doyle, 
frantically  throwing^  up  her  arms  with  gesture  of  wild  re- 
proach, "where  war  ye,  where  war  yeP  There's  been 
a  great  battle  entirely,  an'  you  not  to  the  fore ;  an'  shure 
its  de^ay  ted  we  are,  an'  Thady  an'  the  childhre  murthered 
afore  my  eyes,  an'  the  place  a  bonfire,  an'  Father  John 
wouldn't  lot  us  use  the  pikes.  Ooh,  wirraj  tcvra  sthru, 
ain't  I  the  woeful  woman  this  day  P  " 

Miles,  though  as  yet  ignorant  of  the  poor  creature's 
temporary  aberration  of  reason,  deeply  sympathising  with 
her  distress,  made  no  reply  to  her  clamorous  oration,  but 
turned  to  Euphemia,  who  sprang  to  meet  him,  while  Elitty, 
wiping  her  eyes,  also  came  forward,  courtesying. 

*^  O  Miles,"  began  Euphemia,  holding  the  bridle  of  his 
horse  as  he  dismounted,  '^  the  soldiers  have  been  down,  and 
without  rhyme  or  reason  set  upon  the  people ; — we  aren't 
the  only  ones  have  suffered." 

"  No,  indeed,  yer  honour,"  said  Kitty,  pointing  to  Nora 
Lanigan,  sitting  on  the  ground,  rocking  herself  to  and  fro 
with  gentle  swaying  motion  and  low  monotonous  croon. 
'^  They  kem,  th'  'tai-nal  villans,  on  this  poor  woman's  lone 
little  hut  last  night,  an'  afther  makin  her  daughther  a 
widdy  a  couple  days  afore,  they  dhragged  her  out  of  her 
bed,  an'  she  in  her  lyin'-in,  an'  both  herself  an'  the  babby  is 
dead.   Och,  glory  be  to  God !  what's  to  become  of  us  at  all  P '' 

Miles,  still  silent,  but  evidently  overcome  with  horror, 
gently  pushing  aside  each  made  his  way  to  where  Thady 
I>oyle,  restored  to  consciousness,  but  in  extreme  suffering, 
had  raised  himself  partially  up  and  was  looking  at  him 
with  feverish  and  beseeching  eyes.  Meanwhile,  O'Brien, 
Johnny  Doyle,  and  Mooney  approached.  Almost  paralysed 
by  the  scene  before  him,  Johnny  stood  with  gaping  mouth 
and  rigid  eyes  staring  at  his  wrecked  home ;  but  Mooney^ 
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reoognifliog  his  Bon,  whom  G-erald  Bynie  was  sttpporting, 
sprang  oyer,  caught  him  in  his  arms  in  an  ebulUtion  of 
frenzied  emotion,  and  oried,  incoherently : 

"  Con,  avic,  my  brave  gossoon,  what  did  they  do  to  ye  P 
Where's  Christy  ?  Who  done  it ;  tell  me,  agra,  for  by 
the  red  Cross  o'  the  Saviour  I'll  have  his  hearths  blood,  if 
I  folly  him  to  the  ind  o'  the  world." 

The  boy,  who,  it  was  evident,  was  now  dying,  stared 
with  glassy  eyes  and  faint  attempt  at  a  smile  of  pleasure  : 
**  Praise  be  to  God,  I  see  ye  agin,  father,  aroon^"  he  faltered, 
with  gasping  breath.  "  Terry  O'Toole  is  dead,  and  Christy 
is  dead,  and  a  lot  more.  It  was  done  by  Colonel 
Erekine's  ordhers.  They  questioned  Terry  was  he  a 
United  Irishman  an'  a  rebel,  an'  he  denied  it ;  an'  the 
Colonel  said  he  wor  a  liar,  that  he  oould  tell  a  United 
Irishman  an'  a  rebel  by  only  lookin'  at  'em ;  an'  wid  that 
they  hung  him  up  to  the  rafther,  an'  out  out  his  tongue, 
bekase  they  said  it  wor  no  more  use  to  him  as  he  couldn't 
inform  upon  any  rebels.  Thin  they  took  Christy  an'  me 
an'  Terry's  gossoon,  an'  pioketted  us  till  our  feet  was  'most 
bored  through,  an'  Christy  fainted  twice ;  an'  thin  they 
boiled  the  pitch  an'  shaved  our  heads,  an'  poured  it  into 
brown  paper  caps  an'  put  'em  scaldin'  on  our  heads,  to 
make  us  tell  where  ye  hid  the  pikes  an'  how  many  ye  made, 
an'  who  had  got  'em,  an'  av  coorse  we  wouldn't  tell, 
father;  we  kep'  lettin'  on  to  know  nothin',  an'  Christy 
purtinded  to  be  an  omadhaicn  ;  but  it  wor  no  use,  for  the 
colonel,  standin'  by  the  whole  while,  lookin'  on  at  the 
min  abusin'  Eate  Doyle,  bid  'em  for  to  tear  off  the  caps 
whin  they  cooled,  an'  so  they  did,  an'  the  scalp  o'  our 
heads  coome  wid  'em.  An'  thin — an'  they  bruk  the  tables 
an'  sit  fire—  an' .'*  The  boy  grew  tired,  and  con- 
vulsively clutched  his  father's  hand  in  a  death  grip,  then 
gasped  out :  ''  Oh,  Cross  o'  Christ !  Oh,  Mother ! 
save " 

His  eyeballs  rolled,  his  jaw  dropped,  and  the  tortured 
victim  was  at  rest  for  ever.  The  blacksmith  shed  no  tear, 
though  the  eyes  of  those  around  him  were  brimming  over; 
he  uttered  no  moan  as  he  laid  down  the  cold  corpse,  but 
wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  brow,  he  clenched  his  fist, 


KITTY  BURKE.  403 

set  his  teeth,  and  sternly  eyeing  William,  Gerald,  and 
Miles  Byrne,  compassionately  gazing  upon  the  pierced 
feet,  raw  scalp,  and  wan  face  of  tne  dead  boy,  he  hissed : 

"  We'll  find  the  pikes  for  'em,  plaze  God ;  an'  whin  we 
bury  'em  next  it  won't  be  in  the  earth,  but  in  their  own 
hearts.    Louersha  !  " 

Fiercely  springing  up,  and  taking  the  body  on  his 
shoulder,  he  strode  homeward  alone — for  O'Brien  had 
gone  off  before — to  see  what  had  befallen  his  cabin  and 
young  children,  to  find  it  also  a  wreck,  and  no  tidings  of 
the  inmates,  from  which  he  deduced  the  comfort  of  think- 
ing they  had  fled  away,  and  so  escaped. 

Miles,  who  had  been  learning  from  Thady  Doyle  a  nar- 
rative of  the  whole  business  from  the  commencement,  now 
rising  and  looking  upon  the  group  gathered  around  him, 
said,  addressing  Gerald  and  William  Byrne  : 

'^  I  see  full  well  how  it  is  now.  Government  seeks  not 
to  quel),  but  to  manufacture  a  rebellious  insurrection ;  and 
it  is  not  optional  with  us  to  avoid  it  by  any  attitude  of 
peace  or  concession." 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Gerald.  *'  If,  after  having 
pulled  down  the  altars  and  temples  of  the  country,  its 
sacred  home  sanctuaries  are  now  given  over  to  the  devas- 
tation of  midnight  spoliation  and  murder,  it  is  better  stand 
to  our  defence,  and,  if  we  must  perish,  fall  less  miserably, 
sword  in  hand." 

"  Meantime,"  returned  Miles,  ^<  I'll  go  up  to  Dublin,  call 
on  Bobert  Byrne,  whose  interest  must  be  good  with  the 
Castle,  considering  bis  close  alliance  with  the  Protestant 
ascendency,  by  reason  of  his  own  Buckingham  connexion, 
the  marriage  of  his  sister  Clare  with  Colonel  Skerrett  of 
the  Durham  Fencibles,  and  the  Cololough  kindred,  with 
others;  and  get  him  to  represent  to  Lord  Camden  the 
events  of  which  we  have  been  eye-witness,  or  procure  for 
me  an  introduction  to  Castlereagh.  There's  Gregory,  too, 
lately  united  with  the  Harvey  family,  though  taught  by 
the  French  Revolution  not  to  sympathise  much  with  popu- 
lar outbreaks ;  yet  he  may  be  of  use  in  a  case  which  bears 
no  parallel,  and  in  which  not  the  people  but  the  Govern* 
ment  are  the  tyrant  aggressors." 
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"Spare  your  pains,"  laconically  returned  Gerald. 
*' Thanks  to  Sir  Jonah  Barrington,  the  Golcloughs  and 
Haryeys  are  not  looked  upon  as  staunch  partisans  by 
Government ;  and  as  to  our  good  kinsman  Bobert,  I  do, 
indeed,  apprehend  that  he  is  so  affected  with  the  tint  of 
his  new  blood,  and  the  spirit  of  the  times,  he  would  prove 
but  a  lukewarm  advocate :  fortunate  he  has  no  son  to  belie 
our  old  prestige.  But  what  are  we  going  to  do  next.  "We 
cannot  leave  these  homeless,  shivering  creatures  without 
striving  to  help  them  in  some  way." 

"I  don't  see  what  we  can  do  for  them,"  ruminated  Miles. 
"Effie,  my  little  lady,  I  fear  you've  made  but  a  sorry 
exchange  of  your  safe  school  for  a  very  unsafe  camp.  Will 
you  go  back  ?" 

"  Indeed  I  wont,  Miles,''  spiritedly  responded  Euphemia. 
"  ril  stay  with  Kitty,  and  Moll,  and  Nelly ;  and  if  you  put 
mo  back  I'd  run  awav  again," 

" I  don't  doubt  it,  he  returned,  caustically.  "But  are 
ou  not  afraid  P  Think  of  the  escape  you  have  already 
ad  by  miraculous  luck." 

"  Well,  Miles,  I'm  not  a  bit  frightened ;  and  if  I'd  been 
at  home  I  wouldn't  have  been  idle." 

"  Foolish  child !  With  your  silly  bravado,  what  could 
you  have  done  but  have  suffered  condign  chastisement  of 
your  temerity.  However,  you'll  come  home  with  me  now. 
I'm  not  going  to  leave  you  to  the  dictates  of  your  own 
folly." 

"  Very  well,  Miles,"  she  readily  assented,  conscious  that 
in  his  bachelor  establishment  she  would  have  a  laig^ 
amount  of  liberty,  and  be  invested  with  much  consequence 
and  authority ;  "  I'll  be  very  glad  to  go  with  you :  but 
what's  first  going  to  be  done  for  Nurse  Doyle  and  Kitty  f 
You  know  they  can't  stay  here." 

While  Miles  in  his  utter  ignorance  and  paucity  of  i^ 
source  looked  helplessly  embarrassed  at  the  question,  Kittyi 
who  had  been  hugging  her  son  and  greeting  him  to  her 
heart's  content,  advanced  with  serene  brow,  and  renovated 
spirits,  and  said,  cheerfully  : 

*'  Yer  honour,  I'm  quite  sure,  in  the  amplush  we're  in, 
the  daoent  man,  Thady  Mooney,  'ud  give  us  a  shelther 
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undher  his  roof  for  a  few  days,  till  we  see  the  way  afore 
UB :  he  was  always  a  ready  warrant  to  help  a  neighbour/' 

"  Forward,  then !  I  wonder  by  what  accident  Mooney 
has  a  shed  over  him  more  than  his  neighbours/'  said  Miles. 
**  Gome,  Johnny,  help  me  to  set  your  father  on  the  horse?" 
But  finding  Doyle  unequal  to  this  mode  of  travelling  in 
his  all  but  lifeless  condition,  a  litter  was  made  of  the 
wife's  cloak,  which  Miles,  Gerald,  and  William,  with 
Johnny,  set  themselves  to  carry ;  while  Ned,  with  Euphemia 
walking  beside  him,  and  Larry  and  Nelly,  led  the  horses. 
Young  Miles  took  a  little  child  by  the  hand ;  and  Eitty, 
herself  again,  busied  herself  to  rouse  the  still  afflicted 
women  and  urge  them  forward  in  the  procession,  rating 
and  encouraging  them  by  turns. 

''Coome,  now,  Molly  cuthore;  up  wid  ye,  and  lave  off 
crooning.  These  is  no  times  for  sich  divarsion,  glory 
be  to  Grod !  an'  you  wid  a  fine  girl,  an*  two  likely  boys 
yit  to  the  fore.  Look  at  that  brave  woman,  Norah 
Lanigan,  left  wid  four  orphint  grandchildre  on  her,  an' 
see  how  she  bids  welcome  to  the  will  o'  Qod  widout  a 
murmur ;  an'  it's  a  blessin'  is  in  store  for  ye,  Nora,  aciMhlah, 
if  iver  there  was  one.  If  it  wor  the  very  last  in  heaven 
ye'd  have  it  for  yer  patience.  Here,  jewel,  gi'  me  that 
child  to  carry ;  Molly,  take  the  other  one  you,  an'  don't  be 
stanin'  lookin'  at  the  ould  walls,  like  as  if  ye  wor  at  yer 
wits'  inds.  There's  more  in  throuble  nor  yerself,  blessed 
be  Ood's  holy  name ;  an'  begbrra,  it's  myself  thinks  I  see 
the  one's  He's  taken  to  Himsilf  smilin'  in  the  sunshine 
down  on  us.  Sure  it's  wid  'em  we  might  be  afore  morD. 
Oeh  Aonet  but  it's  a  weary  world  to  live  in." 

Thus  bringing  up  the  rere,  Kitty,  with  the  two  women 
and  children,  followed  the  rapid  strides  of  the  litter  bearers 
until  they  came  within  view  of  Mooney's  dwelling  before 
Bunsety  and  then  all  came  to  a  sudden  halt  at  sight  of  a 
troop  of  yeomen  and  militia,  with  some  regular  soldiers, 
swarming  around  it.  Yells,  shouts,  cries,  screams,  ana 
frightful  clamour  of  commingled  prayer,  oaths,  blasphemy 
and  curse,  swelled  on  every  side ;  out  the  litter  Dearer^ 
and  escort  being  espied,  a  signal  was  given,  and  a  rush  en 
masse  made  towards  them.    Hastily  laying  do^u  ^«vx 
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burden,  the  four  gentlemen  sprung  on  horseback,  drew 
their  pistols,  and,  ready  for  action,  plaoed  themselves  before 
the  trembling  women  and  children.  Frightfully  liveting 
their  attention,  among  the  approaching  gang  was  one— 
a  man  of  gigantic  dimensions — youthful  in  aspect,  and  of 
feature  handsome,  but,  expressionless  as  chiselled  granite, 
stolid  and  cold.  Suspended  by  a  rope  round  his  bulky 
shoulders  was  an  awful  burden — a  hoary  man  of  average 
proportion  of  figure,  tied  by  the  neck,  plunging,  writhing, 
kicking  at  the  lees  encased  in  military  boots  reaching  to 
his  thighs,  and  obviously  in  the  last  agonies  of  strangu- 
lation. Miles,  unable  to  endure  the  revolting  spectacle, 
rode  out  to  meet  the  Keutenant,  known  far  and  near  as 
Heppenstal,  the  walking  gallows—  a  cognomen  upon  which 
he  prided  not  a  little. 

^^  Soldier,  the  poor  old  man  will  be  dead  unless  you  set 
him  free  instantly ;  he  is  black  and  choking,"  said  Milef i 
deeming  it  wiser  to  propitiate  by  mild  persuasion  than 
render  implacable  by  asperity  those  at  whose  disoretion 
they  were  entirely  placed. 

«  D your  eyes !"  was  the  courteous  rejoinder  of  the 

lieutenant,  without  a  muscle  of  his  ox-like  oountenaooe 
betraying  excitement.  ^^Ain't  that  my  business  P  BLave  the 
rebels  engaged  you  for  their  pleader  P" 

Miles,  curbing  his  swelling  wrath,  calmly  retained  his 
position,  till  two  officers  rode  up  whom  he  knew,  and  im- 
mediately accosted:  '^Colonel  flrskine.  Captain  Swayc* 
Tm  at  once  sorry  and  glad  to  meet  you  here — sorry  tibai 
your  commission  obliges  you,  as  gentlemen,  to  lead  bands 
of  armed  butchers  to  perpetrate  excesses  upon  helpless  and 
defenceless  people,  which  must  revolt  all  the  finer  instinots 
of  your  nature ;  and  glad,  hoping  that  when  I  assure  you* 
upon  the  honour  of  a  gentleman,  all  these  poor  creatures, 
whom  I  know  well,  are  innocent  of  the  shadow  of  guilt  or 
offence.  You  will  kindly  afibrd  them  your  protection  and 
withhold  your  troops  firom  molesting  them  forther." 

<< Honour  of  a  gentleman!"  sneered  Captain  Sways* 
"  I  thought,  Byrne,  you  were  a  Papist.'* 

^' Well,  I  don't  see  now  that  can  xnilitate  against  the  title 
J  olflim*    See  I  that  poor  fellow  is  dead !" 
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^'Oh,  no  Papist  oould  be  a  gentleman^  or  a  man 
of  honour/'  softly  returned  Captain  Swayn,  carelessly 
eyeing  the  limp  mass  whioh,  havine  oeased  to  struggle, 
Heppenstal  dropped,  with  a  dim  thud,  upon  the 
ground. 

"  Well,  if  a  Papist  may  not  be  a  gentleman/'  said  Miles, 
warming,  '^  he  may  be  a  man  of  mercy,  and  a  Protestant, 
for  being  a  gentleman,  need  not  be  a  Nero  for  cruelty. 
Gome  now.  Colonel  Erskine,  endorse  my  logic,  and  admit 
that  you  did  not  restrain,  as  you  might,  these  fellows  of 
yours  from  acts  of  cruelty  last  night,  which  could  not  be 
surpassed  by  fiends  P" 

^^I  can  admit  nothing,  sir,  but  that  that  is  a  fine 
horse  you  are  riding,  and  I  daresay  worth  five  pounds," 
smiled  the  colonel,  obliquely  eyeing  Miles,  and  patting 
the  neck  of  the  animal.  ^^  I'll  give  you  five  pounds  for 
him." 

^^  Tippoo  Saib  is  a  present  from  my  kinsman,  fiobert 
Byrne,  of  Cabinteely,  who  purchased  him  of  Lord  Howth 
for  a  very  considerable  sum,"  returned  Miles.  ^^  I  should 
not  wish  to  part  with  him/' 

*^  Nice  customs  courtesy  to  great  kings,  whereof  necessity 
18  the  greatest.  I  want  the  horse,  and  must  have  him. 
If  you  cavil,  and  deem  it  injustice,  blame  the  law,  not 
me,  dear  friend.  I  am  invited  to  dine  at  Cabinteely  to- 
morrow with  Judge  Day ;  I  expect  Bob,  who  is  a  great 
intimate  of  his,  will  be  there ;  and  I  will  bear  you  harm- 
less of  the  transfer." 

Miles  haughtily  returned,  as  Colonel  Erskine,  extracting 
a  note  from  his  pocket-book,  tendered  it  to  him :  *^  1  decline 
the  negotiation ;  put  by  your  money,  sir.  If  empowered 
by  nnjust  authority  to  seize  my  property,  it  by  no  means 
follows  that  I  relinquish  my  claim  to  repossess  myself  of  it 
upon  fitting  opportunity." 

^Dismount,  sir,  dismount;  I  haven't  time  to  stand 
arguing  the  matter,  as  I  see  our  fellows  are  impatient  to 
be  at  work,"  irascibly  exclaimed  the  colonel.  ''Here, 
Sergeant  Pollock,  take  charge  of  the  animal,  and  thank 
my  forbearance,  Byrne,  that  in  consideration  of  my  friendly 
disposition  I  overlook,  upon  this  occasion,  the  petulaul 
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outburst  of  difiloyal  sentiment  that  might  have  subjected 
you  to  the  triangle  at  least.    Ho  I    Forward !    Maim !" 

Quiyering  in  every  limb  with  smothered  rage,  yet  no 
longer  profaraoting  discussion  useless  as  vain,  Miles,  dis- 
mounting, malgrl  lui^  presented  himself  the  bridle  to 
Colonel  Erskine,  saying,  with  cold,  proud  smile :  '^  Truly, 
necessity  is  a  despot  to  whose  arbitrary  behest  all  must 
cede  in  turn ;  to-day  it  is  mine,  to-morrow  it  may  be  yours. 
Ehy  bien  !  Adieu,  an  revoivj  mon  braved  And  amid  shouts 
of  derisive  laughter,  Miles  turned  superbly  away,  to  follow 
the  little  band  with  the  litter  bearers,  who,  taking  advan- 
tage of  the  debate  that  engrossed  the  attention  of  all,  and 
directed  by  a  sign  from  Gerald  and  William  Byrne,  had 
proceeded  to  the  sheiling  of  the  blacksmith,  whom  they 
found  tied  to  a  cart's-end  before  his  own  door,  awaiting 
the  punishment  of  flogging  for  having  been  absent  from 
his  forge,  while  his  wife,  now  a  moping  idiot,  crouched  at 
his  feet,  and  his  child  Teresa,  shamefully  ill-treated,  was 
crying  bitterly  with  the  three  young  children  huddled 
in  terror  aroimd  her  in  a  corner  of  the  shed.  Extricating 
the  victim,  who,  with  dark,  scowling  brow,  indicated  a 
dogged  resolution  to  endure  a  torture  he  would  yet  as 
fiercely  retaliate,  all  took  refuge  in  the  sheiling,  timidlj 
speculating  upon  the  sequence  of  Miles's  intervention  with 
Ihe  military  leaders,  till  they  saw  him  approach  on  foot* 
Then  Ned  iBurke  said,  in  low  tone : 

''  Queen  o'  glory  I  but  the  villans  have  taken  the  masther'fl 
horse  that  he  loved  like  the  apple  of  his  eye.  See  how  the 
dumb  brute  looks  afther  him ;  begorra,  it's  well  they  didn  t 
know  what's  hidden  undher  the  ragged  coat  of  the  rest  of 
our  garrans  or  they'd  have  put  their  comether  on  'em, 
too/'    And  Ned  went  out  to  meet  Miles. 

Between  these  two  there  had  not  hitherto  been  xnuoh 
sympathy :  Miles,  cold,  reserved,  taciturn,  though  not  a 
stern  master,  could  not  be  called  a  genial  one ;  Ned  Burke^ 
on  his  part  also,  concealing  much  latent  humour  and  uQ' 
developed  strength  of  genius  and  character,  with  very 
ardent  feelings,  beneath  a  thoughtful,  silent,  and  stolid 
exterior,  never  obtruded  himself,  in  any  way,  upon  the 
potloe  or  the  interest  of  his  patron ;  henoe  mutely  the^ 
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mety  and  mutely  they  proceeded  to  the  hut,  Ned  walking  a 
little  behind,  quite  understanding  and  keenly  participating 
in  the  emotions  that  swelled  his  bosom  for  the  injustice 
and  contumely  of  which  he  had  been  the  object.  Scarcely, 
howeTer,  had  they  reached  their  goal,  when  young  Miles 
Byrne,  anticipating  the  clamour  that  hailed  his  kinsman, 
exolaimed : 

'*  Look  out,  I  say  I  These  fellows  are  coming  again ! 
What  can  they  be  about  now  ?*' 

''  To  lay  their  scores  on  my  skin,  what  else  ?"  growled 
the  blacksmith.  ''An'  afther  murtherin'  my  father  an*  the 
gossooM^  an'  left  me  a  ruinated  man,  I'd  as  lief  they 
made  an  ind  o'  me,  only  I  hope  to  live  to  score  it  again 
'em,  which  I  will,  plaze  Qod." 

Here  Mrs.  Doyle,  who,  by  one  of  those  paradoxical 
anomalies — that  unexplained  enigma  of  the  alchemy  by 
which  fear  casts  out  fear,  that  subtle  effluvia,  darting 
throagh  the  brain,  by  which  the  shock  that  unbalanced  it 
reacted  upon  by  another,  restores  its  equilibrium,  and 
anneals  to  solidity  the  mind,  a  while  since  dissolved  to 
the  oonsbtency  of  fluid,  operated  upon  by  renewed  alarm, 
burst  the  huslcs  that  had  woven  a  network  over  reason,  and 
oalmly  said : 

''  Mr.  Miles,  avic,  if  it's  here  to  defind  us  you  an'  the 

gintlemin  is,  it  ain't  the  laste  use ;  the  sodgers  is  bint  on 

our  ruin,  an'  it'll  only  get  yez  into  throuble.    Go,  lave  the 

plaoe,  an'  let  'em  coome.  All  I'm  sorry  for  now  is  that  we 

haven't  the  pikes — not  to  fight  out  for  escape,  God  help  us, 

nor  to  die  wid  revinge  in  our  hands,  but  oy  houldin'  out 

to  make  'em  shoot  and  bayonet  us  off  at  onct,  widout  more 

parsecution.    So  go,  sir,  take  Miss  Effie,  an'  if  so  it  be 

needful  for  ye  to  purtind  ye  have  no  consarn  in  us,  an'  to 

prove  it,  ye  fire  yer  pistol,  we  won't  think  the  worse  o' 

ye  if  ye  hit  us,  knowin'  well  yer  heart  wasn't  in  it.    Here 

they  are !   Go,  an'  God's  blessin'  be  wid  ye,  an'  the  Mother 

o'  God  look  down  on  us  all  this  day  !" 

'*  My  good  soul,"  returned  Miles,  deeply  moved  by  the 
poor  woman's  unselfish  heroism  and  generous  devotion, 
and  now  firmly  braced  for  action,  ^'  we  shall  stay  here,  and, 
if  need  be,  all  perish  together.    Come,  kinsmen,  get  owl 
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your  pistols.  Mooney,  my  fine  fellow,  what  are  you  at,  in 
which  Johnny  Doyle,  Ned  Burke,  and  Larry  are  bo  ably 
helping  you,  along  with  Kittj'  ?*' 

"Just  a  few  pikes  berrid  here,  yer  honour,"  cried  Mooney, 
tugging,  with  his  assistants,  to  pull  away  a  heap  of  atones 
and  plaster  behind  the  hob.  ''  They  may  be  useful,  an', 
plaze  God,  we  won't  lave  it  to  yer  honour  to  take  all  the 
blows." 

Down  came  a  bed  of  mortar,  and  in  a  cavity  beneath 
was  seen  some  score  weapons,  which  were  soon  dragged 
forth,  and  quickly  distributed  to  each  claimant,  foremost 
among  whom  were  Kitty,  Mrs.  Doyle,  Nelly,  and  Euphe- 
mia ;  even  Norah  Lanigan,  roused  by  the  stern  crisis  of 
the  moment,  with  newborn  energy  extended  her  hand  for 
a  weapon,  which  the  blacksmith  handed,  with  a  dreary 
attempt  at  mirth,  saying : 

"  More  power  to  ye,  Mrs.  Lanigan ;  don't  stint  'em  wid 
a  taste  o'  it." 

Then,  with  cheeks  pale,  and  some  flushed,  all  formed  a 
semicircle  round  Miles,  as,  concealing  the  pistol  in  his 
pocket,  he  stood  at  the  door,  and  addressed  the  colonel : 

"So,  ho,  friend!  was  it  but  a  ruse  after  all,  or  has 
your  gallant  heart  relented,  and  a  sense  of  soldierly  honour 
impelled  you  to  restore  my  bonny  steed  ?  If  so,  with  all 
my  heart  I  thank  you." 

"  Now,  my  good  fellow,  do  you  indeed  discover  any  such 
sign  of  maudlin  sentiment  in  my  countenance  ?  If  so^  1 
may  quake  and  tremble  for  my  sanity.  No ;  I  come  on 
other  errand.  First,  my  friend  Captain  Swayn  here,  has 
reminded  me  that  the  sentence  was  not  carried  out  against 
the  blacksmith  of  five  hundred  lashes." 

"  Diabk  !  that's  a  good  many.  How  did  he  merit  such 
penalty  ?"  said  Miles,  confidentially. 

"  By  George,  what  a  question !  "Well,  to  be  oourteoitfi 
tnon  ami,  the  fellow  is  a  United  Irishman  and  a  rebel,  in 
proof  of  which,  when  a  few  soldiers  were  quartered  on  him? 
he  stinted  the  rations,  confining  them  to  potatoes  and  baoon 
— d— d  common  food — and  next  he  put  them  in  bodilv 
fear  of  their  lives,  swearing  that  if  they  but  made  free  with 
one  of  his  wenches  he  would  fell  them,  as  he  would  an  ox, 
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with  his  sledge-hammer ;  and  altogether  hehaved  so  violent 
that  the  defenders  of  our  glorious  oonstitution  deemed  it 
more  advisahle  to  withdraw  from  his  inhospitable  roof  and 
billet  themselves  on  others  better  disposed.  Yes^  he  merits 
ohastisemefit.  But  this  is  not  all:  my  friend  Hunter 
Ghowan,  captain  of  the  yeomen,  tells  me  that  two  of  his 
late  reoruits  have  recognised  here  a  lad,  one  Ned  Burke, 
who  had  been  their  fellow-apprentice,  absconded  from 
Watkins,  their  master's;  employment,  after  robbing  him  to 
a  large  amount.  Moreover,  some  of  Saunders'  fellows  tell 
me  that  one  Johnny  Doyle,  a  noted  rufBan,  and  confede- 
rate of  one  De  Lacy,  a  villain  well  known  to  Lord  Car- 
hampton,  whom  he  had  plotted,  with  others,  to  assassinate, 
but  who  escaped  down  here,  is  at  this  moment  within  the 
shed.  Fetch  them  forth,  these  three  malefactors,  that  we 
may  deal  with  them  according  to  their  deserts." 

^'Oolonel  Erskine,"  returned  Miles,  steadily,  ''pardon 
me  if,  instead  of  acceding  to  your  request  to  deliver  up 
these  victims  to  wanton  malice,  I  crave  your  protection 
for  them,  till  in  calmer  hour  I  shall  hope  to  convince  you 
of  their  innocence,  each  one,  of  the  guilt  imputed  to  him. 

I  have  known  them  long  and " 

i«D — ^n  you,  sir,"  boisterously  interrupted  Colonel 
Erskine,  advancing.  ''Who  made  you  special  pleader? — 
and  is  this  a  court  of  trial  P" 

Before  Miles  could  reply,  a  brawny  arm,  grasping  his, 
dragged  him  into  the  hut,  the  door  of  which  was  then  shut 
to,  same  time  Mrs.  Doyle,  putting  her  head  out  of  a  little 
casement,  cried  jeeringly : 

•'Tez  want  Moll  Doyle's  son !— which  of  'em,  ye  whelps 
o'  Batan  ?  She  has  a  good  many  now,  anyway,  begorra, 
BO  oome  take  yer  choice.  Now,  Mr.  Miles,  Mr.  Qerald, 
^ndthe  rest  o' yez,  let  fly  the  little  dogs  at  'em."  She 
laughed,  vacating  her  place  at  the  window,  as  the  troops 
^Pushed  forward,  at  their  officer's  command,  and  began  to 
force  the  frail  barrier  between  them  and  their  prey. 

"Don't  precipitate  events,"  said  Miles,  calmly,  laying 
^18  hand  upon  the  arm  of  Q-erald,  who  was  in  the  act  of 
firing,  ^'liet  us  reserve  ourselves  for  extremity.  Effie 
tod  Nelly,  keep  near  me."    As  he  spoke,  the  doot  ^<b^ 


412  KITTT   BimKE. 

open,  and  the  sheiling,  invested  with  armed  men,  was  only 
yet  saved  from  pro&nation  hy  the  uplifted  firearms  of  the 
defenders  in  front  and  the  bristling  pikes  in  the  rear. 
Ghrimly  the  besiegers  smiled  at  the  small  band  challenging 
conflict.  MileS)  again  speaking  aloud,  said:  '^You  see, 
Erskine,  if  you  drive  us  to  it,  we  are  resolved  to  die 
weapon  in  hand,  not  to  be  murdered.    Choose  T* 

'' rooh  I  you  are  a  fool,  Byrne ;  and  were  it  not  for 
your  kinsman  and  patron.  Bob  Byme»  whom  I  would  not 
disoblige,  Td  call  you  to  ready  reckoning  for  your  inso- 
lence. Come,  send  out  that  boy  Burke  at  your  elbow, 
whom*Gowan's  lads,  Tiokell  and  Beakey,  point  out  as  a 
malefactor.  Come  out,  sirrah,  and  give  wnat  account  of 
yourself  you  can." 

'^Don^t  stir  from  beside  me,  Ned;  I  have. promised 
Hugh  to  care  for  you,  and  I  will,"  said  Miles,  firmly,  and 
airesting  a  half-nervous,  fidgetty  movement  on  the  part  of 
the  youth. 

But  now  Kitty's  maternal  fears,  excited  for  the  safety 
of  her  son,  sharpened  her  wit  in  the  crisis  of  fate  to  con- 
ceive a  stratagem  that  in  all  probabUity  saved  them  from 
destruction. 

^^  Forward ! ''  shouted  the  colonel. 

**  Force  the  hut  and  drag  out  the  culprits,''  cried  Gap- 
tain  Swayn. 

^<  Fire  and  shoot  down  every  man  that  resiBts,"  com- 
manded Hunter  Gowan. 

'' Howld !— jist  let  me  say  one  word  afore  ye  begiQ> 
avic,**  screamed  Kitty,  thrusting  herself  between  Ifil^ 
and  the  troopers.  In  one  hand- she  held  a  piece  of  lighted 
turf,  just  snatched  from  the  fire ;  in  the  other,  a  wooden 
bowl  full  of  forge-dust.  ^<  D'ye  see  that,  my  brave  p^* 
8oon8  f*'  she  yelled  at  the  piton  of  her  voice.  **  Well,  if 
yez  think  we'd  leifer  fall  into  your  marciful  hands  nor 
make  a  dane  escape  out  of  'em,  ye  take  tie  for  greater 
fools  nor  we  are ;  so  come  on.  There's  the  go890(m  s&' 
Moll  Doyle's  sons  to  the  fore;  an'  more  betoken,  Holl 
Doyle  an'  myself,  as  good  as  any  of  'em,  an'  we  won't 
hindher  ye,  only  stan'  quiet  wid  our  backs  agin  the  walli 
an'  the  ohUdhre  at  our  feet ;  but  I  teU  yez,  on  the  faith  o' 
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a  Christian  woman,  that  the  momint  yez  orass  the  thrashil 
ril  pnt  the  lighted  turf  into  the  bowl,  an'  thin,  begorra, 
but  it's  in  fine  oompany  we'll  all  go  blazin'  together  into 
etamity; — an',  ye  yillans,  if  I  won't  up  an'  tell  the 
Almighty  thin,  the  Masther  of  us  all,  what  ye  done  on 
us  to  make  us  do  the  like.  Yerra,  what  are  yez  waitin' 
for? — ^is  it  to  say  yer  prayers  afore  yez  go ?'*  And  like  a 
wild  bacchante  she  waved,  as  she  spoke,  the  lighted  turf 
round  the  bowl  of  what,  to  the  startled  eyes  of  the  soldiers, 
seemed  gunpowder. 

^'  Come  along,  boys ;  that  she-devil  is  mad  as  a  tailor, 
an'  'tisn't  woriSi  while  running  risk  for  chaps  we  can  nab 
as  well  another  time,"  suggested  Lieutenant  Heppenstal, 
moving  briskly  to  the  rear. 

''Ay,  'tis  time  we  were  on  the  road  to  join  Saunders 
at  Dunlavin,  to  sit  in  court-martial  upon  the  prisoners," 
said  Hunter  Gowan,  following  Lieutenant  Heppenstal. 
''  We  can  return  to-night  and  fall  upon  this  nest  of  hor- 
nets. I  spied  two  pretty  girls  among  'em.  Band,  play 
up'  Croppies  lie  down.'" 

"  Byrne,  you  shall  hear  more  of  this  business — ^probably 
be  indicted  for  high  treason,  being  proved  to  have  borne 
arms  against  the  King  and  constitution,  and  aiding  and 
abetting  the  insurgents,"  ezdaimed  Colonel  Erskine, 
bringing  up  the  rear. 

Itules  ironically  kissed  hands  to  the  colonel,  and  turning 
smilingly  to  the  yet  flustered  Kitty,  he  said :  "  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  Joan  of  Arc  ?" 

"  Joan  of  Arklow,  is  it,  yer  honour  P  No ; — who  is  she, 
an'  Where's  she  from  in  Arklow  ?  " 

"  Well,  she  was  a  great  French  soldier ;  but  I  deem  you 
quite  as  good,  for,  like  her,  you  have  routed  a  host." 

"  Good-luck  to  yer  honour,"  grinned  Kitty,  much  pleased 
with  the  compliment.  "  Howandiver,  I  didn't  think  they'd 
ha'  been  so  much  afeard  o'  gunpowdher,  which  shows 
they're  but  poor  tpalpecfis,  afther  idl ;  an'  shure,  now  that 
^e  see  the  way  to  cow  'em,  we  must  get  more  o'the  rale 
stuff.' 

Miles  turned  his  eyes,  still  smiling  as  she  spoke,  upon 
the  darky  beaming  ones  of  Ned,  silently  contem:^\A&ii% 
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each  with  demure  attention,  and  a  ray  of  kindlier  intelli- 
gence flashed  from  orh  to  orh ;  but  themes  of  sadder  in- 
terest soon  engaged  his  deeper  thoughts  as  he  gazed  around 
the  respited  group ;  and  Gerald  and  William  drew  near 
him,  saying : 

"  What's  next  to  be  done  ?  I  don't  suppose  we  have 
come  off  soot  free  altogether.'^ 

"No/*  responded  Miles,  slowly.  "We  are  now  com- 
mitted to  our  cause,  and  must  stand  or  fall  with  it ;  there 
is  no  retracting.  Would  that  Hugh  were  here,  and  Effie 
safe  away !" 

"  Oh,  no,  Miles,"  exclaimed  Effie,  who  stood  near,  lean- 
ing upon  a  pike-handle ;  "  I'll  stay  and  see  the  fun  out 
with  you  all." 

"What!  not  daunted  yetP"  he  returned,  gazing  with 
softened  lineaments  upon  the   glowing   features  of   the 
juvenile  heroine,  so  frankly  meeting  his.     "  Well,  little 
sister,  I  cannot  but  admire  your  courage,  though,  if  it 
come  to  battle,  I  do  not  see  what  post  we  shall  assign  to 
you  and  your  equally  intrepid  friend  Nelly.    Perhaps  you 
would  accept  the  post  of  drummer.    But  truce  with  jest. 
Our  position,  Gerald,  is  one  of  serious  difficulty ;  at  eveiy 
step  we  are  now  beset  by  peril.    What  do  you  counsel  P" 
"  My  counsel  is,  that  we  decamp  forthwith  from  henoe 
to  the  fastnesses  of  the  Wioklow  hills,  and  so  elude  the 
return  of  our  butcherly  assailants,  or  others  of  their  atro- 
cious league,"  said  Gerald,  excitedly.     "  If  we  mean  to 
join  Dwyer,  we  cannot  encumber  our  march  with  women 
and   children  ;  henoe  the  necessity  of  providing   some 
asylum  for  them  the  while." 

"  How  are  they  to  be  supported  meantime  F"  demanded 
William  Byrne ;  "  heather  and  bare  rooks  won't  yield 
lauch  sustenance  to  supply  for  the  means  of  livelihood, 
from  which  they  will  be  cut  ofif." 

"  Leave  that  to  Providence,"  returned  Miles.  "  What, 
ho  I — who  comes  P  Father  John,  by  all  that's  fortunate  T* 
And  he  hastened  to  greet  the  pastor  as  he  oame  in,  out  of 
breath  with  rapid  walking,  and  accompanied  by  Donough 
O'Brien. 
The  usually  tran<}uil  mien  of  Father  Murphy  was  agi- 
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tated,  and  his  bright  blue  eye  emitted  unwonted  corrusoa- 
tions  of  burning  light,  as,  grasping  the  extended  hand  of 
Miles,  he  exclaimed,  in  accents  sonorous  and  full  of  emo- 
tion, silencing  at  once  the  wild  outcries  surging  to  every 
lip,  and  enchaining  every  ear  with  attention  to  his  words : 

^^  I've  but  returned  within  the  last  couple  of  hours  from 
Ferns,  and  heard  appalled  what  has  come  to  pass  in  my 
brief  absence.  I  see  now  but  too  well  the  manifest  design 
of  Government  is  not  merely  to  oppress  the  people  by  per- 
secution, but  to  exterminate  them  by  wholesale  massacre. 
Wherefore,  not  to  resist  tyranny,  but  to  save  life,  no 
medium  course  is  left  us.  Ob,  that  I  had  timely  foreseen 
this !  But  not  too  late — not  too  late !  Let  every  man, 
woman,  and  child  seize  pike,  brand,  and  weapon,  and 
follow  me.  Hitherto  I've  preached  peace  to  you,  my 
people ;  now,  since  such  seems  to  be  the  Divine  will,  I  lift 
my  voice  for  war,  and  a  benison  on  him  whose  hand  shall, 
in  that  strife  to  which  we  have  been  goaded,  smite  the 
boldest  in  our  holy  cause.  Qod  of  Jacob !  God  of  Moses ! 
bear  witness  to  our  justice,  and  strengthen  our  arms! 
Saintfl  of  our  blood-stained  island,  hear  our  suppliant  in- 
vocation :  be  'With  us  in  battle,  and  shelter  us  behind  the 
buckler  of  your  pinions. — Peace !  peace !"  he  shouted, 
with  elevated  tone  and  lifted  hand,  as,  while  he  spoke,  the 
hurried  tramp  of  many  feet  was  heard.  Seized  with 
tumultuous  panic,  his  audience  were  rushing  to  the  door. 
Laying  hold  of  a  pike,  he  went  before  them,  and  in  the 
gloom  of  the  deepening  twilight  he  discerned  a  band  of 
about  a  hundred  men  or  upwards  marching  steadily  towards 
them.  One  look,  however,  sufficed,  and  he  laid  down  the 
weapon  with  a  ^^Deogratias^'  as  Miles  said,  ''It  isDwyer,'* 
and  hastened  forth  to  meet  the  guerilla  chief,  whose  cog- 
nizance, a  helmet  crested  with  a  crucifix,  and  green  sash 
girding  his  waist,  even  more  than  his  lofty  bearing,  dis- 
tinguished his  person.  In  company  with  Miles  he  ap- 
proached the  sheiline,  and  Father  John,  at  once  recognis- 
ing the  individual  whom  he  had  spoken  to  upon  the  occa- 
sion of  the  tithe  tragedy  at  Tubber,  a  couple  of  days  be- 
fore, hailed  him  with  enthusiastic  welcome : 

^'  Since  it  is  become  our  duty  to  combat  in  our  defence^ 
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and  that  of  those  helpless  ones  committed  to  us,  let's  prove 
the  manhood  of  our  arms  in  telling  blows  upon  the  foe ; 
but  heads  to  guide  and  lead  with  wisdom  is  our  ohiefest 
need,  and  auspicious  is  the  omen,  that  of  your  presence 
among  us  in  this  hour/' 

*^  I  doubt  it  not,  responded  O'Dwyer,  in  tone  of  solemn 
pathos,  and  with  heavily  douded  brow  he  continued 
musingly :  "  'Tis  but  from  the  collision  of  such  chaotic  and 
adverse  elements  we  may  hope  to  eliminate  a  living  spirit. 
Nought  else  can  move  the  inert  mass.  Blood,  tears,  wreck, 
ruin,  in  a  consuming  fire,  to  bum  away  the  dead  flesL 
and  probe  to  the  quick  the  pulse  of  life,  is  all  our  hope  for 
the  resuscitation  of  the  diseased  body.  You  have  been  in 
critical  strait  a  while  since,"  he  added,  turning  to  Miles, 
who  replied : 

^*  'Tis  not  an  hour  since  we  were  invested  here  by  an 
infamous  corps  of  yeomen  and  military,  and  have  obtained 
miraculous  respite  from  summary  immolation  by  a  success- 
ful stratagem  of  yonder  intrepid  heroine.  Nevertheless, 
they  did  not  leave  us  unscathed :  poor,  palsy-stricken  old 
Mooney  is  lying  dead  where  he  fell,  stnmgled  from  the 
shoulders  of  the  walking  gaUows,  Heppenstal." 

"  Yes  I  know  it  all,"  returned  O'Dwyer.  "  My  sooute, 
Neil  More  and  De  Lacy,  fetched  me  word  of  what  was 
doing;  but  as  Boden's  Foxhunters  were  scouring roond 
in  one  locality,  with  Carhampton's  dragoons  burning  sod 
pillaging  in  another,  and  Kingsborough  instruoting  hifi 
Norm  Cork  in  the  practice  of  that  most  diabolical  inTOfi- 
tion  of  his,  the  pitch-cap  torture,  not  far  off,  without  rsii 
temerity  I  could  not  head  my  small  band  to  the  refioue- 
When,  like  Azrael,  the  destroying  angel,  they  had  swept 
their  devastating  course,  marking  their  track  with  fire  BS^i 
blood,  I  came  on ;  and  now  that  I  am  here,  what  is  your 
plan  P  I  am  myself  en  route  to  Wexford,  where  levies  9S^ 
mustering  fast." 

*'  Ay,  that  is  best,"  cried  Father  Murphy.  «  Let  Wex- 
ford be  our  goal,  and  forward  at  once,  before  our  maroh 
be  intercepted.  Nothing  like  prompt  paces  in  emer- 
gency I'* 

**  bo  be  it ! ''  cried  one  and  all,  and  with  simultaneoitf 
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aotion  forthwith  oommenced  the  stir  and  bustle  of  pre- 
paration for  a  long,  toilsome,  and  perilous  maroh  in  scat- 
tered oompanieSi  by  seoret  passes  best  known  to  the  outlaw 
and  the  night  marauder. 

While  oonfounded  at  the  eooentrioity  of  the  position  in 
which,  without  anj  previous  calculation,  and,  certainly, 
contnury  to  the  whole  bias  of  his  inclinations,  he  now  stood 
the  avowed  associate  and  champion  of  insurgents  and  their 
ringleader,  Miles,  turning  to  Father  Murphy,  said :  ''  In 
good  sooth,  I  think  I  shsdl  become  a  convert  to  the  creed 
of  the  predestinarian,  and  say  with  him,  ^  Who's  bom  is 
listed/  But  yesterday  I  should  have  mocked  the  oracle 
that  told  me  to-day,  jostled  out  of  the  even  tenor  of  my 
dull,  monotonous  life,  ceasing  to  be  a  cypher,  I  should  be 
enrolled  for  battle  it  was  my  studious  care  to  shun.  Hav- 
ing come  BO  far,  who  knows  but  I  am  predestined  the  un- 
conscious instrument  of  some  notable  deed  that  shall  make 
men  gape  and  set  me  on  a  pedestal,  a  hero  wonder  to  be 
stared  at  and  worshipped,  a  hitherto  unrevealed  demi-god 
shining  forth  in  his  refulgent  glory.  WeU,  if  I  must 
have  honour  forced  upon  me,  allona  !  What  will  Hugh 
say?" 

'*  There  seems  to  be  ground  for  your  philosophy,  Miles,'' 
observed  Father  Murphy,  ^'  else  would  1,  an  humble  priest 
but  yesterday  preaching  a  gospel  of  peace  to  the  people,  be 
to-day  sounding  the  tocsin  to  arms,  and  signalising  my 
obscure  self  in  a  manner  that,  if  it  hoist  me  on  a  niche  in 
the  temple  of  fame,  will  be  tolerably  certain  to  elevate  me 
to  the  gibbet  for  the  speculation  of  posterity.  Circumstance, 
you  see,  is  the  destiny  which,  wielded  in  the  hands  of  the 
Deitv,  rules  the  hour  for  us  all.     Jff arc/tons  /" 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

LADY   CASTLEREAGH's   MASQUERADE. 

**  Yes,  there  are  sounds  of  reyelry  wif.bin  the  palaces, 
And  the  fair  castles  of  our  ancient  lords, 
Where  now  the  stranger  banquets.    Ye  maj  hear 
From  thence  the  peals  of  song  and  laughter  rise 
At  midnight's  deepest  hour." 

Vespers  o/Po/ctwio.—Hemaics. 

While  the  nation  thus  grappled  by  the  throat  was 
withing  in  the  throes  of  dreadful  agonj  in  the  hands  of 
assasslDS  more  ruthless  than  the  fangs  of  bloodhounds,  a 
masked  ball,  on  a  scale  of  unusual  magnificence,  was  being 
given  bj  Lady  Castlereagh  to  all  the  ^lite  of  the  metro- 

{)oliB.    Within  the  ample  space  of  brilliantly  lighted  sa- 
oonsy  presided  over  by  the  deities,  Terpsichore  and  Apollo, 
blended  in  heterogeneous  assemblage  a  variegated  throng, 
monopolLBing  for  the  hour,  and  personifying  characters 
that  once  had  acted  their  part  in  the  drama  of  ages :  nota- 
bilities of  every  land  and  station,  habited  in  costume 
of  appropriate  magnificence,  and  representatives  of  every 
class,  quaintly  attired  in  befitting   garb,  superbly  con- 
trasted by  the  gorgeous  splendour  of  Olympio  divinities* 
Shining  amid  the  cortege,  chiefly  inspirea  by  the  muses  of 
romance  and  history,  whose  partisans  disported  in  repro- 
ducing the  pageant,  and  living  brief  space  in  the  charmed 
circle  of  regal  court  and  fairyland,  and  ill-assorted,  ioo, 
and  strangely  antithetical  to  nature,  were  some  of  tb^ 
prominent  actors  in   the   scene.     Thus  disguised,  snd 
bedizened    as    a    Norman    crusader,   striding    through 
the  glittering  galaxy,   Lord  Carhamnton,   oomplaoently 
smiling    upon    Calvpso*s    train    in    the    gay    quadrilk? 
and    Lord    Kingsborough,    personating     Ulysses   the 
wise  and  good,  seemed  no  longer  the  same  Lords  Car- 
hampton  and  Kingsborough  who  had  so  lately  in  other 
scenes,  enacting  the  parts  of  Tiberius  and  Caligula,  bent 
their  deathful  Arowns  upon  trembling  peasants,  and  givea 
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their  huts  to  the  flames  and  their  fjeunilies  to  slaughter. 
Lord  Norbury^  in  green  tabinet  coat  with  pearl  buttons, 
striped  yellow-and-blaok  vest,  and  buff  breeches^  depicting 
Hawthorn  in  "  Love  in  a  Village/'  pleasantly  oonyersing 
with  Queen  Anne  (Mrs.  Darner)  and  Queen  Elizabeth 
(Mrs.  Guildford  Golandisk),  looked  by  far  too  amiable  to 
satisfy  one  that  all  the  bad  stories  told  of  him  were  true, 
and  that  he  was  indeed  the  arch-hangman  of  '98.  And 
gazing  upon  the  mild,  innocent  countenance  of  John 
Claudius  Beresford,  in  the  character  of  Garaotaous,  one 
should  do  violence  to  one's  faith  in  physiognomic  theory 
to  credit  that  one  of  visage  so  blandly  coiurteous,  admir- 
ingly riveted  upon  Juno  (Mrs.  Pomfret)  and  Venus  (Lady 
Alicia  Luttrell),  in  train  with  Mars  (Ghiildford  Gdaiidisk), 
was  daily  wont  to  preside  over  military  torture ;  and  that 
those  ears,  so  sensitive,  like  Lord  Gastlereagh's,  to  the 
exquisite  notes  of  soul-subduing  harmony,  could  have 
hourly  gloated  exultingly  upon  such  discordant  kejmotes 
as  the  cries  and  howls  of  mangled  victims.  Yet  so  it  was, 
and  so  far  from  criticism  tarnishing  by  a  breath  the  repu- 
tation of  these  magnates  of  their  sphere,  fame  trumpeted 
their  merit  from  ear  to  ear.  Loyal  subjects,  brave  officers, 
just  judges,  accomplished  gentlemen !  Pious  dowagers 
descanted  on  their  perfections,  astute  senators  courted 
their  favour,  youths  of  condition  emulated  their  qualities, 
fair  ladies  smiled  upon  them,  churchmen  voted  them 
models  of  grace ;  and,  serenely  approbative  of  their  oanoni-* 
sation,  the  vessels  of  election  rejoicing  in  all  the  outward 
and  visible  signs  of  grace,  swallowed  contentedly  the 
plentiful  libation  of  unctuous  chrism  that  anointed  them 
within  and  without  to  beatitude  here  and  hereafter. 
While  sporting  their  new  ephemeral  honours — garish 
state  livery  and  Union  titles  for  the  moment  laid  aside — 
Lords  Clare,  Glentworth,  Donoughmore,  Lifford,  Glon* 
curry,  and  Garleton,  leaping  the  chasm  of  centuries,  re- 
animated the  dust  of  King  Arthur,  and  .lived  over  again 
the  celebrated  dramatic  personages,  Othello,  Macbeth,  Sa« 
ladin,  and  Mephistopheles.  Near  a  group  of  Arcadian 
shepherdesses,  seated  upon  a  green  bank  in  an  alcove  be- 
neath the  shade  of  conservatory  blossoms  and  foIiAiib^^^n^SoL 
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crooks  and  flowers  in  their  hands,  stood  one  of  the  few 
^vhoFe  outfit  did  not  jar  upon  the  ideal  sense  of  the  appro- 
priate; and  JBuBsey  Burgh,  in  the  garb  of  the  Lion  of 
Fibiiders,  silently  amused,   was   watching  the  antics  of 
Buck  Whaley  in  the  farce  of   a  satyr  making  Ioto  to 
Diana  (Boadicea  Pomfret),  same  time  interested  in  follow- 
ing the  m'  »vements  of  a  masked  caliph,  Haronu  Al-Raschid, 
who,  in  company  with  a  prince  of  Abyssinia,  were  paying 
assiduous  court  to  a  Doge  of  Venice,  escorting  an  Irish 
princess,  arrayed  in  vesture  of  silvered  crepe  and  gossamer 
sc^rf  of  pale-tinted  green  lightly  draping  her  sylph-like 
form,  encircled  with  a  zone  of  starry  gems,  upon  her  classic 
brow  an  eastern  tiara  of  sparkling  brilliants,  and  on  her 
jewel-clasped  arm  resting  a  golden  lyre,  emblematic  of  her 
land  of  song  and  story  Hanging  about  and  following  in  the 
wake  of  this  group  was  a  domino,  whom  curiosity  had  long 
made  unaviUling  essay  to  discover,  and  who,  still  main- 
taining stem  incognito  as  he  stalked,  a  duplicate  Brutus, 
baffled  every  scrutiny  of  prying  eyes  to  penetrate  his  dis- 
p;uiS6,  and  withstood  all  the  cajolery  of  speech,  sly  arti- 
fice, and  sinister  inuendo  to  beguile  him  of  his  secret.    As 
night  advanced,  and  most  of  the  maskers,  indeed  all,  had 
from  time  to  time  cast  off  disguise,  he  alone  still  stood 
shrouded  in  mystery,  and  still  the  question,  **  Who  is  he  P  " 
passed  unanswered  from  lip  to  lip,  and  whispers  began  to 
circulate  from  ear  to  ear,  not  all  of  a  complimentary  nature 
1o   their  object.     *'A  reporter  for  the  newspaper,  most 
likely,"  said  Miss  Warbeok  Higgenboggan,  who,  in  the 
role  of  a  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  conversed  sedately  with 
Mr.  Pomfret  in  the  character  of  a  Quaker,  and  with  hard, 
unrelenting  eye,  severely  scanning  the  tout  ensembk  of 
that  ungrateful  creature,  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok,  whose  late 
advances  to  a  reconciliation  having  been  so  coldly  received 
as  almost  to  seem  rejected,  through  the  Misses  Warbeckfl' 
overweening  pride  suggesting  the  necessity  of  keeping  up 
their  dignity,  and  not  to  be  in  too  great  hurry  to  receiTS 
back  to  favour  a  chastised  culprit,  now  unfortunately  no 
longer  a  subject  inferior,  but  invested  with  all  the  con- 
sequence of  a  wealthy  heiress,  independent  of  patxonage 
or  protection,  was  forbidden  by  her  unde,  the  Doge  of 
Venice^  to  accord  IxcncefoiUx  more  than  the  most  formal 
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civilities  exacted  by  good  breeding,  and  commanded  to 
refrain  from  further  overture  to  those  relatives. 

"  Or  a  French  spy,  maybe,'*  cried  aloud  one  of  the  shep 
herdesses  (Cleopatra  Pomfret),  looking  acutely  at  Venus 
(Lady  Alicia),  who,  deserting  the  circle  of  the  Graces,  had 
led  up  Mars,  to  ravish  his  eyes  with  the  fascinating  beauty 
of  the  Princess  Eva,  shining  in  her  sphere  with  renewed 
lustre  out  of  the  cloud  that  had  temporarily  dimmed  her 
radiance,  and  to  keep,  herself,  vigilant  record  of  the  impres- 
sion still  made  upon  Haroun  Al-Easchid  [Maurice  O'Dris- 
coll),  and  the  Prince  of  Abyssinia  (Hugh  O'Byrne),  by 
the  magic  attractions  of  the  fair  Milesian. 

"  May  I  hope  for  the  honour  of  the  Princess  Eva's  hand 
in  the  next  quadrille  ?"  said  Claudius  Beresford,  coming 
up  at  this  moment  and  bowing  to  his  kneebuckle  with 
infinite  grace ;  but  with  ceremonious  hauteur  she  negatived 
his  suit,  which  Hussey  Burgh  observing,  said  : 

"Now,  Caractacus,  beshrew  thy  wit.  Avaunt,  bar- 
barian !  and  when  next  you  sue  the  Princess  Eva,  come  in 
guise  of  Strongbow — most  potent  of  victors — to  win  and 
woo." 

He  withdrew  some  paces  as  he  spoke,  to  take  a  closer 
survey  of  the  indefatigable  domino,  still  lingering  near. 
Wliile  taking  advantage  of  Beresford's  discomfited  retreat, 
Yenus  rushed  in,  took  Alphonse's  arm,  and  peremptorily 
drawing  her  away  from  her  uncle's  side,  and  the  charmed 
gaze  of  O'DriscoU  timidly  yet  earnestly  rivetted  upon  her, 
while  Hugh  and  he  chatted  with  Don  Antonio,  she  con- 
trived to  launch  her  among  the  shepherdesses,  and  seat 
her  beside  Quildford  Colandisk,  whose  haunting  presence 
she  had,  from  the  outset,  been  studiously  avoiding.  Un- 
abashed by  shame,  undisturbed  by  conscience,  alive  but  to 
the  sting  of  self-reproach,  and  remorse  for  the  folly  that 
liad  betrayed  him  to  forfeit  a  now  intensely  magnified 
fortune,  and  bind  himself  to  a  hated  yoke  that  incessantly 
galled  him,  yet  cherishing  the  hope  that  somehow  he  would 
redeem  his  disaster,  and  make  all  right  again,  Guildford, 
Keating  himself  beside  Alphouse,  whispered  in  a  gay,  off- 
hand sort  of  manner : 

"  We're  both  out  of  place,  by  Jove !    MalheiKT  a)uoi !  Vltkft 
irhole  thing  has  been  a  blunder  from  beglmiiag  \iO  eu^N 
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but  Fortune  is  suoh  a  fickle  jade  there's  no  knowing  how 
to  hold  by  her  slippery  skirt.  Now,  had  you  but  come 
to-night  as  Juliet,  and  I  hit  upon  Borneo^  would  it  not 
have  been  more  analogous  to  our  unhappy  fate  ?" 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  Mr,  Colandisk ; — ^pray  let  go 
my  hand,^'  coldly  replied  Alphonse,  nervously  shrinking 
Away,  and  turning  to  address  Lady  Alicia,  seated  at  the 
other  side. 

''  Dear  Alphonse  I"  persisted  the  amorous  Mars,  nothing 
repulsed  by  her  calm  aspect  of  settled  indifference  and 
cold  tranquiUity  of  demeanour.  Gutting  short  the  exor- 
dium, she  rose  abruptly,  and  returned  to  join  her  unde. 

"Peevish,  petulant  Uttle  thing  !'*  sighed  Guildford,  "I 
fear  I  shall  have  much  to  do  to  restore  her  to  good- 
Immour ;  I  did  not  think  she' was  so  pettish.  How  beautiful 
she  looks !" 

^'  Prosperity  has  quite  turned  her  head,"  observed  Lady 
^Uicia,  in  the  same  undertone.  ''Tm  sure  I  did  my 
best  to  patronise  her,  and  place  her  upon  a  footing  of 
friendly  intimacy  with  us.  She  declined  all  confidence, 
showed  no  disposition  to  avail  of  our  civilities,  and  huffed 
at  some  little  playful  badinage  of  Carhampton's.  She 
stands  aloof  upon  her  dignity ;  but  never  mind — if  you're 
not  a  fool,  Colandisk,  persevere ;  I  never  knew  a  flirt  but 
was  vanquished  in  the  long  run.  Just  now  I  can  see 
she  is  spreading  her  net  to  entangle  that  silly  fellow, 
(VDriscoll,  and  that  other  mammoth,  Hugh  O'Byme ;  but 
keep  your  hold,  and  don't  let  the  eel  slip,''  she  added, 
rising,  and  approaching  a  group  habited  in  various  guise, 
and  whose  animated  conversation  was  evidently  not  meant- 
to  be  exclusive. 

**  The  pikes  were  found  this  morning  somewhere  near  a 
rivulet  that  runs  through  the  demesne  by  Hobson,  Jenkins, 
and  Stubly,  who  searched  for  them  upon  the  informa-" 
tion  supplied  by  Biggins  to  Major  Sirr,"  exclaimed  one 
who  personated  Khadamanthus,  in  reply  to  Lord  Car- 
hampton,  who  had  just  doffed  his  crusader's  helmet  to  say 
to  a  parson  in  propria  persona^  standing  beside  Miss  Fanny 
Higgenboggan,  arrayed  as  a  German  margravine : 

'*  'Pon  my  life,  reverend  sir,  I  must  say  'tis  monstrous,  you 
xmniBteTB  of  the  reioim^d  Church  are  so  ineffeotiye  in  your 
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office  as  to  suffer  us  to  behold,  in  this  eighteenth  century, 
a  people  as  heathenish  and  mutinous  as  they  were  in  the 
days  of  glorious  Queen  Bess,  and  long  before.  Why,  look 
ye  here,  Lamb,  there's  not  a  bog-trotting  priest  can't  lead 
— lead  the  multitude  by  the  nose  to  Hades,  or  where  he 
will ;  and  you,  parsons,  with  the  artillery  of  the  gloriouf? 
constitution  to  back  you,  can't  drag  the  helots  to  their 
knees — ^how  is  it  ?" 

Lamb,  wincing  beneath  the  fiery  rebuke  of  the  fierce- 
browed  warrior,  made  deprecating  response:  "'Tis  truly 
inexplicable,  my  lord ;  the  manna  of  the  word  seems  power- 
less to  sweeten  the  marrow  of  their  bitter  hostility; — and 
doubtless  they  are  predestined  to  perdition." 

Here  an  auxiliary,  in  the  person  of  lively  Sardanapalus 
Pomfret,  bounced  timely  to  his  patron's  side  :  "  We  have 
done  our  best,  Lord  knows,  with  the  stubborn  wretches, 
to  Oram  the  Bible  down  their  throats,  and  make  them, 
nolciis  votenSy  swallow  and  digest  wholesomer  food  than 
the  ubiquitous,  beastly  potato;  but  I  insist  that  you, 
gentlemen  of  the  army,  to  whom  is  delegated  the  duty  of 
smoothing  the  minister's  path  over  the  thorns  of  the  vine- 
yard, have  not  done  your  part  through  too  great  toleration, 
for  which  you  have  incurred  the  censure  :  '  Cursed  is  he 
that  doeth  the  work  of  the  Lord  negligently,  otherwise 
deceitfully.'  Pray,  my  lord,  have  we  not  Scripture  to 
show  us  that  toleration  is  not  acceptable  to  the  Lord  ?" 

"Faith,  I  can't  boast  I've  made  Scripture  much  my 
study,"  said  Lord  Garhampton,  smiling  upon  the  self- 
oonoeited  young  parson ;  "  but  if  you  tell  me  I've  Scripture 
to  back  me,  I'll  pay  up  arrears  with  interest  and  good- will; 
albeit" — he  darted  a  glance,  void  of  benevolence,  at  a  vener- 
able-looking minister  close  by,  in  conversation  with  Sir 
Balph  Abercrombie  and  Sir  John  Moore,  in  the  characters 
of  I^hilip  of  Maoedon  and  Pyrrhus — '*  it  may  please  the 
philanthropic  Berwick,  in  the  excess  of  his  sympathy  with 
the  rebels,  to  impugn  our  zeal." 

"Laxity  term  it— laxity  and  weak  pandering  to  human 
respect,"  said  Parson  Lamb,  fearlessly  oending  deprecating 
eyes  upon  him  whom  his  patron  held  as  a  very  Mordecaiiu 
detestation,  quite  defiant  of  the  austere  gaze  of  Sir  Roi^Vi 
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Aberorombie^  and  the  wrathful  one  of  Sir  John  Mooroi  the 
latter  of  whom  said,  pointedly : 

<^  Had  but  one  out  of  ten  of  our  churchmen  the  true 
Christian  spirit  of  the  philanthropic  Berwick,  or  one  out 
of  ten  of  our  military  leaders  been  endowed  with  one  grain 
of  common  human  feeling  and  wisdom,  it  were  not  fated 
us  to  behold  to-day  the  woful  spectacle  of  a  nation  plunged 
into  the  horrors  of  insurrection  and  war." 

"No,"  chimed  in  Sir  Ealph  Abercrombie,  tapping  the 
lid  of  his  snuff-box,  '^  anything  so  deplorable  as  the  con- 
dition of  the  unfortunate  people  trodden  down  under  the 
heels  of  the  Orange  ascendency,  and  their  dogs  let  loose 
upon  them,  is,  I  can  aver  who  have  witnessed  it,  without 
a  parallel  in  the  world.  No  man's  home,  family,  or  life  is 
his  own.  What's  the  meaning  of  it,  my  lord  P — what  is 
the  drift  of  this  exasperation  and  butchery  of  the  people?" 
continued  the  yeteran,  addressing  Lord  Castlereagh,  who, 
in  the  character  of  Achilles,  came  by  with  Lord  Charle- 
mont,  as  Atlas. 

"  Ton  my  honour,  Sir  Ealph,"  smiled  his  lordship,  satiri- 
cally eyeing,  with  expression  not  conspicuous  for  agree- 
ability,  the  obtuse- witted  soldier,  '*  there  be  abstruse  mys- 
teries in  which  I  should  lack  ability  to  initiate  dunces :  nor 
can  I  explain  how  it  is  that  some  spirits  be  so  unruly ;  it 
taxes  all  the  canons  of  Church  and  State  to  exorcise  and 
lay  them  in  the  E.ed  Sea." 

"  Fie-fie,  Sir  Ralph,"  here  interposed  Lady  Moira,  who, 
in  chat  with  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  Don  Antonio,  Hussev 
Bureh,  and  O'DriscoU,  was  standing  near;  and  a  malicious 
twinkle  in  her  eye  spoke  of  caustic  irony  ready  to  sting ; 
<<  how  oould  jou  expect  his  lordship  to  throw  open  the 
doors  of  the  cabinet,  and  interpret  State  policy  to  public 
comment ;  come  to  me,  who  am  Witch  of  Endor  " — her 
ladyship  represented  the  character — "  and  I  will  read  you, 
by  sign  and  sigil,  the  Book  of  Fate.  Acting  by  oounselof 
the  Oracle" — she  turned  and  looked  significantly  at  General 
Lake — *'  Lord  Moira  has  removed  his  library  and  valuable 
effects  from  his  northern  castle  to  England,  so  that  vin- 
dictive private  malice,  under  cloak  of  loyal  zeal,  public 
good,  calamitous  necessity,  unlucky  accident  or  a  thousand 
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other  reasons  large  as  plumSy  shall  find  no  more  than  bare 
walls  upon  which  to  wreak  mighty  wrath^ha!  ha!  ha!" 
And  she  laughed  merrily,  in  derision,  as  she  thus  took  the 
opportunity  to  acquaint  the  General  that  his  threat  to 
bum  down  Lord  Moira's  splendid  mansion  had  been,  so 
far,  frustrated  in  its  object  by  the  timely  removal  of  the 
property  it  contained.  While,  with  cheeks  glowing  between 
shame  and  rage  at  the  exposure  of  his  malignity,  the  officer 
sneaked  aside,  Lady  Moira  continued,  alternately  smiling 
upon  Lord  Castlereagh  and  her  circle : 

'^  Government  is  very  candid ;  it  disguises  nothing  ; 
those  who  run  may  read  its  designs.  Lord  Clare  made  it 
understood  that  half  a  million  of  money  had  been  placed 
at  his  disposal  to  buy  votes  for  the  Union.  Didn't  Mac- 
donald  say  he  should  have  five  thousand  guineas  for  his 
vote  P  "Tis  part  of  the  programme,  those  who  won't  sell 
must  be  coerced  into  surrender.  Hence,  resisting  they 
are  rebels,  and  rebels  must  be  crushed  in  blood.  So  poor 
Clonmel  died  last  night  ?''  she  added,  adroitly  shifting  the 
subject  as  she  noticed  a  red  blotch  disfiguring  the  brow  of 
the  Chief  Secretary.  '^  I  hope  he  had  a  tranquil  end,  poor 
poul!" 

^'And  that  he  saw  a  minister,"  put  in  pious  Miss 
Higgenboggan,  inserting  herself  into  the  coterie  of  which, 
with  envy  that  brooked  no  longer  dalliance,  she  saw 
Alphonse  Fitzpatriok  make  one.  She  looked  as  she  spoke 
at  Ilussey  Burgh,  who,  challenged  to  polite  rejoinder, 
said : 

*^  Among  many  vices,  one  virtue  his  lordship  had.  He 
was  not  hypocrite  enough  to  affect  faith,  which  he  had  not, 
in  the  ghostly  service  or  benefit  of  bishop  or  parson.  As 
he  lived  so  he  died.  Defiant  of  their  ministry,  and  more 
intent  in  edifying  posterity  by  leaving  behind  him  a  fair 
reputation,  he  spent  his  time,  instead  of  reciting  prayer 
tor  mercy,  in  burning  papers  that  might  have  compro- 
mised his  honour  with  the  world.     So  let  him  rest." 

As  Hussey  Burgh  spoke  all  eyes  were  attracted,  and  all 
attention  was  arrested  by  some  sudden  commotioii  in  the 
lower  end  of  the  crowded  saloon. 

**  What  is  it? — what  has  happened  ?  "  exclaimed  several 
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BB  the  buzz  and  hum  rose  loud  and  louder^  and  Bwaying 
crowds  pressed  round  Lord  Gastlereagh,  who  had  oeen 
beckoned  away  by  a  sign  from  Sii'  Chichester  Fortesoue, 
just  arrived  from  the  Castle.  But  soon,  very  soon  the 
tidings  spread,  waking  pale  dismay  and  consternation 
round.  The  long-impending  storm  had  bursty  the  appre- 
hensions which  had  made  the  preceding  day  an  anxious 
one  for  the  citizens  of  Dublin,  changing  the  city  into  an 
armed  garrison,  and  compelling  the  judges  to  appear  in 
military  uniform  upon  the  bench,  proved  to  be  no  chimera. 
Couriers,  jaded  and  breathless,  had  just  arrived  with  news 
that  the  insurgents  were  up,  that  the  Belfast  mail  had 
been  attacked  and  burned  at  Santry,  the  Athlone  at  Lucac, 
and  that  from  Cork  at  Naas,  upon  which  place  the  enemy 
was  concentrating  in  large  force. 

"Lord,  defend  us!  what'U  become  of  us?''  cried  Mrs. 
Pomfiret,  staring  wildly  upon  her  interesting  brood,  male 
and  female.  "  Toby,  my  dear ; — where  are  ye,  TobyP— d'ye 
hear  P  "  she  screamed  to  her  husband,  strutting  about  in 
the  drapery  of  a  mandarin  1  *'  We  must  fly  to  England, 
at  once.  The  rebels  are  up,  and  no  one  can  tell  the  end 
of  it.  Go  down  at  once  and  secure  our  berths  in  th^ 
Holyhead  boat.  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Burgh !  what'll  be  the 
ofitP" 

(<The  sacking  of  Dublin,  of  course,  my  dear  madam/ 
smiled  Hussey  Burgh,  gently  disengaging  his  arm  firo 
the  nervous  grip  of  the  excited  lady.     "  You  do  quit 
well  to  seize  time  by  the  forelock,  and  effect  prompi 
escape  from  proximity  to  peril.*' 

"  Cock's  soul !  but  it's  fine  news,"  vociferated  Lyou 
Pomfret,  the  ensign.     '^  Now  we'll  see  some  fun,  and  mak 
strides  up  the  ladder.     What  I'd  give  for  a  aqmnt  a 
Captain  Kock.    I  take  it  he's  the  leader." 

*<  You  monster !  how  can  you  speak  so,  and  we  in  sue 
panic  P    Men  have  no  sensibility  in  their  nature,"  titterec   * 
Alicia  Luttrell,  |:iving  him  a  little  rebuking  stroke  witlr^ 
her  fan,  and  castmg  a  sidelong  glance  at  0']Drisooll  to  ob^ 
serve  how  he  took  her  sportive  coquetry  with  the  oadet-^ 
or  oould  she  discover  any  jealous  apprehension  of  a  rivaU 
**  P^t  who  is  tl^eiy  leader  Captain  Eock  ?" 
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*^  Some  say  he's  one,  some  say  he's  another ;  bnt  I  say 
he's  the  man  in  the  moon/'  grinned  Lyourgus,  charmed  at 
his  own  wit  and  the  condesoending  affability  of  Lady 
Alicia  together.     '^  And  I  shoot  nearest  the  mark.'' 

"  Should  your  surmise  be  correct  we  are  in  worse  plight 
than  I  had  deemed,"  said  Maurice  O'Driscoll,  regarding 
the  youth  with  countenance  more  indicative  of  drollery 
than  envy,  ^'  seeing  that  if  the  demi-god  be  enthroned  so 
far  beyond  our  reach,  our  hope  of  pulling  him  to  his  knees 
is  moonshine  also." 

**I  say/'  wheezed  Lord  Norbury,  waddling  into  the 
circle,  with  glossy,  rubicund  disk,  "  the  gallows  will  solve 
the'problem  one  of  these  days,  and  introduce  Captain  What- 
d'ye-call-him  to  us  in  praprm  persona.  Egad !  I'm  glad 
the  rebels  are  up.  Now  we'll  have  some  pastime  and  busi- 
ness  on  hands."    He  rubbed  his  own  complacently. 

"  By  Jove  !  the  very  thing  we  wanted,  an  opportunity 
to  demonstrate  our  valour  and  loyalty,  and  rid  the  land 
forever  of  the  aborigines,"  ezultingly  cried  Lord  Garhamp- 
ton,  stealing  an  underlook  at  Maurice  O'Driscoll,  whom  he 
knew  was  wont  to  boast  of  his  Milesian  lineage;  but 
Maurice,  at  the  moment  rapt  in  the  beatific  vision  and 
absorbed  in  tete-a-Ute  with  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  took  no 
heed  of  the  shaft  which  flew  idly  by. 

Liord  Eingsborough  supplied  the  void,  exclaiming,  with 
bosom  elated  as  that  of  the  carrion  crow  or  vulture 
soenting  slaughter :  ''  By  Greorge  and  the  dragon !  we'll 
immolate  whole  hecatombs!  We*ll  show  as  many  scalps 
as  Sioux  warriors,  and  convert  the  land  into  a  necro- 
polis 1" 

''  Nought  else  may  avail  save  the  wholesale  extermina- 
tion of  uiis  perplexing  people,"  observed  General  Lake, 
with  grating  harshness  of  tone.  '*  It  has  been  the  wont 
to  laud  Cromwell's  policy  and  determined  measures  in  the 
oountry,  but  I  for  one  dissent  from  the  general  pane- 
gyiio.  Why  did  he  leave  a  plague-spot  P  why  did  he 
give  the  noxious  refuse  of  the  sword  a  choice  between  hell 
and  Conn  aught,  to  cr^ep  out  again  over  the  land  and  in- 
fect it  as  with  leprosy.  See,  if  the  ordering  of  things  fall 
to  me,  if  I  don't  make  cleaner  work.    Cock's  bone^  I  \'^ 
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sweep  so  olean  the  race  of  Paddy  shall  become  extinct, 
and  his  memory  be  as  a  myth  in  the  land ! " 

"  m  be  down  on  the  Curragh  to-morrow  with  my  Fox- 
hunters,''  said  Lord  Boden,  '*  and  sweep  it  like  a  hurri* 
cane.  If  man,  woman,  or  child  survive  my  onslaught, 
you  may  exhibit  them  as  gifted  with  charmed  lives.'' 

^'  I'll  lead  the  chase  with  my  bloodhounds,"  harked  in 
Lord  Beresford  ;  ^'  and  if  we  don't  outgo  Pizaro,  Herod, 
Nero,  Holofemes,  and  all  the  celebrities  of  fame  in  deeds 
of  havoCy  call  me  a  jackal.  Ouns!  we'll  have  a  free 
country  to  live  in,  or  die  !  "  he  added,  with  bombastic  per- 
oration. 

'^  Meanwhile,  what's  doing  ?  "  demanded  Sir  Compton 
Domville.  '^  Lords  Oastlereagh,  Tirowen,  Enniskilleo, 
Portarlington,  and  a  lot  more  are  gone  off  to  the  Castle  ?'* 

'*  Time  we  be  at  our  posts,"  said  Lords  Garhampton  and 
Kingsborough,  navigating  themselves  through  the  throng, 
followed  by  Lords  Boden,  Beresford,  and  General  Lake, 
Colonels  Skerret,  Le  Hunt,  and  L'Estrange,  Major  Lom* 
bard  and  Colonel  Walpole. 

"  Colandisk,"  whispered  Buck  Whaley,  laying  hold  of 
the  young  man,  who,  acting  upon  the  suggestion  of  Lady 
Alicia,  in  accordance  with  his  own  wish,  had  tacked  him- 
self to  Don  Antonio's  party,  much  to  the  annoyance  of  Al- 
phonse,  ^^  who  is  the  domino  lounging  about  and  so  per« 
tinaciously  maintaining  his  incognito  P  Have  you  any 
idea  of  who  he  is  ?  " 

'^  A  baboon,  I  wager,"  returned  Colandisk,  contemp- 
tuously, and  with  so  little  reserve  of  caution  that  it  reached 
the  ear  of  its  object,  who,  facing  sharply  round,  oonfro&te<l 
him,  saying : 

'^  Be  more  guarded,  friend.  Baboons  sometimes  oairj 
clubs." 

While  Guildford,  taken  aback,  stared  dumbfounded,  the 
incognito  vacated  the  spot,  pursuing  in  the  wake  of  Hng^ 
O'Byrne,  about  whose  skirts,  not  unobserved,  he  hadhiiDg 
the  whole  evening,  dogging  his  steps  from  place  to  pls<^^ 
with  a  persevering  patience  that  finally  achieved  its  aim- 
Straggling  apart,  as  if  by  accident  from  the  ooncomfe* 
iFhen  a  more  sequestered  space  was  gained^  Kxigh  wheeled 
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about^  and  accosting  the  domino,  abruptly  exclaimed: 
"  Shadow  o'  me  !  you've  been  pretty  constant.  May  I 
know  to  what  purpose  ?  " 

"Hugh  O'Byrne,"  responded  the  domino,  in  solemn 
aooents,  '^ruin  and  woe  track  thy  steps  yet  more  closely ; 
and  what  dost  thou,  loitering  the  hours  big  with  fate, 
where  the  misery  of  the  wretcned  decks  the  banquet  of  the 
oppressor  P  Through  peril  and  difficulty  I've  adventured 
hither  to  warn  thee  to  thy  post.  The  country  is  in  arms. 
Miles  your  brother  is  in  the  field  with  your  kinsmen  of 
Ballymanus,  and  Byrne  of  Cabinteely  is  in  the  hunters' 
toils.  Pikes  hidden  by  Grovernment  agents  have  been  dis- 
covered on  the  demesne,  and  are  suborned  in  false  witness 
against  him.  His  doom  is  sealed.  And  thou,  Hugh, 
wilt  thou  yet  stand  aloof  or  follow  me  ?''  The  speaker 
lifted  his  mask,  and,  with  a  shook  of  terror,  Hugh  O'Byrne 
recognised  the  features  of  one  whom  a  hundred  myrmi- 
dons of  the  law,  eager  as  bloodhounds  for  the  game,  were 
after  in  full  hue  and  cry,  even  the  notorious  Wicklow 
brigand,  highwayman,  and  outlaw,  0*Dwyer  of  Donard. 

"  Madman ! "  he  ejaculated,  with  involuntary  recoil 
of  horror,  then  seizing  his  arm  :  "  Mask,''  he  cried,  ^'  and 
come  along.*'  Stealing  a  fearful  glance  on  every  side,  he 
hurried  him  forth.  In  silence  they  made  their  way  through 
swarming  guards,  lacqueys,  grooms,  porters,  chairs,  car- 
riages and  all  the  confusion  of  a  motley  concourse,  seized 
upon  a  chaise  standing  for  hire,  and  drove  off  at  speed  to 
Hugh's  lodgings  in  South  King-street.  Here,  secretly 
ensoonsed  from  the  world  without  and  all  its  prying  eyes, 
in  a  small,  dingy  chamber,  lighted  with  a  pair  of  mould 
candles,  and  presenting  a  dismal  contrast  to  the  sump- 
tuous hall  whose  glare  yet  dazzled  their  senses,  the  two 
occupants,  seating  themselves,  thoughtfully  yet  eagerly 
surveyed  each  other.     Hugh  was  the  first  to  speak : 

*'  How,  in  heaven's  name,  Michael  did  you  penetrate 
through  the  battalion  of  Major  Sirr's  spies,  who  infest  in 
droTes  every  quarter  of  the  city,  from  the  purlieus  of  lanes 
and  alleys  to  the  saloons  of  aristocratic  mansions  ?  It  was  a 
desperate  venture — heaven  send  us  well  out  of  it ! " 
"  Amen !   It  wfts  a  desperate  enterprise,  Hugh  \  la\A 
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when  all  is  at  stake,  what  else  was  left  ?  I  oould  not  risk  a 
letter,  I  oould  not  trust  an  envoy.  But  speak,  for  brief 
is  my  sojourn.  You  have  heard  the  tidings — what  is 
your  purpose?  No  mid  course  is  now  open  to  you. 
In  what  ranks  will  you  stand — with  Erin  or  her  foes  ?  " 

*'  Go  to ;  go  to,  man  I  If  it  oome  to  that,  can  you 
doubt  a  moment?"  returned  Hugh,  as,  fired  with  ani- 
mation, he  gazed  upon  the  excited  0*Dwyer.  **  You 
heard  the  speech  of  Eoden,  Beresford,  and  the  pack  to- 
night, and  need  we  further  argument  to  stimulate  our 
spirit?  I'm  glad  Miles  is  with  us,  but  grieved  to  the 
heart  for  what  you  tell  me  of  Byrne  of  Cabinteely.  It 
will  go  hard  with  him,  I  fear. 

"  Bo  be  it !  I  for  one  bemoan  not,  nor  reck  what 
goad  may  spur  a  cold-hearted  braggart  to  zeal  in  pa- 
triot cause.  Odds  my  life!  it  pleasures  me  to  see 
supine  cyphers  drummed  into  action.  But  come,  Hugh, 
let's  be  stirring  before  the  dawn.'' 

"  Tarry  a  moment ;  I've  a  friend  here  I  would  take 
leave  of,  and  charge  with  my  adieu  to  another  friend 
whom  I  left  behind  at  the  ball,"  said  Hugh,  rising. 

"Ay,"  nodded  O'Dwyer,  '*  the  priest  I  saw  when  I 
called  in  quest  of  you,  and  who  directed  me  where  to 
find  you.  Do  go  wake  him  up  and  get  his  blessing, 
while  I  turn  my  masquerading  gear,  and  assume  a  new 
character,  even  that  of  a  reverend  parson  intent  on  tithes 
and  converts." 
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CHAPTER  XXDf. 

THE    PLOT   DEVELOPS. —PIKES    FOUND  ON    ROBERT   BYRNE's 

DEMESNE. 

"  Upon  those  heights  Olympian 
I  proudly  take  my  stand, 
To  rescue  from  obliyion 

'J'he  traditions  of  the  land  ; 
In  page  of  faithful  story 

To  record  Ieme*s  woes, 
And  the  downfall  of  her  glory, 
And  the  triumph  of  her  foes.'' 

Emklouik  de  Ckltls. 

Meantime^  while  oonvulsions  shake  the  land,  and  Demos- 
thenio  eloquence  thunders  in  the  senate,  and  bewildering 
pageants  graoe  the  fair  metropolis  of  the  Isle,  apart  from 
each  busy  soene  of  political  strife,  war's  alarm,  and 
pleasure's  festive-hall,  dwelt  in  the  peaceful  retirement 
and  elegant  seclusion  of  his  mansion  of  Clare  Hill,  shel- 
tered amid  sylvan  bowers  on  plains  of  Arcadian  beauty, 
the  noble  lord  of  all,  happy  in  the  love  of  a  cherished  wife, 
beautiful  children,  faithful  dependents,  and  a  limited  but 
devoted  circle  of  chosen  friends,  simple,  dignified,  unos- 
tentatious, amiable  in  deportment,  unimpeachable  in  cha- 
racter, studiously  interfering  with  none,  and  guardedly 
prudent  in  the  expression  of  his  sentiments,  Bobert  Byrne 
of  Cabinteely,  surrounded,  as  he  moreover  was,  by  a 
phalanx  of  connexions  of  the  ascendency  principles,  whose 
interest  in  the  State  was  by  no  means  insignificant,  might 
well  be  supposed  to  enjoy  immunity  from  those  visissitudes 
that  harassed  less  favoured  individuals,  and  to  stand  far 
beyond  the  reach  or  the  thought  of  those  traffickers  in 
blood  and  spoil,  the  infamous  bastard  progeny  of  bastard 
aliens  of  foreign  race,  that  now  overran  and  deluged  the 
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land.  Not  so;  the  eye  of  cupidity,  as  we  have  seen  in 
preceding  page,  looked  upon  the  fair  heritage  of  the  Catho- 
lic gentleman^  saw  it  was  good,  and  covetous  bosoms  forth- 
with concocted  subtle  schemes,  and  fertile  brains  soon 
devised  engines  and  machinery  to  enable  rapacious  hands 
to  rend  away  to  their  own  possession  the  ancient  property 
of  an  inoffensive  neighbour.  All  unconscious  of  the  im- 
pending ruin  looming  near,  Robert  Byrne,  just  conva- 
lescent from  a  severe  and  protracted  fit  of  gout,  which  had 
confined  him  some  weeks  to  his  chamber,  was  lounging, 
wrapped  in  morning-gown  and  slippers,  in  a  cushioned  chair 
before  a  fire  in  his  study,  with  a  small  table,  upon  which 
stood  a  writing-desk,  with  paper  &c.  beside  him.  Near 
him,  with  his  back  to  the  nre,  and  the  skirts  of  his  coat 
tuQked  under  his  arm,  was  a  tall,  slight,  muscular  man,  in 
the  uniform  of  an  English  officer,  whose  features,  finely 
chiselled,  and  aristocratic,  yet  hard  and  stem,  wore  a  shade 
of  deep  gloom.  Between  the  two,  but  nearer  to  the  window, 
apparently  gazing  abstracted  upon  five  or  six  children, 
including  her  own,  playing  upon  the  lawn.  Madam  Byrne 
lingered  awhile,  sadly  musing.  Presently  her  husband^s 
voice,  again  speaking  in  subdued  tone,  broke  her  reverie, 
and  riveted  her  sharp,  fiery  eyes  upon  his  less  perturbed 
countenance. 

**  I  protest,  Gregory,  I  feel  like  a  man  in  a  dream,"  said 
Mr.  Byrne,  addressing  his  cousin,  Captain  Byrne,  of 
Broomfield,  in  Bray.  ^'To  think  of  such  an  audacious 
charge  brought  against  me — and  worse,  that  I  could  have 
an  enemy  capable  of  such  villainy.  What  have  I  done  to 
provoke  the  wrath  of  any  man  to  such  a  pitch  ?" 

"However,  that's  not  the  point ;  and  it  won't  do  to  dream 
or  speculate  over  it.  Bob ;  you  must  be  stirring,  and  take 
active  measures  to  counteract  a  most  nefarious  scheme, 
upon  whose  issue  is  staked  your  property,  reputation, 
liberty,  nay,  it  may  be  your  very  life,*'  returned  his  kins- 
man, with  vehemence.  *'  I  take  in  the  whole  thing  at  a 
glance :  obscure  starvelings,  emulous  of  notice  and  greedy 
of  plunder — Sirr,  Swan,  Ileynolds,  Sandys,  and  otners — 
having  failed  to  extort  from  the  people  about  evidence 
against  you,  have  taken  upon  themselves  to  manufacture  a 


I 


I 


I 


I 


tHE  n.oT  Develops.  433  * 

web  whose  flimsy  fabric  determined  energy  and  prompt 
measures  on  your  part  may  flitter  to  rags ; — but  you  must 
be  alert/' 

"  I  oan  do  nothing  till  I  see  Day,  for  whom  I've  sent  to 
talk  it  over  with  him  and  hear  what  he  says,"  returned 
fiobert  Byrne. 

^^  Here  he  comes^  Bobert,  and  two  or  three  other  gentle- 
men— one,  I  think,  Hussey  Burgh ;— yes,  Hussey  Burgh 
after  him,  riding  up  the  avenue/'  exclaimed  his  wife,  with 
heightened  colour}  seating  herself  upon  a  chair,  from  which 
she  rose  again  as  Judge  Day,  who  was  on  foot,  entered, 
followed  by  Hussey  Burgh  and  two  other  personages,  who 
were  strangers  to  her,  one  an  elderly  man  of  pleasing 
aspect,  the  other  a  vulgar,  red-faced,  pugnacious,  withcd 
jovial-looking  man  who  carried  pencil  and  paper  in  his 
hand,  and  stared  about  in  a  hard,  business-like  kind  of 
manner,  that  might  be  only  likened  to  an  auctioneer 
taking  an  inventory. 

"Well,  Bob,  what's  in  the  wind?"  brusquely  cried  Judge 
Day,  after  the  usual  ceremony  of  greeting  had  been  carried 
out  among  all  parties,  seating  himself  opposite  his  friend 
and  wiping  his  face  with  a  silk  handkerchief,  while  Hussey 
Burgh,  and  the  gentlemen  with  him,  took  up  positions  in- 
dicated by  the  lady  of  the  mansion,  and  with  eyes  indiffer- 
ent to  all  else,  and  replete  with  anxious  interest  in  his 
reply,  centred  upon  Bobert  Byrne,  who  did  not  keep  them 
long  in  suspense,  saying,  as  he  nervously  poked  the  fire : 

*'  I  take  it  you've  all  heard  the  news — it  spread  like 
wildfire — about  the  pikes  ?" 

*'  Yes,"  said  Judge  Day,  sagaciously  shaking  his  head ; 
**  bad  business.     When  were  they  found  ?" 

''  This  morning  the  servants  brought  word  that  a  lot  of 
fellows^  scaling  the  demesne  wall  ^ter  midnight,  ripped 
up  the  ground  near  the  brook  and  got  them." 

'*  Well,  Bob,*'  returned  the  judge,  slowly  taking  a  pinch 
of  snuff;  **  'tis  very  awkward ;  you're  in  a  quandary,  and 
xio  mistake.    How  will  you  prove  your  innocence  P" 

"  My  well-known  loyalty,  I  should  think,  will  be  my 
best  defence,"  coldly  responded  the  other. 

"  Not  with  parties  interested  for  private  motives  or  Qnd& 
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in  believing  you  guilty,  Mr.  Byrne,"  said  Husaey  Burgh, 
with  significant  glance;  '^you  must  demand  open  trials  and 
employ  first  counsel  in  the  case/' 

"  Just  so/'  returned  Judge  Day.  ''  Why  didn't  you  affix 
your  name  to  the  loyal  address  presented  by  the  Lords 
]b^^al,  Southwell,  Gormanstown,  Kenmare,  and  others  to 
the  King  ?  The  omission,  you  see,  has  placed  you  under 
ban ;  or  why  not  have  had  your  name  enrolled  in  some  of 
the  militia  corps  ?  Better  do  it  at  once.  But,  upon  my 
veracity,  I  don't  see  how  we  can  help  you  in  this 
strait.'' 

**  But  I  do,  Mr.  Judge,  asking  your  pardon,"  cried  the 
red-visaged  personage,  bluntly,  delivering  himself  with  a 
broad  brogue.  *'  My  name's  Egan.  At  my  friend  Burgh's 
request  I've  come  down  here  with  him  to  offer  my  service 
to  get  you  out  of  a  hornet's  nest,  and  to  save  the  fine  old 
estate  from  being  made  pasture  land  for  swine.  Now  you 
comprehend  what  I  mean  when  I  speak  in  parable  ?" 

Itobert  Byrne's  heart  swelled  with  grateful  emotion,  yet 
his  eyes  looked  more  thanks  to  each  friend  than  his  lips 
expressed.     The  second  stranger  meanwhile  said : 

*^  I  also  take  this  opportunity,  sin  to  introduce  myself 
as  Don  Antonio  M'Mahon  de  San  Luis,  and  in  poor  re- 
quital of  a  gallant  kinsman  of  yours  having  saved  my  lif<B 
and  entertained  me  hospitably  in  his  house,  to  make  you 
an  offer  of  any  service  in  my  power  to  render." 

Robert  bowed.  "You  allude  to  my  relative,  Miles 
O'Byme  ?" 

Don  Antonio  made  gesture  of  assent,  and  Judge  D^J 
resumed : 

**  Where  are  Miles  and  Hugh  at  present?" 

"  I  know  nothing  of  them,"  said  Robert.  "  Though  I 
had  no  reason  to  mistrust  their  loyalty,  yet  I  did  not  lii^ 
their  friendly  intimacy  with  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald.  ^ 
feared  that  soon  or  late  their  principles  might  not  be  proof 
against  seduction,  so  alienated  myself  in  great  measure 
from  them  ;  they  took  umbrage  at  my  wary  caution,  and 
BO  we  severed." 

"  But,'*  rejoined  Hussey  Burgh,  "I  am  cognisant  of  the 
fact  of  which  I  now  admonish  you,  sir.    It  has  been  le- 
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ported  at  the  Castle  that  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  had  been 
received  and  entertained  by  you  at  Clare  Hill." 

**  Lord  Edward/'  returned  Eobert  Byrne,  with  the  dis- 
tressed and  irresolute  aspect  of  a  man  lost  in  a  labyrinth, 
and  groping  his  way  through  paths  entangled  by  quagmires 
or  infested  by  snakes,  '^  twice  visited  me  here.  IJpon  one 
occasion  that  he  called  Lord  Talbot  de  Malahide  dined 
with  me.  I  invited  his  lordship  on  that  occasion  to  join 
us,  which  he  did.  Again  he  called  and  lunched,  or  dined, 
I  forget  which,  with  some  friend  of  his ;  but  I  never  went 
to  Frescati,  or  returned  his  visits,  so  determined  was  I  to 
keep  beyond  the  sphere  of  his  influence." 

Here  stepped  forward  Captain  Gregory  Byrne,  who  had 
up  to  this  listened  with  silent  indignation  to  the  cold, 
spiritless  defence  put  forward  by  his  pusillanimous  kins- 
man, who,  in  the  nervous  dread  of  compromising  himself 
or  others,  restricted  himself  to  mere  negatively  rebutting 
charges  against  him,  and  justifying  himself  by  feeble  ad- 
missions, and  explanations  derogatory  to  his  (iigni^T  and 
detrimental  to  the  exercise  of  a  subject's  charitn-  ot  tiv»^- 
dom  of  action  in  all  legitimate  matter.  Tlau^^htily 
drawiijg  up  his  tall  figure,  and  stomly  envisaging  Hussey 
Burgh,  Captain  Byrne  spoke,  sharp,  decisive,  and  free 
from  the  smaUest  tendency  to  tremor  or  hesitation.  '^  My 
kinsman,  Mr%  Byrne,''  he  commenced,  apologetically. 
'<  has  been  lately  suffering  from  severe  illness,  hence  the 
prostration  of  strength  of  mind  and  body  that  impedes  his 
grappling  with  this  business  in  the  manner  it  requires. 
Now,  sir,  assuming  my  relative's  permission,  I  shall  take 
upon  me  to  carry  the  war  into  the  enemies'  camp,  and  put 
them  upon  their  own  defence." 

Hussey  Burgh  and  his  friends  smiled  approbatively. 

Captain  Byrne  proceeded  with  the  imperturbable,  me- 
thodical air  of  a  man  aware  of  his  ground,  and  inflexibly 
bent  upon  worsting  his  opponents  and  carrying  his  point : 
^^Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  the  unfortunate  ringleader  of 
a  deluded  party  of  would-be  patriots,  naturally  desirous  to 
augment  his  band  with  reinforcements  to  the  popular 
cause,  and  pardonably  judging  from  reminiscences  of  our 
family's  old  prestige,  that  not  vainly  should  he  appeol^  on^ 

2^ 
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holding  the  poaition  of  representative  of  a  raoe  ever  inimioal 
to  oppression  and  tyranny,  boldly  oame  undisguised  in  the 
open  light  of  day,  announced  his  purpose,  and  besought  us, 
in  the  name  of  our  bleeding  country,  to  league  with  him  and 
all  true  men,  for  its  rescue  from  worse  than  helot  bondage. 
Need  I  recapitulate  his  arguments  and  his  failure  to  engage 
us  in  his  wild  enterprise.  He  withdrew  incensed,  and  per< 
haps  excusably  anathematiEing  the  decay  of  heroic  spirit  in 
modern  time.     But,  sir,  in  the  train  of  Lord  Edward  came 
also  others — men  in  outward  semblance,  fair-faced,  smooth- 
tongued— jackals  in  lions'  coats,  emissaries  of  Grovemment 
in  patriot  guise,  ghouls,  vampires  in  human  form,  am* 
bushing  to  snare,  intriguing  to  entice  the  victims  whose 
blood   should    furnish    the    banquet   upon  which  they 
gloated  in  prospect.     Did  they  bear,  you  may  ask  me,  the 
patronymics  of  men  ?  Yes.  Having  uncloaked  themselves, 
'tis  not  even  within  the  power  of  despotic  law,  or  shame-  - 
faced  patrons,  to  invest  them  in  a  rag  that  may  conceal 
thenaked  deformity  of  the  monsters — Armstrong,  Reynolds, 
Magan,  and  Higgins — as  they  stand  before  the  public  gaze. 
These  traitors.  Castle-deputed  or  self-commissioned,  oam» 
hither  in  the  train  as  I  said,  of  Lord  Edward,  their  prioceljr 
patron,  their  miserable  dupe.     Like  him  they  assaileA— 
us  with  potent  arguments  for  rebellion,  each  having  ii 
view  a  diflFerent  end — he,  the  battlefield,  victory,  or  glori- 
ous death ;    they,  the  criminal's  dock,   the  hangman'i 
noose,  dishonour  and  spoliation.     Well  may  you  believi 
that  when    the    Geraldine,  unsuccessful,   proudly  with  — 
drew,  these,  staunch  to  their  profit  and  speculation,  r^  — 
mained,  and  bringing  to  bear  every  weapon — flattery,  en_  ^ 
treaty,  lofty  enthusiasm,  plausible  argument,  highflow^c:^ 
rhetoric,  ridicule,  sarcasm,  badinage,  jibe,  jeer,  taunt- 
to  stimulate  our  zeal,  they  sought  to  trepan  us  to  o»^ 
ruin.     What  more?     Failing  to  bend  our  invinoibl 
mind,  cased  in  armour  of  wisdom,  to  their  insidious  aiizv>> 
what  more  remained  but  to  fabricate  plot  and  iniquitous 
etratagem  to  drag  by  violence  into  their  meshes  the  war^ 
prey  they  could  not  bait  or  blindfold  P    And  here  I  ad^ 
monish  you,  gentlemen,  that  all  who  lend  themselves  by 
oonoiVance,  silence,    apathy,  indifference,   or  otherwise. 
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though  not  overtly,  perhaps,  amenable  to  stigma,  are 
nevertheless  accessary  to,  and  passive  accomplices  in,  the 
project  of  these  plunderers !  '* 

«<  None  here,"  said  Hussey  Burgh, ''  I  fain  believe,  are 
minded  to  incur  such  obloquy." 

"  No,  faith !  that's  not  what  brought  us  here,"  humor- 
ously cried  the  celebrity  of  the  bar,  known  to  fame  by  the 
Hobriquet  of  Bully  Egan,  looking  well  pleased  at  the 
signs  and  tokens  of  creature  comfort  exhibited  by  the 
stout  butler,  in  answer  to  the  bell  rung  by  the  lady  of  the 
house,  bearing  in  a  huge  tray  of  decanters  and  glasses 
and  preparing  to  lay  the  table  for  luncheon.     *'Why, 

look  you  here,  Byrne,  it's  a  d d  conspiracy  to  rob  you. 

But  don't  be  down-hearted,  friend.  I  think,  with  my 
forensic  acumen,  you  may  call  me  a  coon  if  we  don't  raise 
a  taliy-ho,  and  hunt  the  villains  with  such  a  pack  that,  if 
they  don't  make  for  cover,  Fluto  will  have  them  the 
sooner — much  good  may  it  do  him  !  Why,  look  you,  by 
the  bones  of  Sampson ! — this  is  choice  old  port,  smacks  of 
the  fruit — ^if  I  stood  in  your  pumps,  and  caught  the  body  oi 
a  poacher  trespassing  on  my  ground,  I'd  send  him  to 
Charon,  to  ferry  across  the  Styx  to  hades  ! " 

'*  There  are  two  of  them  at  this  moment,  I  believe,  keep- 
^^g  gucurd  upon  the  house,  that  we  may  not  vanish  with 
the  smoke  up  the  chimney,  or  elude  them  by  any  sleight- 
of-hand  or  necromantic  spell,"  said  Eobert  Byrne,  some- 
what reassured,  and  drawing  freer  breath,  as  smiling  he 
oontemplated  the  sturdy,  self-reliant  visage  of  the  lawyer. 
♦'Fetch  them  before  us.  Let's  hear  their  evidence," 
calmly  returned  Judge  Day. 

**'BjT  leave,  judge,  one  at  a  time.     Don't  infringe 
"npon  my  jurisdiction,  I  pray  you,"  excitedly  rejoided 
Sgan,  making  sign  to  the  butler  to  send  in  one  of  the 
men,  who  soon  after,  shuffling,  snivelling,  and  quailing  be- 
fore the  inquisitorial  eyes  fixed  upon  him,  appeared  on 
the  threshold. 

**  Come  forward,  my  fine  fellow,  and  let  us  bask  a  moment 
^^  the  light  of  your  volcanic  countenance,  and  hear  with 
ravished  ears  the  dulcet  tones  of  your  mellifluous  voice," 
cried  the  lawyer,  facing  round  to  get  a  good  vie'w  ol  \v\^ 
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object,  who^  oombining  the  bravo  and  the  coward  in 
wavering  balance,  sneaked  on  a  few  paces,  and  paused 
irresolute.  "  So,  what's  your  name,  deponent  ?"  queried 
the  investigator,  pencil  and  paper  in  hand. 

*'  Billy  Cody,  yer  honour,"  snuffled  the  fellow,  wiping 
his  nose  with  the  cuff  of  his  coat,  and  looking  round 
askance  at  all. 

*'  That's  a  nice  name,"  grinned  Egan.  '^  Looks  well  on 
paper.  Your  sponsors  were  people  of  taste.  I  daresay 
you  own  a  pedigree  P  Could  you  favour  us  with  an  account 
of  your  grandfather  ?" 

"I  dunno,  yer  honour.  I  heerd  as  how  my  grand- 
father's father  kem  to  Ireland  wid  Cromwell  in  the  ould 
times." 

"  Indeed  !  and  left  your  father  and  a  lot  of  interesting 
orphans  keepsakes  in  it  after  him.  What  a  scurvy  fellow  ! 
So  then  you  are  of  noble  English  race,  and  despise  all  con- 
nection with  the  mere  Irish,  whom  you  would  gladly  help 
to  exterminate  for  your  own  good  and  the  good  of  th» 
country.     Well,  let's  see  if  we  can  help  you ;  for,  thought 

I'm  of  the  mere  Irish  myself,  some  of  us  have  not  hesitatech 

to  court  favour  by  immolating  our  own  flesh  and  blood—— 
Who  found  the  pikes  on  this  rebel's  ground,  Billy?- 
Lucky  dog,  ^egad !  " 

"Myself,  an'  Stubly,  an'  Hobson,  an'  a  lot  of  us," 
grinned  the  informant. 

**  Good !    How  did  you  know  they  were  there  ?  " 

Cody,  somewhat  posed,  hesitated,  then  made  answei* 
''Jem  Pollock  tould  the  Major,  an'  he  sint  Jinkins  ai 
the  rest  of  us  to  search,  an'  so  we  got  'em." 

**  Dear  me !  How  many  were  there ;  did  you  couc*  t 
them  P  What  a  lynx-eye  Jemmy  has — worth  fifty  sil?^^ 
spoons  in  the  mouth ; — such  an  eye !  " 

"  Yis,  yer  honour,  we  reckoned  two  hundred.'* 

"Lord  save  us!  Were  they  old  or  new  ones?  Wish  I 
had  your  luck  !'* 

"  Spick  an'  span  new  from  the  forge,  yer  honour." 

'' Think  of  that  1    Had  no  rust  or  blood  upon  them  ^ 
2f  ever  were  in  use  before  P" 

''Not  a  sign,  yor  honour." 
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**  Just  tell  me  this — was  the  earth  fresh  or  green  over 
them  ?    Pity  we  haven't  Norbury  down ! " 
*'  As  green  as  a  leek,  yer  honour." 
"  Humph  !  so  they  must  have  been  buried  some  weeks. 
I  wonder  they   weren't  rusted.     That  will  do,  beauty ; 
you  may  go  for  the  present.     Conduct  him,  John,  and 
let's  have  the  other  chap ;  but  take  care  they  don't  speak." 
"  Never  fear,  sir,"  responded  the  butler,  lugging  away 
with  scowling  brow  the  obnoxious  informer,  and  soon  re- 
turning with  a  yet  more  ill-favoured  specimen   of  the 
genus  Jiomo^  and  ushering  him  into  the  presence. 

Egan,  after  surveying  this  witness  for  a  few  moments, 
tackled  him  in  a  new  style :  "  Tom  Stubly,  is  that  your 
name,  friend  ?  ^' 

**No,  sir;  Dick  Shaw,"  responded  a  drawling  voice, 
while  two  furtive  eyes  peered  from  deep  sockets  at  the 
questioner." 

"  I'm  glad  of  it.     Eiohard  Shaw,  Esquire,  will  sound 

so  much  better  than  Tom  Stubly.     Did  you  hear  that 

Jemmy  O'Brien  is  to  be  knighted,  and  be  subsidized  with 

a  handsome  salary  for  his  last  job  P    Lucky  fellow !  What 

fine  treasure-trove  these  pikes  are  !     Egad,  I  think  I'll 

take  up  the  trade.     Pays  better  than  defending  culprits. 

One  haul  makes  a  fellow's  fortune ;  but  sometimes  mars  it, 

too,  as  these  treasonable  gentlemen  may  find  to  their  cost, 

^vhen  they  walk  out  of  their  estate,  and  loyal,  honest  folk 

like  you,  Billy  Cody,  Sirr,  Swan,  Beynolds,  and  others  of 

the  true  blue  walk  into  it.     Pray,  tell  me,  friend,  how 

many  pikes  had  the  rebel  stowed  away? — Nice  rods  in 

pickle  for  us  and  the  Government.    Just  caught  in  the 

nick  of  time." 

"  Why,  sir,  there  was  a  cartload  of  'em.  We  couldn't 
count  the  lots/'  frankly  returned  the  informer,  beguiled 
by  tho  confidential  manner  of  the  lawyer ;  and,  in  the  be- 
lief that  he  was  a  Government  agent  for  the  prosecution, 
also  dazzled  as  well  by  the  specious  innuendos  of  guerdon, 
he  did  not  look  upon  either  fallacious  or  incongruous  with 
the  merits  of  State  satraps. 

Egan  proceeded:  ^'In  what  condition  were  the 
weapons— old  or  new  P    Blood-stained,  of  course  ?  " 


440  tkE   PLOT  DEVELOPS. 

<'  Mixed  of  all  sorts,  sir.  Some  brand-new  ones,  an'  some 
ould  rusty  ones,  an'  some  had  bloodmarks  on  'em." 

'*How  did  you  know  the  exact  spot  where  to  find 
them?'* 

^'  Bekase,  sir,  the  earth  wor  fresh  over  where  they  was 
burri'd." 

The  lawyer  paused  a  moment,  as  if  in  perplexity,  then 
said  in  doleful  whisper :  "  fiut  do  you  know,  Diok,  for  all 
our  cleverness,  I  fear  'twill  go  against  us  on  the  trial.  One 
of  the  fellows  that  Higgins  procured  to  bury  the  pikes  has 
stagged,  and  unless  we  can  choke  or  gag  him  the  whole 
thing  will  fall  to  the  ground,  and  we  have  our  labour  for 
our  pains." 

"  Which  of  'em,  sir  ?"  eagerly  cried  the  alarmed  fellow, 
stooping  his  head  close  to  the  lawyer,  who  whispered 
back  : 

"  I  bet  you  ten  pounds  you  don't  guess,  and  I'll  pay 
down  on  the  nail  if  you  do.     There !  " 

''  Was  it  Billy  Cody,  sir  P  No,  in  coorse,  it  wam't  hiiD» 
if  he's  to  have  a  piece  of  the  ground.  It  was  Harry 
Tobyn,  the  villan." 

**The  very  one!"  shouted  the  lawyer,  hilariously* 
**  Hip,  hip,  hurrah  !  fill  your  glasses  everyone  to  the  healtJ* 
of  Harry  Tobyn.  You  may  go,  Dick ;  we  have  evidence "t:  o 
prove  that  you,  Cody,  Tobyn,  and  others  of  your  associat^^' 
at  the  instigation  of  parties  we  know,  aided  and  abett^^ 
by  Higgins,  buried  yourselves  the  pikes  in  this  gentle* 
man's  ground;  by-and-by  you  will  tell  us  how  muc?l 
you  got  for  the  job }  at  present  go  out  and  have  yorux 
dinner  in  the  kitchen. — Where  are  you  off  to,  judge  r" 

**To  order  my  carriage  to  go  to  the  Castle,"  said  Judg* 
Day.     *'  This  business  must  be  laid  before  the  Viceroy  aH" 
Chief  Secretary.     Bad  state  of  things  when  the  lives  an^ 
properties  of   gentlemen,  peaceable,  well-disposed,  snd 
holding  good  positions  in  society,  are  at  the  mercy  ^^    j 
ruffian  speculators.     Why,  it  might  be  our  turn  next  i^ 
be  honoured  by  their  notice."      He  glanced  ironically 
at  the  deponent,  who,  nothing  abashed,  but  evidently 
bothered,  looked  daggers  at  all  parties,  and  growled : 
"  But  yer  goin'  to  pay  us  the  ten  poimd,  anyway ;  Ifl^ 
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not  goln^  to  he  done  out  of  it ;  an'  I  let  out  nothin'  yeean 
take  a  hoult  of/' 

*'  Yes,  yes,  all  fair  in  the  way  of  trade,"  made  swift 
response  the  jovial  lawyer,  smacking  his  lips  again  after  a 
glass  of  Madeira.  ''  Genuine  vintage  that ;  TU  score  it 
off  with  you,  my  hooest  friend,  when  the  fruit  ripens,  and 
I  fetch  home  the  price  from  market.  You  understand 
what  I  mean  P — when  the  fees  come  for  my  having  lent  my 
service  to  transport  a  kishful  of  rogues  next  session  to 
Botany  Bay.  That  will  do.  Go ;  you  have  my  word,  which 
is  good  as  my  bond ;  and  pray  for  me,  that's  a  good  fel- 
low, I  knew  you  would — ha!  ha!  ha  !'* 

Fulminating  maledictions,  hearty  and  earnest,  upon 
himself,  the  company,  and  the  world  in  general,  and  upon 
the  tantalising  man  of  law  in  particular,  and  consigning  all 
indiscriminately  to  the  bottomless  pit,  the  baffled  informer 
withdrew,  while  in  jocund  mirth  the  relieved  party  ad- 
dressed themselves  to  recruit  their  spirits  at  the  hospitable 
board,  seasoned  with  pleasant  converse.  Judge  Day,  who 
had  been  peremptorily  arrested  and  detained  for  luncheon 
by  Kobert  Byrne,  while  the  butler  had  been  despatched 
with  a  message  for  his  carriage,  seated  himself  beside  the 
lawyer,  who,  turning  towards  him  the  full  moon  of  his 
visage,  glowing  refulgent  with  wine  and  satisfaction, 
politely  addressed  him : 

"  Now,  sir,  what  d'ye  think  ?  Didn't  I  wheedle  them?" 

Everyone  laughed.  The  judge,  solemnly  helping  himself 
to  some  lobster  salad,  bowed  acquiescence. 

Hussey  Burgh  spoke  out :  *'  Why,  so  accustomed  were 
we  to  know  you  by  another  aobriquetj  it  took  us  rather 
by  surprise  to  see  you  bloom  out  in  the  new  character 
of  a  wheedler.  Pray,  dotf  the  old  patronymic,  and  be 
henceforth  known  as  the  multiform  divinity,  Proteus  by 
name. ' 

**  "What  ?  "  vociferated  the  lawyer,  his  ignitable  Celtic 
temperament  catching  fire  at  the  accidental  friction,  and 
exploding  as  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest,  he  retorted  upon 
fiufisey  Burgh,  on  the  qui  vive  to  extract  material  for  fun 
out  of  the  efTervescence  of  the  spirit  floundering  in  the 
misty  vapour  of  the  libations  he  had  been  taking  in :  ''  ia 
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it*  change  nay  name  you're  at  me,  Mr.  Burgh,  and  take 
another  P  Faith  an'  *I  won't,  for  all  your  clish-ma-elater ; 
and  you  that's  so  long  naturalised  in  the  country — all  as 
one  as  of  the  old  stocks — ought  to  know  better  than  to 
propose  such  an  act  of  tergiversation.      Why,  sir,  I'm  as 

Eroud  of  my  name  as  if  it  were  a  crown  of  gold  upon  my 
ead ; — and  why  wouldn't  I  ?     Show  me  a  finer  name  in 
the  universe  than  Egon,  derived  from  Eneas  of  Troy,  and 
the  great  Ugain  More.      Ay,  you  may  laugh  in  your 
sleeve,  Judge  Day,  at  our  ancient  glory  as  though  it  were 
all  balderdash  ;  but  we  know  better.     The  Irish,  sir^  that 
your  ignorant  countrymen  affect  to  look  down  on  and 
despise,  are  the  nation  nearest  to  the  root  of  Adam :   ay* 
nearest  of  the  branches  we  are  to  the  root  of  the  oM  tree 
whose  foliage  covers  the  world ;  our  language  of  majesty, 
poetry,  and  love,  is  so  old  that  like  the  few  hairs  on  a 
noary  head,  it  is  well-nigh  worn  out  with  age,  and  no  one 
recognises  in  the  now  wrinkled  features  trace  of  the  regal 
beauty  that  once  adorned  the  empire ;  its  royalty  dawning 
in  the  East,  like  the  sun,  having  attained  its  meridian 
splendour,  waned  and  faded  into  twilight,  racked  with 
storm,  blurred  with  rain,  and  obscured  with  night-clouds, 
through  which  twinkle,   shoot  and    glimmer  miserable 
mimic  meteors,  yclept  stars,  inagh  !  aping  the  magnificence 
of  the  departed  Persian,  Assyrian,  Babylonian,  and  Chal- 
dean glory*     Where  be  now  ancient  Carthage,  Rome,  and 
Greece  ?    Who  should  have  heard  of  their  existence  but 
for  Scriptural  records  and  domestic  archives  P    And,  by  my 
troth !  had  they  had  Danes  and  Saxons,  more  deBtruotive 
than  Vandals  and  Yisgoths,  to  deal  with,  as  was  our  fate, 
no  fragment  of  history  had  survived  to  tell  of  them  at  all-' 
their  name  had  been  a  myth,  their  antecedents  a  blank. 
By  St.  C(»negan  !  I  was  travelling  on  top  of  a  coach  last 
summer  with  a  thoroughgoing  Englishman,  a  broad,  thick* 
^^9  goggle-eyed,  clod-headed,  self-sufficient  specimen  of 
the  soil,  who  says  to  me,  after  infinite  labour  on  my  part 
to  jog  him  up  into  life,  and  extract  something  beyond  a 
gruut  and  a  groan  out  of  his  plethoric  brain  and  torpid 
bosom  : 
**  *  Lor,  you  Hirish  be  loike  folk  wot  'aven't  yer  tongues 
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fixed  toight  in  yer  jaws ;  they  do  go  loike  the  wheel  of  a 
miull.' 

"  'Lor/  made  answer  I,  *  it  be  the  fault  of  our  brains, 
which  are  so  full  of  quicksilver  it  must  needs  brim  over 
into  our  tongues,  and  set  the  unruly  members  a-going.' 

**  *  Aw !  *  gasped  Bull,  awe-struck.  He  thought  it  as 
bad  a  case  as  that  of  the  fellow  whose  wooden  leg  ran  him 
to  death,  if  ever  he  heard  the  story.  After  a  pause,  having 
fished  up  an  idea  out  of  the  stagnant  pool,  he  dangled  it 
in  triumph  as  follows  : 

w  « <  Umph,  oh,  um !  Pity,  sir,  these  'ere  Hirish  caunt 
appreciate  the  foin  advantages  they  deroive  from  their 
connection  with  us,  an'  leave  off  the  row  they're  makin' 
^ere.' 

***  Humph,'  qiioth  I,  *the  fog's  clearing  off.  Pray, 
friend,  let's  hear  your  exposition  of  some  of  the  advantages 
that  I  may  answer  you.' 

'*  *  Whoy,'  returned  he,  *  there's  our  trade  an'  commerce, 
wot  must  enrich  the  country,  not  to  speak  of  the  boon  of 
civilisation  andrelidgion.  Just  think  of  wot  it  wor,  I  hear 
our  pawson  say,  before  ourhintercourse  after  the  Conquest — 
wild,  naked,  without  'ouses,  without  harts,  without  hin- 
dustry.  Whoy,  Pawson  Maw  toldlmy  woife,  who's  a  Scotch- 
woman, an'  takes  hinterest  in  noose,  that  when  our  King 
Henry— — ' 

"  *  Which  of  them?'  demanded  I. 
"  Wall,  caun't  say  exact,  there  wor  so  many  of  *em  ;  but 
the  Conqueror  doined  in  the  city  of  Dublin  :  you  had  no 
'ouse  fit  to  entertain  'im,  an'  'ad  to  run  up  a  tent  in  the 
fields.  Hisn't  it  plain  the  country  was  in  a  rude,  bar- 
barous condition.'  (It  chanced  we  drove  at  the  moment 
by  a  fine  old  abbey  in  ruins  and  a  round  tower.) 

"  *  Open  your  eyes,  Mr.  Saxon,'  says  I,  '  and  you  that 
know  Irish  history  so  well,  give  me  an  account  of  yonder 
ruin  and  that  round  tower  ?  * 

"  Oh,  yes,  quoite  easily,'  returned  the  erudite  John,  eye- 
ing the  fabric  with  nonclialance.  '  Hireland  is  full  of  them 
tall,  circular  buildings,  said  to  be  temples  of  the  heathen 
foire- worshippers,  an'  the  ruin  beside  it  is  the  remains,  I 
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was  told,  of  a  Popish  monastery,  founded  by  one  of  the 
Hirish  chieftains  about  the  time  of  St.  Patrick.' 

"  •  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?'  queried  I. 

"  *  Lor,  for  certain.  My  brother-in-law,  Cooke,  who's  a 
pawBon  too,  is  a  fine  authority  on  all  such  matters,'  cried 
my  innocent  informant,  with  as  much  vehemence  as  if 
he  anticipated  a  flat  contradiction  ;  whereas  mildly  I  re- 
sponded : 

"  '  Now,  my  good  fellow,  I  have  you  in  a  pit.     Awhile 
ago  you  told  me  that  the  Irish  before  the  English  came 
among  them  were  naked,  rude,  ignorant,  without  arts,  or 
religion,  or  industry.     See  yonder  that  other  imposing 
ruin,  the  castle  of  a  Thomond  chieftain  ?   Pretty  spacious 
house  it  must  have  been  in  its  day  by  what  the  remains 
show.   Now  common  sense  tells  us  Danes  or  English  could 
not  have  built  them  a  thousand  years  before  they  were  or 
had  ever  set  foot  in  the  country ;  but  so  soon  as  they  came, 
the  uncivilised  Dane  and  the  civilised  Englishman,  thej 
applied  themselves  with  indefatigable  industry  to  the  ig- 
noble task  of  dismantling  these  fine  edifices,  mementoes 
of  our  greatness  and  their  own  littleness ;  and  if  Henry 
your  king  found  no  place  in  Dublin — the  stronghold  for 
more  than  a  century  of  the  Danes  ere  they  were  expelled 
from  it — fit  to  entertain  him,  pity  he  didn't,  by  some  seer, 
send  word  of  his  intended  visit ;  he  wouldn't   find  one 
to-day,  six  centuries  later,  for  miles  on  the  Curragh  of 
Kildare,  so  long  in  possession  of  his  countrymen,  or  &R>7 
other  places  I  could  name.     Doubtless  our  chieftains,  too? 
had  not  timely  notice  of  the  honour  vouchsafed  them  by 
a  monarch  of  Britain,  it  being  their  wont  to  entertain 
strangers,  not  to  be  entertained  by  them.     Unfortunately 
upon  this  point  they  were  divided  in  opinion,  some  sUgW" 
ing  royalty  that  could  demean  itself  from  observance  of 
etiquette,  others  admiring  the  condescension,  and  partakioS 
of  the  hospitality  so  dispensed.    Now,  sir,  what  more  hftte 
you  to  say  P' 

"  *  Dunno,'  yawned  Bull,  weary  of  the  lecture,  yet  putting 
out  his  horn,  reluctant  to  yield.  "  It  can't  be  a  thriviBg 
or  prosperous  country  that  hasn't  manufactures — and  you 
had  none.^' 


tHE    PLOT  DEVELOPS.  44'> 

•' '  Hadn't  we  F  quoth  I,  in  scorn.  *  We  dyed  our  skins, 
like  the  ancient  Britons,  with  woad,  did  we  P— and  went 
cool  and  comfortable  in  our  light  garment  in  summer, 
ah,  ha,  ha !  But  that  wouldn't  do  in  winter ;  and  beiug 
addicted  to  luxury,  we  contrived  to  fabricate  tissues  to  our 
fancy.  In  the  reign  of  Edward  III.  we  exported  superior 
woollen  cloth,  our  own  manufacture,  to  England.  In,  and 
centuries  before,  the  time  of  St.  Patrick,  our  nobles  were 
habited  in  yesture  of  fine  lineu,  and  many-coloured  silks, 
wrought  at  their  household  looms,  and  the  people  were 
comfortably  clothed  in  plain  stuffs,  the  work  of  their  own 
hands,  not  now  as  in  rags  you  see  them.  So  sumptuous 
and  plenteous  were  our  garments  that  Kilkenny  Statutes, 
incited  by  jealous  envy,  made  foolish  essay  to  restrain 
and  stint  its  abundance  and  magnificence.  Show  me,  sir, 
a  parallel  for  that  in  the  world ;  and  as  for  other  arts  and 
sciences  in  which  our  FhoDnician  fathers  excelled,  bringing 
to  perfection  here  the  knowledge  they  had  acquired  and 
carried  with  them  from  the  fountain-heads  of  old  world 
lore  and  craft,  the  manufactures  and  dyes  of  Tyre,  the 
gems  and  gold  and  silk  of  Asia,  cabala  of  Egypt,  the  alem- 
bics of  Arabia,  the  craft  of  many  empires,  the  traditions  of 
all,  to  be  reconstructed  and  fused  into  the  focus  of  a  new 
kingdom,  to  enrich  and  adorn  it — all  this  our  latter-day  in- 
yaders  have  scattered  to  the  winds.  Qo,  seek  for  some 
relio  escaped  the  wreck  in  the  museum  of  the  antiquarian, 
and  brag  no  more  of  our  present  nakedness,  which  is  your 
disgrace.' " 

Having  exhausted  his  theme,  and  volubly  poured  from 
an  eloquent  tongue,  rendered  yet  more  loquacious  by  the 
stimulating  virtue  of  generous  wine,  Bully  Egan  made 
abrupt  peroration  of  a  subject  that  never  tired,  and  was 
8ux^  to  be  expatiated  on  when  audience  and  occasion 
favoured,  and  by  sudden  detour  reverted  to  the  momentous 
subject  of  the  day  : 

**  This  will  make  a  sensation,  egad !  Lively  jackdaws ; 
we'll  tar  their  feathers  so  they  won't  fly  again,  I  warrant. 
Norbury  will  be  glad  of  it ; — always  is  in  good  spirits  when 
he  has  one  or  two  hanging  cases  in  hand ; — he's  pious,  you 
know,  and  feels  he  has  done  a  good  job  in  ridding  t\i^ 
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world  of  knaves,  and  so  helping  his  quota  to  reform  and 
fit  it  for  the  abode«of  blessed  spirits." 

"  He  will  have  no  need,^'  said  Hussey  Burgh,  deliberately 
peeling  an  apple  and  looking  at  Egan,  who  stared  hard  in 
turn,  and  said : 

"  Why,  of  course  he  will  1  Byrne  here  will  prosecute 
for  conspiracy  to  libel  and  injure,  Day  will  back  him  up 
at  the  Castle,  and  111  haul  'em  up  at  the  court.  See  if  we 
don't  noose  them." 

"  Now  my  eyes  have  been  opened ;  I  know  enough  of 
Castle  politics,"  said  Hussey  Burgh,  slowly,  and  stroking 
with  gentle  hand  the  head  of  a  child  that  had  climbed 
upon  his  knee,  ''  to  be  able  to  admonish  you  that  Judge 
Day's  interference  will  meet  with  but  small  attention.   No 
exposd  will  be  suffered  where  so  much  is  at  stake,  and  so 
many   ugly   transactions,   criminating   parties    enjoying 
Castle  patronage  and  immunity  for  every  villainy,  sure  to 
transpire  and  be  unfolded  to  public  comment.     No ;  Mr. 
Byrne  may  be  thankful  if,  holding  his  rod  in  terrorem  for 
the  present,   he  may   escape  further  molestation ;   but, 
parodying  the  speech  of  Mark  Antony,  I  would,  consider- 
ing the  crisis  we  now  are  in,  address  Mr.  Byrne,  and  say 
that  were  this  estate  mine,  and  I  Mr.  Byrne,  there  were 
a  Mr.  Byrne  who  would  go  abroad  and  travel  for  a  year 
or  two  till  the  storm  blow  over  that  menaces  so  rudelTi 
and  so  elude  the  birds  of  prey  hovering  around  his  nest* 
'*  Mr.  Burgh,  I  quite  coincide  in  your  opinion,"  cried 
Madam  Byrne,  delighted  at  the  suggestion .   '^ After  the  na^ 
row  escape  which  I  suppose  we  may  consider  ourselves  ^ 
have  had,  it  were  madness  to  risk  further  stay.   Robert,  if® 
must  go  at  once  somewhere,  and  the  change  will  do  you 
good.     Clare,  don't  be   teasing  Mr.  Burgh" — reproring 
the  child,  who  was  fumbling  to  get  out  his  watoh  and 
seals. 

"I  shall  have  no  objection  to  travel  for  awhile,  xoy 
dear :  and  indeed  I  think  it's  the  wisest  thing  we  could 
do,"  observed  Robert  Byrne,  contentedly  smiling  at  Huasey 
Burgh  playing  with  his  child  at  bo-peep.  "  My  nerve» 
are  quite  shaken  by  this  untoward  event,  and,  as  you  ob- 
serve, a  little  change  will  benefit  me." 
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"  For  all  that)  I'm  going  to  the  Castle/'  said  Judge  Day, 
standing  up.  ^'  I've  no  notion  that  Camden  and  Castlereagh 
should  feign  ignorance  of  the  deeds  that  are  doing  under 
their  nose,  and  let  them  know  that  if  these  fellows  come 
off  soot-free  imder  their  segis  many  more  innocent  have 
been  hanged." 

**  Yes,  that  may  not  be  amiss,"  said  Hussey  Burgh.  ''  I 
say,  counsellor,  what  did  you  do  with  your  English  fellow* 
traveller — did  you  convince  him  of  our  Irish  claim  to 
Britain's  homage  P' 

"Oh,  the  lump!"  roared  Egan,  annoyed  and  out  of 
tempei'  at  the  idea  of  a  case  promising  such  prolific  redund- 
ance of  fruit  to  be  abandoned,  the  stage  whereon  his 
forensic  talents  were  to  shine,  and  crops  of  laurels  to  spring 
up,  being  cut  from  under  his  feet,  '^  I  dropped  him  some- 
where.    D'ye  think  I  bribed  the  incubus  to  stick  to  me  ? 
I  hope  he's  found  a  bed  in  some  bog-hole,  swampy,  dark 
and  silent  like  himself :  but  more  likely  he'll  turn  up  in 
some  snug  quarters — these  mammoths  always  do ;  they've 
an  instinct  that  draws  them  to  good  pasture.     So,  Byrne, 
you'll  be  fool  enough  to  let  the  finest  case  that  ever  man 
stood  upon  fall  to  the  ground  for  want  of  pluck  to  see  it 
out  ?    'Pon  my  life,  I'm  sorry  for  you,  sir ;  'tis  a  tamo 
spirit  to  brook  wrong.     Why,  look  ye,  were  I  in  it,  my 
blood  would  not  disgrace  a  lion.     Get  up  your  courage, 
man ;  quaff  down  a  bottle  or  two  of  good  liquor,  and  then 
let  me  hear  you  speak.     I  once  went  to  school  some  forty 
years  ago,  and  remember  hearing  of  a  fellow  that  recom- 
mended good  sherry  and  was  loud  with  encomiums  of 
sack.    Fish !  the  omadhaun  was  Saxon,  and  never  tasted  our 
mountain  dew.    Booh !  mark  me,  sir,  if  you  would  infuse 
into  your  soul  the  fire  of  Hector,  and  ignite  in  your  brain 
and  heart  the  wit  and  courage  of  all  the  gods  from  Jupiter 
to  Hercules,  be  devout  to  the  fount  of  Bacchus,  whose 
essence  is  nowhere  to  be  found  out  of  our  own  Green  Isle. 
Our  elixir,  doubt  it  not,  is  the  nectar  of  Olympus,  the 
milk  and  heart's  blood  of  heroes.    Come  now,  Don  Antonio, 
whom  I  spy  making  grimaces  yonder,  what  have  you  to 
depose  against  my  client — oh,  bother !  favourite  beverage, 
I  mean ; — how  words  a  man  is  used  to  slip  out  unawares  I 
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'  What  can  you  allege  or  bring  up  to  disparage  my  plea  or 
impugn  it  ? 

*' Heaven  preserve  me  from  any  such  vain  eonoeit  as 
that  of  pitting  my  weak  argument  against  any  case  you 
champion,  Mr.  Egan/'  smiled  Don  Antonio ;  '^  far  less  the 
hardihood  of  criticising  the  merits  of  a  subject  you  extol 
in  such  terms  of  hyperbole.  No,  sir,  theme  more  to  the 
purpose,  just  now,  prompts  me  to  endorse  the  opinion  of 
Mr.  Hussey  Burgb,  and  go  yet  a  step  beyond  him  in  the 
counsel  he  gives  which,  if  Mr.  Bjrme  permit  me  to  speak, 
is  this — that  were  this  estate  mine,  with  a  hundred  more 
to  add,  nought  would  tempt  my  sojourn  for  a  day  in  a 
land  BO  trampled  down,  so  afflicted,  so  abandoned  to  the 
despotism  of  a  lunatic  oligarchy,  and  the  discretion  of  an 
alien  government,  more  profligate,  unprincipled,  absolute, 
and  inhuman  than  the  potentates  of  the  earth's  most 
enslaved  regions — never !  Transferring  my  estate,  if 
entailed,  to  whatsoever  next  heir  might  deem  it  an  equi- 
valent for  bartered  independence,  and  hold  it  by  the  pre- 
carious tenure  of  a  patron's  goodwill  or  pleasure,  amassing 
all  my  portable  substance,  I  would  fly  the  desecrated  soil, 
to  seek  and  find,  in  the  transatlantic  world,  a  home  I  could 
call  mine  own,  and  in  salubrious  climes,  untainted  by  the 
curse  of  a  blighting  tyranny,  breathe^ the  blessed  atmos- 
phere of  liberty,  and  feel  in  every  pulse  and  nerve  a  free 
man." 

Bobert  Byrne  was  not  by  nature  an  irresolute  character: 
he  was  timid,  cautious,  provident,  calculating,  but  not 
weak  or  vacillating.  He  would,  to  a  certain  extent,  yield 
to  the  voice  of  prudence  dictating  compromise,  but  at  ft 
certain  point,  when  principle  must  be  asserted  or  oast 
overboani,  he  could  be  firm  as  the  rock  upon  the  seashore, 
buffetted  by  waves  and  tempests.  Impartially  and  calmlj 
as  each  pleader  made  his  eloquent  appeal,  he  weighed  tb^ 
jjros  and  consj  then  sedately  spoke : 

^'  You  have  all,  my  friends,  kindly  interested  yoursely^^ 
in  my  regard,  and  honoured  me  each  with  your  respeoti^® 
views — each  in  degree  of  comparispn  good,  better,  ao^ 
best.  To  Hussey  Burgh's,  as  coinciding  more  oompletelf 
with  my  own  judgment,  I  assign  pre-eminence  and  gi^^ 
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my  adhesion.  What  would  it  avail,  Mr.  Egan,  that  we 
bearded  a  powerful  castle  junta,  and  achieved  triumphant 
victory,  by  dragging  into  the  light  of  day  hideous  things 
engendered  in  darkness,  and  laid  bare  the  complicated 
mechanism  of  State  politics,  woven  within  the  secret 
labyrinths  of  the  Chief  Secretary's  tortuous  brain,  but  to* 
render  ourselves  obnoxious  to  future  malice,  or  objects  of 
hostility  and  dread,  to  be  annihilated  by  certain  vengeance  ? 
Then,  as  for  Don  Antonio's  suggestion,  there  is  one  im- 
pediment which,  could  I  reconcile  myself  to  sunder  all 
those  ties  so  dear — of  kindred,  family,  olden  associations, 
country,  &c.  &c. — and  found  a  new  home  within  the 
transatlantic  hemisphere,  which  should  yet  influence  me 
potently  to  reject  it,  it  is  this :  It  may  be  heaven's  will 
yet  to  bless  me  with  a  son,  to  whom  I  would  then  feel  my. 
self  responsible  to  transmit,  in  its  integrity,  so  much  of 
the  ancient  patrimony  as  has  escaped  the  wreck  of  spolia- 
tion and  plunder,  and  through  more  than  two  thousand 
years  of  vicissitude  been  handed  down  through  lineal  gene- 
rations,  from  father  to  son,  a  sacred  deposit  to  me  for 
mine.  Hence,  adopting  your  counsel,  Mr.  Burgh,  I 
shall  order  immediate  preparations  for  speedy  departure  to 
some  quiet  haven  of  rest,  till  happier  and  more  auspicious 
days  permit  my  return,  and  peace  shall  be  restored  to  the 
convulsed  nation.  Pray,  fill  your  glasses  and  drink  to  our 
hope." 

In  silence  the  gentlemen  complied  all,  and,  conversation 
renewed,  glided  into  other  topics  still  bearing  upon  the 
events  of  the  time,  till  the  visitors  rose  to  depart,  and  the 
S^TOoms  brought  round  their  horses. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE   DEMENTED  CHILD. — A    RESCUE  AND   REPRISAL. 

"  I  doubt  it  not, 

The  spiritual  world 
Lies  all  about  us,  and  its  avenues 
Are  open  to  the  unseen  feet  of  phantoms 
That  come  and  go,  and  we  perceive  them  not. 
Save  by  their  influence,  or  when  at  times 
A  most  mysterious  Providence  permits  them 
To  manifest  themselves  to  mortal  eyes." 

Giles  Cobey  op  Salem  Fahm. 

The  plan  proposed  by  Dwyer,  and  seconded  by  Father 
John  Murphy,  of  conveying  the  fugitives  to  Wexford, 
though  judiciously  arranged,  was  soon  found  to  be  iiQ- 
praoticable  of  execution.  Neil  More  the  tinker,  with  one 
Ulio  M'Cormao,  despatched  to  scout,  soon  returned  with 
unwelcome  tidings,  that  the  whole  district  between  them 
and  the  secret  passes  they  had  hoped  to  reach,  were  over- 
run by  the  Yeomanry  corps — the  Humewood  Horse  scoured 
the  Wicklow  boundaries,  Lord  Eoden's  FoxhunterB* 
swept  Kildare ;  and  that  day,  parading  the  streets  io 
riotous  disorder,  bearing  articles  of  clothing  apparel  on  the 
point  of  fixed  bayonets,  were  heard  furiously  swearing- 
*'  We  are  the  boys  will  slaughter  the  Croppies  to-morro^' 
at  the  Curragh  !"  Four  hundred  of  the  Armagh  Militia^ 
with  one  hundred  of  the  cavalry  regiment  of  Ancient 
Britons,  under  Lord  Gosford,  were  encamped  atNaBs; 
and  on  the  Wexford  and  Carlow  side,  Beaumont  of  Hy^® 
Park,  Ram  of  Gorey,  the  Earls  of  Courtown  and  Mount 
Norris,  White  of  Middleton,  Hunter  Gowan,  and  otherSi 
lined  the  country  with  a  cordon  of  bloodhounds.    Keen 

*  So  called  from  their  fine  borses. 
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upon  the  scent,  and  hungering  like  ravenous  wolves  for 
oamage,  hemmed  in  on  every  side  by  those  ruthless  foes, 
it  was  finally  decided  to  abandon  for  the  present  the 
design,  and,  while  scattered  and  secreted  in  the  wild, 
couched  by  night  in  the  heather,  perished  with  cold  and 
famished  with  hunger,  and  mainly  supported  by  what 
scanty  rations  were,  through  toil  and  difficulty,  provided 
by  Dwyer's  foragers,  and  the  casual  depredations  of  Lacy, 
O'Brien,  Mooney,  and  Neil  More,  they  lay  awaiting  a 
favourable  opportunity  to  move.  Dwyer  took  advan^ge 
of  the  moment  to  make  his  way  up  to  Dublin,  as  we  have 
seen,  and,  successful  in  his  project,  to  return  thence  by 
Ejldare,  for  the  purpose  of  communicating  with  William 
Aylmer  and  other  insurgent  chiefs,  and  obtain  their  coun- 
sel, and,  if  possible,  aid  in  the  present  emergency, 
William  Bjrme,  meantime,  by  the  advice  of  Miles,  returned 
to  Ballymanus  to  bide  there  the  issue  of  events  which 
every  hour  precipitated  with  awful  prognostics,  and  Father 
Murphy  withdrew  again  towards  Enniscorthy,  to  watch 
the  proceedings  of  the  troops,  and  take  advantage  of  the 
first  auspicious  occasion  to  send  couriers  with  tidings  to 
his  friends  to  set  forward  on  their  route. 


Far  remote  from  every  other  habitation,  poorest  and 
most  wretched  of  the  wretched  hovels  of  the  land,  stood  on 
the  outskirts  of  Kilcullen,  almost  hidden  from  view  within 
a  thicket  of  hawthorn,  matted  with  luxuriant  growth  of 
blackberry,  eglantine,  and  dogrose,  and  almost  obscured 
beneath  a  paJI  of  ivy  that  drooped  above  and  around  from 
the  gray  walls  of  some  ancient  ruin,  an  humble  sheiling, 
whose  whole  extent  was  comprised  of  one  miserable  room, 
upon  whose  earthen  fioor,  and  damp,  mouldering,  black 
roof  and  walls,  festoons  of  mildew  hung  rotting,  and  whose 
fiole  furniture,  revealed  by  a  splintered  door  and  a  casement 
of  one  broken  pane  stuffed  with  some  rags,  was  a  litter  of 
heath  beside  a  black,  fireless  hearth,  and  a  Uttle  stool,  a  small 
thzee-legged  pot  in  a  corner,  a  ricketty  deal  table,  and  a 
couple  of  noggins  standing  in  the  middle.  Peering  through 
the  gloom,  one  miirht  discern  the  two  sole  inmatea  qI  \2d^ 
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hut-^a  young  woman,  whose  oomelineas  of  feature  and 
tjmmetrj  of  form  neither  the  aspect  of  utter  neglect  nor 
we  grimy  tatters  that  scantily  arrayed  it  oould  disguise, 
buty  by  contrast  even  seemed  to  render  more  apparent, 
and  a  child  of  apparently  about  five  years  of  age»  though 
in  reality  seven,  whose  singular  beauty  at  once  riveted 
and  fascinated  the  eye  of  the  oeholder.    A  strange-looking 
child,  too,  she  was — strange  in  appearance  and  ctomeanour. 
A  child,  yet  unlike  ordinary  chil(£ren ;  eccentric,  yet  not  im- 
becile ;  silly  in  speech  and  action,  yet  with  a  wonderful 
aptitude  to  say  wise  things  betimes,  and  an^xpresaion  of 
precocious  sense  and  intelligence  beaming  like  a  strong 
Ught  out  of  her  dazzling,  dark  eyes,  and  shming  like  a  re* 
fleeted  lustre  upon  her  high-arched  brow,  rising  white, 
serene,  and  almost  spiritually  transparent  and  intdlectual 
beneatii  an  unkempt  mass  of  dark,  soft  tresses,  tinged  with 
hue  of  ruddy  gold.    The  history  of  these  solitary  denizens 
of  the  wilderness  was  brief  but  sad.    Meelan  Gonroy  had 
been  the  happy  wife  of  a  comfortable  small  farmer,  in 
Tipperary,  quiet,  industrious,  inoffensive,  and  respected. 
Yet,  a  Papist,  and  nephew  of  a  priest  of  the  parish,  he  was 
marked  out  for  the  hatred  of  a  rancorous  Orange  crew. 
No  charge  was  brought  against  him,  no  warning  given. 
He  was  called  one  night  to  his  door,  and  shot  d^ul  upon 
the  threshold,  his  house  pillaged,  and  his  wife,  within  a 
month  of  her  confinement,  was  scarcely  rescued  and  carried 
off  senseless  by  two  futhM  servants,  lingered  long  a  help- 
less invalid  dependent  on  precarious  charity  of  strangers, 
then,  with  her  baby  in  her  arms,  she  wandered  a  mendi- 
cant upon  the  highway,  unfit  for  labour,  unfit  for  work, 
till  in  this  sequestered  spot  she  settled  down,  weaiy  of 
wandering ;  and  now  more  calm  in  spirit,  more  collected 
in  mind,  she  addressed  herself  to  earn  for  herself  and  littl® 
one  a  livelihood  by  making  brooms  and  baskets  from  the 
inexpensive  material  which  she  gathered  in  the  fields,  and 
occasionally  hiring  herself  out  to  help  in  the  country  work 
of  haymaking,  binding  com,  weeding  gardens,  and  sooi^ 
times,  though  rarely,  assisting  in  farm-bouses,  when  pi^ 
of  work  needed  supplementary  bands. 
It  was  about  nine  o'clock,  a«m.,  and  the  young  womaO) 
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who  had  eTidently  just  oome  in  from  some  outdoor  ooou 
pation,  betook  herself  with  some  sticks  and  a  oouple  of 
sods  of  turfy  whioh  she  carried  in  her  apron,  to  light  a  fire, 
upon  which,  soon  as  it  blazed  up,  she  set  the  pot  with  some 
potatoes  for  the  morning  meal.  The  while,  seated  upon 
the  heap  of  broom — their  bed  by  night — ^the  child,  yet 
more  naked  than  its  barefooted  mother,  looked  on  with 
roving  eyes,  smiling  at  vacancy,  and  after  a  few  moments 
it  dapped  its  hands  gleefully,  and  set  up  a  wild,  thrilling, 
musi^  laugh  of  ecstatic  delight,  and  the  whole  of  her 
countenance  became  irradiated  with  rapture. 

'^What  are  you  laughing  at,  Fanchea  macushla?^' 
quietly  demanded  the  young  mother,  who  was  too  used  to 
the  ways  of  her  chUd  to  be  startled,  and  blowing  up  the 
fire  with  her  praskeen  apron. 

'*  Ma'am,  when  will  we  go  f  "  returned  the  child,  coming 
over  and  twining  its  arms  coaxingly  round  her  neck,  and 
looking  eagerly  into  her  eyes. 

*^  Gto  where,  nialaban  ?  "*  demanded  the  mother,  kissing 
the  cheek  pressed  to  her  lips. 

''  To  that  purty  place,  nuitair.f  This  isn't  a  nice  place 
we're  in,  an'  these  ain't  nice  clothes  we  have  on." 

*^  God  help  ye,  poor  innocent  I "  murmured  the  mother, 
sorrowfully  rising,  seating  herself  on  the  stool,  and  taking 
the  child  in  her  lap.  *^  She  hasn't  the  sense  to  know  why 
we  shouldn't  be  in  a  fine  house,  and  wear  fine  gear,  like 
some  that  she  sees.  What  will  become  of  you,  at  all,  my 
lamb  P  "  Then,  after  gazing  a  while  upon  the  little  one, 
now  listless  and  dreamy,  she  said :  ^'  I've  to  go  a  long  way 
to-day,  aroon  !  for  a  job  I've  been  promised ;  and  will  you 
be  lonesome  agin  I  come  back  with  a  cake  to-  you  ?  " 

^'  No,  ma'am/'  responded  the  child,  brightening  with  a 
look  of  happiness  ;  *^  they'll  come  and  play  with  me." 

*'  Who'll  oome  and  play  with  you,  alanna  ?" 

The  child  waved  her  hand,  and  looked  up  into  the  air, 
then  softly  whispered,  with  a  mysterious  solemnity  that 
lent  a  thxill  of  awe  through  the  mother's  bosom :  ^^The 
^ky  children." 

•  My  white  swan.  t  Motlicr, 
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'^Is  it  the  angels  ye  mean,  dheelish  ?' 

^<  Yes,  the  little  ones ;  they  oome  and  play  with  me." 

"  And  what  play  do  ye  have,  maohree  ?** 

"  They  eome  down  an'  float  about  me,  an^  I  striye  to 
oatoh  them,  an'  they  float  up,  up  away ;  an'  then  I  ran 
after  them  over  the  fields,  an'  they-hide  under  the  bushes, 
an'  among  the  flowers ;  an'  sometimes  they  lay  their  weeny 
hands  upon  my  head ;  an'  sometimes  they  ooTer  me  all  over 
with  themselves ;  an'  their  breath  is  as  sweet  as  violets ; 
an'  they  never  let  me  be  lonesome." 

*'Lord  save  us !"  thought  the  mother;  "the  child  is  fairy- 
struck."  But  she  continued :  <'  Do  they  speak  to  you  at  all, 
alannay  and  what  do  they  say  ?" 

♦'They  speak  to  me  like  music  in  here" — flaying  her 
hand  on  her  breast — ''and  they  sing  glad  songs  so  far 
away  ye  can  scarce  hear.  They  want  me  to  go  home  with 
them ;  ma'am,  why  don't  we  ?" 

The  mother  shuddered,  and  almost  quailed  before  the 
searching  eye  and  pleading  voice ;  then  she  said:  ^^Mavotir- 
neeiiy  you  must  show  me  where  they  live,  and  we'll  go.  Is 
it  in  Squire  Jacob's  big  house,  or  with  the  children  in 
Mr.  Jackson's  grand  place  t^' 

"  No,  no,  ma'am,  we  won't  go  there,"  cried  the  child, 
turning  away  her  head,  with  a  look  of  impatience.  ''They 
ain't  like  them ;  they  ain't  got  no  beauty,  and  can't  ran 
about  in  the  air  with  the  sunlight  on  their  faces ;  an'  what 
they  wear  isn't  like  woven  colours  of  the  flowers,  an'  joy  in 
their  looks,  an'  music  in  their  voices :  it's  them  I  waDt>  the 
purty  star-children." 

"  Well,  aroon^*  said  the  mother,  putting  down  the  ebiW 
to  strain  the  potatoes,  ^'  it  seems  to  me  ye'U  have  to  w»it 
to  go  home  vidd  yer  4M)mpany  when  G-od  calls  ye :  we'll 
have  to  wait  till  then,  Panchea." 

"  Will  it  be  soon,  matair  ?*'  cried  the  child,  straying  to 
the  door,  and  standing  st  it. 

"  Maiaeod  /•  I  can't  teH  you,  oBthore'*  t 

"  What's  He  waiting  for,  ma'am  P— ain't  we  ready  to  p 
widHim?" 
•'  We  must  die  first,  acuMla.'' 

•Well,  tH/ treasure. 
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The  little  one,  seemingly  puzzled,  gave  over  tke  dialogue* 
and,  at  her  mother's  oaU,  returned  to  her  breakfast  at  the 
table.  There  was  an  interval  of  silence;  then  slowly 
peeling  a  potato  with  her  fingers,  again  the  child  spoke : 

**  Ma'am,  don't  go  abroad  to-day :  stay  at  home  wid 
Fanohea.    Atair  bid  me  tell  ye." 

The  mother  looked  up  surprised. 

'^  If  I  don't  go  an'  get  some  work,  deelwhs  Fanchea  will 
have  nothingto  eat,nor  herma'am — ^wouldn't  that  bebad?" 

<'  Anyhow,  matair,  yer  not  to  stir  out ;  atair  bid  me 
tell  yCf  or  ye'll  be  sorry." 

**  Why,  aroon,  where  did  ye  see  yer  father,  and  how 
would  you  know  him  P" 

**  Ochy  I  know  him  very  well,  matair^  an'  he's  standing 
in  the  sunshine  at  the  door,  to  take  care  of  us,  he  is ;  an^ 
he's  looking  at  us  out  of  his  two  sunny  eyes."  And  the 
little  girl  laughed,  nodded  her  head  archly  at  the  door^ 
and  gave  a  litUe  bound,  while  her  mother  gazed  dejectedly, 
yet  half-mystified,  upon  the  fair  innocent,  whose  words 
awoke  strange  emotions  and  thoughts  in  her  heart,  musing 
and  doubtful  whether  she  should  obey  the  warning,  and 
forfeit  a  day's  wages,  or  treat  it  as  the  silly  babble  of  an 
idiot*  She  sat  still  ruminating ;  then,  as  an  idea  struck 
her,  she  abruptly  said :  ^'  What  have  the  angels  for  their 
breakfast,  Fanchea  P" 

The  child  set  up  a  shout  of  laughter,  as  though  the 
question  had  been  one  of  the  most  utter  absiurdity  and 
said: 

"  They  want  no  breakfast ;  they  ain't  like  us ; — ^but,  oh, 
look,  mammy!''  she  cried,  laying  down  the  half-finished 
potato,  and  gazing  intently  upwurds  with  wondering  and 
pathetic  eyes.  '^  Look,  at  ail  the  big  an'  little  birds  flying 
through  the  dark  storm ;  and,  oh,  mammy,  kites,  an'  owls, 
an'  vultures  following  an'  killing  'em,  an'  some  have  their 
wings  broken,  an'  can't  fly  no  more ;  och^  orra^  orra!^' 

'*  Muist  /"  exclaimed  Meelan  Gonroy,  raising  her  hand 
to  warn  the  child  to  silence,  and  standing  up  in  alarm,  a» 
wild  cries  firom  without  smote  her  ear,  the  cries  of  young 
Toioea  in  distress.  Nearer  and  nearer  they  came,  then 
crackling  of  brambles  and  brushwood,  and  the  tram^  ^i 
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running  feet  announoed  that  someone  flying  headlong 
from  pursuit  approached  the  hut. 

'*  Cross  o'  Ghnst  between  us  an'  evil ! "  murmured  the 
young  woman,  with  blanched  oheek  and  lips,  ^'whatll 
become  of  us?'* 

«  Don't  be  feared,  manmiy,''  said  the  child,  with  beam- 
ing eyes.  *^Atair  is  watching  at  the  door,  an'  won't  let 
us  be  hurt."  Beassured  by  the  singular  faith  suddenly 
inspired  by  her  child's  confident  assertion,  Meelan  fear- 
lessly hastened  to  the  open  door  just  as  tilie  two  boys,  Ned 
Burke  and  Larry  Doyle,  rushed  breathless  in,  crying  with 
chattering  teeth  and  white  faces: 

^*  Hide  us !  hide  us  I  the  yeos  are  after  us." 

**  Qood  Lord  I  my  poor  children,  where'U  I  hide  ye?" 
cried  Meelcm,  glancing  desperately  round  the  one  bare 
room,  rushing  to  look  out,  and  flying  back  as  six  or  seven 
troopers,  hallooing  and  bawling,  came  galloping  on  high- 
mettled  chargers  over  the  heath,  and  through  the  oopse, 
so  near  that  not  even  a  hare  could  escape  their  ken. 

^*  Oh>  Fanchea,  aroon^  we'll  be  soon  with  God  and  the 
angels,  and  ye'U  have  yer  wish,  my  jewel.  Oh,  Virgin 
deeHshy  protect  us  now  from  the  power  of  the  Evil  One." 

**  Come^  Larry,"  cried  Ned  Burke,  quickly  conscious  of 
the  peril  in  wmch  their  presence  involved  the  helpless 
woman,  ^4et's  make  another  run  for  it,  our  staying  hraell 
do  no  good  for  ourselves  or  the  poor  girls" — Meelw  looked 
so  young  and  fragile  as  to  seem  little  more — ^sajdnff  whioh 
Ned  bolted  out ;  but  just  as  Larry  was  following,  Meelaa 
seized  him  by  the  arm : 

^  Stay,  atnCf  stay ;  ye  can't  escape  'em,  and  if  it  be  Ood'i 
will,  sure  let  us  all  go  to  Him  together,'^' 

*'  Father  won't  let  'em  hurt  ye,"  murmured  the  chili 
in  low,  cooing  tone,  that  sounded  plaintively,  and  as  she 
spoke  the  horsemen  dashed  up,  dismounted  at  the  dooft 
and  intent  t^n  an  hour's  evil  pastime,  they  flunflr  the 
bridles  of  their  steeds  across  the  branches  of  the  trees  aoooti 
and  crowded  into  the  cabin.  To  lay  hold  on  trembliDg 
Larry,  fling  him  to  hia  knees,  and  with  bayonet  pointed 
to  his  bosom,  put  him  to  his  catechism^  was  but  the  work 
of  A  moment 
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"  YoQ  young  croppy  vagabond ! "  vociferated  the  troop, 
closing  round  him,  while  they  took  a  good  survey  of  the 
other  inmates,  and  so  blocked  up  the  door  as  to  bar  exit. 
**  Now  we  have  ye,  an'  by  every  fiend,  if  ye  don't  answer 
every  question  we  put,  we'll  tear  you  lunb  firom  limb. 
Come,  sirrah,  no  blubbering  or  skulking,  but  speak  out. 
Where's  the  other  chap  was  with  you?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,"  sobbed  Larry,  quite  unnerved  by  the 
late  terrible  scenes  of  which  he  had  been  witness,  and 
wiping  his  eyes  with  the  sleeve  of  his  jacket. 

"  Ye  don't  know  ? — ha,  ha ! — that's  a  good  one,"  grinned 
one  of  the  troopers,  winking  at  the  bundle  of  heath  in  the 
comer,  as  much  as  to  say,  ''if  you  don't  know  we  do." 
**  But  see,  lad,  your  life  depends  upon  your  words.  Where 
are  the  rebels  gone  away  from  the  cabin  they  were  in  the 
night  before  last  P — we  saw  you  and  the  other  boy  among 
them." 

*'  They  wor  afeared  the  soldiers  would  come  back,  sii*, 
an'  they  scattered  everywhere  among  the  hills,  =  an'  wher- 
ever they  thought  would  be  safest." 

*'  Was  the  rebel  Miles  Byrne  among  them,  and  is  he 
with  them  now  P  " 

*'  I  seen  him  an'  Mr.  Gerald  lavin'  the  place  among  'em, 
but  I  dunno  where  they  wint  to,  sir,"  said  Larry,  getting 
more  composed. 

"  Where  were  you  and  the  other  chap  going  when  we 
met  youP" 

•'  We  wor  out,  Ned  and  I,  lookin'  for  a  sthray  goat  an' 
kid»  whin  we  seen  the  Humewood  horse  comin'  down,  an' 
we  run  for  our  lives,  an'  met  yer  honor  comin'  up  at  the 
torn  of  the  road,  an'  thought  to  run  off  by  another  way 
to  hide  from  yees." 

'<  Abf  ha,  ha,  Hawkins,  see  how  a  guilty  oonscienoe 
makes  cowards,"  cried  a  ferocious-looking  fellow,  whose 
enormous  head  rested  upon  an  inch  of  neck,  which  alone 
separated  it  from  a  pair  of  high  square  shoulders,  like  a 
gourd  upon  a  hot-bed.  ^'  Is  that  young  beauty  there  your 
lister,  or  what  P"  And  with  small  piggish  eyes  protrud- 
ing from  their  sockets  while  he  gazed  with  unhallowed 
stiure  at  the  shrinking   woman,  he   wiped   with  U.^^tdl 
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hondkerohief  the  perspiration  from  his  bloated  xed  oheeksi 
and  tilie  dewlap  that  fell  &om  his  heavy  chin. 

'<  She  isn't  anything  to  me^  sir ;  I  never  saw  her 
before." 

<'  So  much  the  worse  for  yon^  my  lad ;  sometimes  a 
comely  sister  has  it  in  her  power  to  court  (lavour  for  an 
ugly  brother.    What's  yer  name^  sirrah  P 

"Larry  Doyle,  sir." 

^'  Larry  Doyle  I— a  bad  name.  Strip,  yon  sooundreli  that 
we  may  write  it  on  your  back,  so  as  to  know  you  again  when 
^we  meet.  Or  stay,  as  you  look  rueful,  and  I'm  inolined 
to  mercy  this  fine  May  morning,  will  you  buy  our  good 
will  with  a  job  ? — ^but  first,  that  we  may  make  sure  of  your 
loyalty^  say,  *  To  hell  with  the  Pope ! ' " 

Larry  looked  up,  his  whole  countenance  and  bearing 
underwent  a  change.  Firmly  he  looked  at  Captain  Bate- 
man  ;  firmly,  but  meekly,  he  replied : 

"  Sir,  I'll  do  anything  in  my  power  for  ye,  but  I 
won*t  do  thai" 

Captain  Bateman  swelled  and  grew  livid  with  rage. 
"  You  won't  ?"  His  fist  clutched  the  boy's  hair. 

''  I  won*t ;  I'm  a  Catholic,  an'  I  can't  say  it." 

'*  Listen  to  the  cub,  Erskine  P"  cried  the  officer,  turning 
to  that  personage,  who  rejoined  with  a  smile : 

'•I  suppose  he  wouldn't  say,  *God  bless  the  King' 
either^  to  oblige  us ;  it  woidd  go  against  his  Catholic  coo- 
science/' 

''  No,  I'll  say  that  as  often  as  ye  like ;  for  Christ  com* 
mands  us  to^  bless  those  that  persecute  us,"  said  Lany* 
transformed  into  a  new  character,  and  exhibiting  now  i^' 
solution  as  dauntless  as  his  former  timidity. 

•'indeed!'*  sneered  the  captain.  "Perhaps  you  triU 
further  oblige  us  by  crying, '  Long  live  liie  C<Hi8titatioBf 
and  the  pious  and  immortal  memory  P  " 

"No ;  that's, an  Orange  toast,  an'  I  won't  say  it." 

"  Come,  put  an  end  to  this  fooling,  and  let  the  lad  kn<^ 
what  we  wiJl  have  or  his  blood  I ''  cried  Colonel  Enkis^ 
inipatiently.  <'  Lad,  we  want  four  of  the  rebel  ringleadfi^ 
Hind,  we  can  get  them  without  your  help;  but  we  oulj 
wish  to  save  time  and  trouble,  and  test  your  loyalty,  as  we 
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oan  Buffer  no  rebel  to  live,  no  more  than  a  fox,  a  rat,  or 
any  other  mean  beast.  Tell  ns  at  once,  or  bring  us  to 
where  we  may  lay  hold  on  Dwyer,  the  insurgent  chief, 
priest  Murphy,  and  Q^erald  and  Miles  Byrne." 

**  I  oan  tell  ye  nothin'  at  all  about  'em ;  an',  what's 
morsj  I  won't.  Is  it  an  informer,  like  the  lot,  ye 
want  to  make  me  P  See  if  ye  oan,"  doggedly  returned 
the  boy,  looking  bold  defiance  at  the  troop,  who,  for 
a  moment  taken  aback,  seemed  stupidly  to  gaze  at  the 
speaker,  till  one  who  among  his  corps  was  known 
as  the  *^  Buffalo,"  from  his  uncouth,  unwieldy,  and  pro- 
digious corpulence,  growled  out,  as  he  turned  over  and 
OTer  with  his  bayonet  the  heap  of  broom:  ^'Dang  my 
witals !  an  there's  no'  soign  or  soight  of  t'other  boy.  Wot's 
gone  of  'im  ?  He  couldn't  'ave  lewanted  unbeKno?m  to 
us,"  roused  them  from  their  reverie. 

Captain  Bateman  drew  back  a  few  paces,  absolutely 
convulsed  with  fury,  and  drawing  his  sabre,  was  about  to 
inflict,  not  summary  vengeance  upon  the  youth,  but  to 
out  and  hack  him  to  pieces  by  slow  process,  when  a  tiny 
hand  was  laid  upon  his  uplifted  arm,  and  a  tiny  voice  cried 
out,  while  a  small  beauteous  face  looked  placidly  fearless 
intohis^ 

*'  Don't  hurt  the  boy.  The  man  behind  you  is  angry, 
and  going  to  smite  you  on  the  head  with  a  lance." 

Captain  Bateman,  a  few  paces  apart  from  his  troop, 
turned  hastily  round,  yet  saw  no  object  between  him  and 
the  wall.  Surprised,  he  gazed  a  moment  at  the  upturned 
baby  face,  so  guileless  and  truthful  in  expression  as  to 
leave  no  room  to  doubt,  save  that  of  ocular  demon- 
stntion,  and  Captain  Bateman  never  believed  in  anything 
he  did  not  see  with  his  own  eyes,  or  understand  by  his 
own  reason.  The  object  which  he  did  see  next,  Larry's 
face,  pale,  calm,  resolute,  inflamed  his  ire.  Dashing  off 
the  ohild,  he  made  a  sword-thrust,  inflicting  a  slight  gash 
npon  the  bov's  bosom,  who  yet  firmly  stood,  while  his 
assailant  reeled  and  fell,  a  hideous,  blackened  corpse,  at 
his  feet. 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  then  a  simultaneous  rush 
to  lift  the  ftUen  man  and  undo  his  cravat,  to  dsyehi  ^^^v^tot 
in  his  face,  and  chafe  Ins  hands  and  temples. 
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'*  Gone,  by  Jove !  an  epileptic  stroke/'  cried  Sergeant 
flawkins,  suspoiding  his  bootless  labour. 

''  Second  fit.  I  always  knew  he'd  go  off  like  a  shot,"  ob- 
served Colonel  Erekine.    '^  Prank  too  freely." 

**  And  grown  so  stout  of  late,  poor  fellow — ^great  pity !  '* 
chimed  in  a  young  ensign,  bending  over  the  body. 
"  What'll  we  do  with  him  ? '' 

'^  Leave  him  there,  Pomfret,  and  we'U  throw  him  across 
the  horse  and  take  him  home,  or  send  a  cart  for  him.  But 
meantime,  don't  let  us  be  balked  of  our  work  for  this  un- 
toward event,  and  let  that  oujrsed  young  croppy  bless  the 
fine  escape  he  had,  and  snap  his  fingers  at  us,"  cried 
another  trooper  of  hardened  aspect,  laying  hold  of  Larry. 
**  Here,  Higgenboggan,  lay  by  tumbling  ue  rubbish,  and 
fetch  me  a  rope." 

''  Oi,  that's  wot  I  call  doin'  it  neat.  'Ang  up  the  'tamal 
young  plague  afore  we  go,  an'  leave  'im  danglin'  for  a 
scarecrow,  to  warn  all  evildoers,"  cried  the  BufEalo.  "  GK' 
me  the  end  of  the  cord ; — thore,  fix  the  noose.  Now  yer'U 
see  'ow  I'll  string  'im  up,"  and  the  trooper,  who,  Uko  his 
friresy  was  somewhat  the  worse  of  a  morning  potation, 
delighted  with  the  job  on  hands,  began  to  chuw  the  cord 
round  the  boy's  neck.  ^*  Well,  little  one ;  wot  'ave  you 
got  to  say  to  me  ?  "  he  cried,  suspending  his  work  a  mo- 
ment, as  the  child  stood  before  him  with  mteroepting  hand 
and  Mghtened  face. 

'^  Don't  hurt  him ;  the  man  behind  is  angry,  and  will 
hit  you." 

''  Dang  it  I  d'ye  think  I'm  a  fool  P  Clear  the  way  t ' 
shouted  the  soldier,  kicking  the  child,  and  bouaoing  ap 
on  the  table  to  insert  the  end  of  the  cord  between  the 
rafters.  The  findl  board  creaked  beneath  the  weight,  over' 
balanced,  and  down  with  a  crash  came  the  pondercitf 
form.  His  head  struck  the  iron  pot  that  lay  upon  ti)e 
hearth  with  such  violence  as  to  smash  the  utensil,  while 
same  moment  his  own  brains  and  blood  splashed  on  every 
side* 

Without  another  word,  the  appalled  troopers  made 
helter-skelter  for  the  door,  some  swearing,  some  cursing) 
all  Astounded.    They  stared  wildly  round  in  quest  of  their 
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horses  where,  they  had  left  them  tethered.  No  hordes 
were  there ;  but  instead  a  cry  was  raised,  and  passed  from 
lip  to  lip :  ^'  The  rebels !  The  rebels  are  ooming !  '*  as 
they  beheld  in  the  distance  detachments  of  men,  armed 
with  bristling  pikes  in  front,  and  headed  by  men  on  horse- 
back making  rapidly  towards  them. 

*'  Face  about !  quick  march ! "  shouted  the  colonel. 

But  the  march  soon  became  a  rapid  race,  as  the  despe- 
rate foe  advanced  with  rapid  strides,  and  the  last  vestige 
of  them  had  disappeared  before  Miles  O'Byme,  mounted 
on  his  own  charger,  reined  up  with  his  companions-in- 
arms— Qerald  Byrne,  O'Brien,  De  Lacy,  Mooney  and 
others — ^before  the  door  of  the  humble  cot,  where  Meelan 
Conroy,  with  streaming  eyes,  was  pressing  to  her  bosom 
the  gcdlant  but  exhausted  boy  so  strangely  rescued,  while 
the  child,  seated  in  a  comer,  was  singing  to  herself,  in 
Irish  tongue,  fragments  of  holy  hymns  that  filled  the  hut 
with  low,  thrilling,  sweetly- warbled  echoes,  and  the 
corpses  of  the  dead  yeomen  lay  stretched  in  all  their  re- 
volting deformity  upon  the  ground.  What  the  while  had 
become  of  Ned  Burke  P 

When  the  peasant  boy,  in  whose  veins  flowed,  pure  and 
strong,  the  blood  of  the  first  Anglo-Norman  earl  that  had 
left  the  impress  of  his  foot  upon  Irish  soil — the  chivalrous 
Bed  de  Burgo— bethought  of  the  peril  in  which  his  own 
and  comrade's  presence,  so  unexpected  and  fatal,  was  cer- 
tain to  involve  the  inmates  of  the  hut,  and  with  generous 
promptitude  hastened  to  relieve  them,  he  made  a  flying 
leap  from  the  door,  and,  over-reaching  himself,  had 
stiunbled  and  fallen  into  a  hollow  f uzrow,  where,  among  the 
furze,  he  lay  concealed  to  recover  breath.  By-and-by, 
finding  the  hut  invested,  and  his  companion  not  forth- 
ooming,  he  cautiously  crept  out  of  his  retreat,  looked  about 
him,  spied  the  horses,  saw  among  them  Tippoo  Saib,  and 
without  a  Moment's  hesitation  resolved  to  brave  all  risk  to 
carry  off  the  animal  whose  loss  both  his  master  and  himself 
had  silently  deplored.  Tippoo  Saib,  not  being  cognisant 
of  the  state  of  aiSairB,  neighed  loudly  with  joy  at  sight  of 
the  boy  whose  hand  was  wont  to  caress  hun,  and  had 
surely  betrayed  him  and  frustrated  his  plans  had  hia  u^^ 
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owner  and  minions  been  less  intent  upon  their  evil  work. 
Shaking  his  fist  at  the  dumb  brute,  and  looking  fearfully 
around,  Ned  slipped  the  bridle  off  the  branoh,  then,  em- 
boldened by  success,  and  probably  thinking  that,  as  they 
were  now  in  for  it,  the  more  they  could  make  of  their 
business  the  better,  he  went  round  catching  the  rein  of 
each  steed,  then  mounting  Tippoo  silently  he  stole  away, 
till  sufficient  space  was  gained  between,  and  then  hia  snail's 
pace  became  an  eagle's  flight. 

Miles  O'Byme,  stalking,  gun  in  hand,  with  a  bag  of 
game  across  his  shoulder,  to  the  bivouac  where  the  women 
and  children  were  camped,  as  he  neared  it,  beheld  with 
astonishment  Ned  Burke  careering  towards  him  from  the 
other  side  of  the  hill,  mounted  on  his  own  charger,  and 
towing  along  a  pack  of  prancing  steeds.  The  women, 
hiearing  the  prodigious  clatter,  rushed  out,  every  one  with 
a  child,  except  Nelly  and  Euphemia,  and  huddled  about 
him. 

"  Why,  as  I'm  a  living  woman,  if  it  ain't  my  Ned ! 
cried  Eitty  Burke,  standing  still  beside  Miles  to  gase  upon 
the  puzzling  spectacle. 

Up  dashed  Ned  heated  and  breathless,  but  not  elate  or 
joyous. 

Miles  came  forward :  '^  I  say,  youngster,  what  have  you 
been  at — slaughtering  a  regiment,  eh?  How  did  you 
come  by  Tippoo  Saib  ?  "  and  with  beaming  brow  he  sprung 
into  the  saddle  which  Ned  had  vacated,  and  patted  tbe 
neck  of  the  animal  that  bounded  beneath  him. 

**  Oh,  sir,  I  haven't  time  to  tell  you.  I  want  to  go  see 
after  Larry,"  panted  Ned.  "  Will  you  care  the  horses— 
we'll  want  them  yet  f  '* 

"Where's  my  Larry P  What  ails  my  boy?"  hew 
screamed  the  shrill  voice  of  Moll  Doyle,  breaking  into  the 
circle.    **  Tell  me,  this  instant,  where  he  is  P  " 

**  The  yeos  have  him,  beyond  at  £iloullen/'  whispered 
Ned,  in  answer  to  a  look  from  Miles. 

"  G-ive  me  a  pike  here ;  I'll  go  find  my  boy  I  Come, 
Johnny ;  come,  Nell.  Let  who  will  follow,  a  mother  ain't 
goin'  to  lave  her  child  to  be  mangled  bv  wolves  while  she 
oan  handle  a  weapon  for  him !  '^  and  the  exdted  w(»naii 
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Aurried  down  the  hill  in  the  direction  by  which  Ned  had 
come  up* 

Miles,  who  had  drawn  Ned  aside,  and  in  brief  words 
learned  firom  him  the  details  of  what  had  happened,  said : 
*'  I  see,  Ned,  we  must,  and  may  as  well  set  to  work  first 
as  last.  The  fact  is,  we  are  begurt,  and  may  as  well  fight 
out  of  the  net."  He'sounded  a  shnll  whistle,  which  was 
soon  answered  by  similar  responses  from  every  side.  *^  Go 
tell  Moll  Doyle  to  come  up  here.  The  women  must  keep 
in  the  rere,  and  I  don't  at  all  doubt  their  mettle  if  pushed 
into  action.  I'm  only  sorry  we  can't  wait  for  Dwyer  him- 
self. But,  ho !  here  come  his  hillsmen,  stout  and  true, 
and  with  good  augury  we'll  go  forth  to  battle." 

The  stalwart  band  which,  in  his  brief  absence,  Dwyer 
had  committed  to  the  command  of  Gerald  Sjrrne,  Miles, 
and  Maoalister,  his  brother-in-law,  came  along  at  swift, 
steady  pace,  at  danger's  signal  converging  from  detached 
stragglers  into  compact  hsjid,  variously  accoutred,  but 
mostly  armed  with  the  formidable  pike. 

Mrs.  Lanigan  and  Mooney's  now  idiot  wife  being  left 
behind  with  the  children  and  Doyle,  helpless  and  suffering 
from  his  lacerated  wounds,  in  their  temporary  shelter, 
and  guarded  by  a  small,  determined  party  under  M'Cor* 
mac,  the  peddler,  and  one  O'Connor,  a  shoemaker,  men  of 
ruined  homes,  and  reckless  desperadoes,  the  whole  brigade 
set  forward,  swayed  by  one  common  impulse,  and  as  ^et 
without  any  purpose  more  definite  than  that  of  rescuing 
Doyle's  son,  and  fiercely  giving  blow  for  blow,  if  needful, 
in  bis  cause. 

Hitherto  we  have  seen  Irish  gentlemen  ignored  and 
insulted,  yet  waiving  resentful  strife,  and  merging  an- 
tagonism of  race  and  creed  in  peaceful  submission  to 
fate.  We  have  seen  Irish  peasants  despised  and  treated 
with  contumely,  as  something  inferior  to  slaves,  in  fact,  as 
savages  and  barbarians  of  the  most  abject  type,  yet  pa- 
tiently, quietly  pursuing  the  daily  routine  of  their  class 
in  honest  labour,  interfering  with  no  one,  unobtrusive,  in- 
offensive, herding  among  themselves,  and  asking  no  more 
than  leave  to  earn  their  daily  meal  of  potatoes,  and  live  and 
die  in  obscurity  and  peace.    That  not  answering  tViib^iV^'^^ 
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of  their  alien  masters,  an  unnatural,  ezeorated  and 
exeorable  Protestant  oligarchy,  eager  to  demonstrate  the 
loyalty  they  pretended  to  monopolise,  and  traffic  a  country 
in  which  they  had  neither  prestige  of  ancestry  more 
ancient  than  Oromwellian  or  Elizabethian  charter,  nor 
illustrioiui  birth,  nor  chivalrous  fame  to  enoble  and  endear 
them,  to  purchase  English  gold,  and  Union  titles,  and  the 
patronage  of  the  sleek  tiger,  Gastlereagh,  as  well  as  to 
wreak  their  own  inherent  malice ;  we  are  now  to  behold 
the  reversed  picture,  of  a  people,  goaded  beyond  human 
endurance,  rising  at  length,  terrible  in  wrath,  and  vainly 
pleading  no  more  for  mercy,  but  appealing  by  force  of 
arms  to  compel,  from  the  punishment  and  fear  of  their 
ignoble  tyrants,  that  forbearance  they  would  not  cede  to 
humanity's  supplicating  cry.  Now  we  shall  behold  pea- 
sants transmuted  into  soldiers,  and  women,  discarding 
their  sex,  which  secured  to  them  neither  respect  nor 
honour,  nor  exemption  from  violence,  metamorphosed 
into  amazons,  seizing  pike  and  brand,  and  marching  brave 
and  fearless  to  do  battle  in  the  ranks  of  their  kinsmen  for 
children  and  helpless  friends  and  relatives,  whose  exist- 
ence  and  safetv  depends  upon  their  strong  arm,  and 
the  might  of  their  womanly  love. 

Truly,  a  grand  national  crisis  is  at  hand,  and,  thougH 
victory  could  not  hope  to  be  wrested  by  the  most  heroic 
essay  of  an  undrilled,  unequipped,  ill-armed  people,  un- 
prepared in  every  way  for  the  contest.  Nevertheless,  thej 
who  sowed  the  wind  soon  reaped  to  their  cost  a  whirlwind 
they  had  little  recked  of,  and  too  late  learned  again  the 
salutary  lesson,  that  "  a  despised  foe  has  often  given  a 
bloody  battle,  while  many  a  vain-glorious  house  and 
family  was  given  to  deplore  the  ill-fate  of  many  a  hopeful 
scion  and  vauntf  ul  hero,  who  never  returned  from  the 
battlefield  to  claim  meed  of  applause  for  his  valorous  en- 
deavour to  out-Herod  his  associates  in  shedding  patriot 
blood,  and  fixing  one  more  rivet  in  his  country's  chain.'' 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  KILCULLEN. 

**  Spirits  of  fire  that  brood  not  long, 
But  flash  resentment  back  for  wrong ; 
And  hearts  where  slow  but  sure  the  seeds 
Of  Tongeance  ripen  into  deeds, 
Till  in  some  treacherous  hour  of  calm 
They  burst  like  Zsalan's  giant  palm, 
Whose  buds  fly  open  with  a  sound 
Tliat  shakes  the  pigmy  forest  round." 

**FlRB   W0BSHIPFEB8.*' 

Miles  and  Oerald  Byrne,  entering  the  hut,  soon  heard 
Meelan  Conroy's  narratiye  of  the  invaaion  of  her  home ; 
and  having  oheered  poor  Larr/s  throbbing  heart  with 
tender  oondolenoe,  and  well-merited  enoomiiims,  they  gave 
him  into  the  arms  of  his  OYexjoyed  mother,  to  lie  half* 
snffucated  with  her  embraoes,  and  turned  to  address  the 
young  woman,  while  their  eyes  recoiled  sickening  firom 
the  corpses,  to  contemplate  with  admiration  the  beautiful 
child  wno,  dinging  to  ner  side,  now  stood  gazing  intently 
upon  them  in  turn. 

''  Tou  must  leave  this  place  at  once,"  said  Miles,  '^  it  is 
no  longer  a  safe  asylum  for  you,  and  oome  up  with  us  to 
the  shelter  of  the  hills." 

While  he  spoke,  and  before  Meelan  could  return  a  glad 
assent  to  the  proposal,  a  warning  shout  was  given  by  the 
men  on  the  look-out ;  signal  miistles  fiew  from  post  to 
post,  and  Miles  and  Gerald,  hurrying  forth,  met  M'Alister 
hastening  towards  the  direction  of  Ballymore-Eustace, 
while  cries  of  "  Dwyer,  Dwyer !  here  comes  the  captain  1  '* 
filled  the  air  with  wild  hubbub.  It  was  even  so.  Ilidiog, 
as  it  were,  a  steeplechase  across  the  country,  came  the 
insurgent  chief  at  break-neck  speed,  and  with,  bixn  \2«^ 


466  THE  BATTLE  OF  KUXIJLLBIV* 

or  three  more  equally  well  mounted,  foremost  of  whom 
Miles  recognised  his  brother  Hugh ;  but  what  most  surprised 
him  was  to  behold  the  party  waving  British  colours,  carry- 
ing guns  and  bayonets,  instead  of  pikes,  and  followed  by 
an  uproarious  rabble,  hallooing,  leaping,  racing,  and 
brandishing  pikes  in  air,  while  some,  wearing  helmets 
and  dragoon's  caps,  thundered  upon  a  drum,  and  others 
carrying  knapsacks,  rent  the  welkin  with  discordant  music, 
lustily  blown  from  clarion  and  trumpet. 

^'  What  the  plague  is  it  all  about  P  they  look  as  if  they 
had  robbed  a  camp,"  observed  Gerald  Byrne,  standing  side 
by  side  with  Miles. 

<<  Or  maybe  a  battle,  sir,  and  they're  coming  along  with 
the  spoil,"  suggested  Ned  Burke,  feeling  privilemd  in 
right  of  his  late  exploit  to  make  a  little  free.  *^  An' bedad 
there's  Mr.  Hugh,"  he  added,  with  joyous  brow,  **carryin' 
an  ensign.  I'll  go  meet  him,  sir."  Calling  to  two  young 
lads,  *'  Come  along,  Mike  and  Dan,"  he  sallied  off  upon  a 
fleet  hunter,  late  the  property  of  Lycurgus  Pomfret,  while 
his  comrades  followed  like  greyhoundis  on  foot.  More 
leisurely  the  others  retained  their  places,  till  loud  cheers 
bailed  them,  and  Dwyer,  outstripping  his  companions, 
dashed  up,  exclaiming : 

"  Victory !  victory !  By  St.  Patrick,  we've  flailed 
them/' 

'^  Good  news,  Mick,  never  more  needed  I  What  hav« 
you  done  ?  "  said  Gerald,  shaking  the  captun's  hand  with 
hearty  welcome,  while  Miles  and  Hugh  advanced  to  greet 
each  other;  and  Ned  Burke,  with  glowing  visage,  no 
longer  shy,  unconsdously,  in  his  excitement  and  eagemeii 
to  hear  the  news,  made  one  of  the  circle. 

'*  We'vedrubbedthem,  beaten  them,  beaten  them  outof  the 
field,  and  scattered  them  like  chaff,"  cried  Hugh,  exultingly* 
**  They  fell  on  us  at  Ballymore-Eustaoe,  Erskine  wiih][lus 
buff  dragoons  living  at  free  quarters  upon  the  people,  wbo 
rose  like  one  man  at  our  signal,  followed  us  to  tne  fleldf 
and  swept  the  route  to  Kaas,  where  we  left  them  a  thou* 
sand  strong,  under  Farrell  and  Beynolds,  to  hasten  to 
join  Dwyers  band  up  here.  Faith,  Miles,  Fm  glad  we've 
been  pushed  to  it,  after  alL" 
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Miles  turnod  away  to  address  Gerald,  who  oame  up, 
while  Dwjer, WBLB  holding  eager  Ute-d-Ute  with  M^Alister. 

''This  18  a  good  beginning;  what  shall  be  our  next 
move?" 

**  To  stand  our  ground  here,"  promptly  returned  Dwyer, 
who  overheard  mm.  ''That  incarnate  fiend,  Erskine, 
when  he  escaped  last  night  with  his  life  to  Q^raldine, 
swore  he  would  not  break&st  to-day,  himself  or  his  men^ 
till  they  should  breakfast  on  the  croppies  of  Ballymore- 
Eustaoe.  Now,  he'll  have  to  march  through  EUcuUen  to 
reach  it ;  he  is  only  waiting  for  reinforcements  to  march, 
and  here  we'll  stand  and  give  him  battle.'* 

"  Meanwhile,"  returned  Miles,  ''  passing  time  till  his 
reomitB  arrive,  he  has  been  down  here  with  a  pack  of  his 
wild  dogs  in  quest  of  prey.  I  got  back  my  horse  by  it ; 
thanks  to  you,  Ned/' 

"  Ay,  so  I  see,  and  some  more  beside,"  smiled  the  in- 
surgent. ''  But  what  are  all  these  women  yonder  for  ?  I 
don't  suppose  we'll  need  their  help,  and  they'll  only  en- 
cumber us" 

'*  True ! "  relumed  Miles,  hastening  back  to  the  hut, 
where  Moll  Doyle,  Kitty  Burke,  Euphemia,  and  Nelly 
were  seated  in  divan  round  Larry,  Meelan  Conroy,  and 
her  strange  child,  the  two  latter  absorbed  in  wonder  con« 
templatin|;  the  phenomena,  so  wise  and  rational  betimes, 
anon  making  strange  gesticulations,  and  holding  communi- 
cation as  thoiigh  with  invisible  spirits  seen  by  and  familiar 
to  her,  until  Hugh,  following  Miles,  appeared,  and  then 
Effie  sprang  up,  and  ran  joyously  to  greet  him,  while  he 
astonisned,  stood  still,  and  exclaimed : 

"  You  here,  little  one  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course  !  Didn't  you  know  it  very  well  P  " 
retorted  the  young  truant,  with  air  hcdf-abashed,  half  im- 
pertinent, and  striving  to  assume  the  nonchalance  of  inde- 
pendence before  the  reproving  eye  of  her  brother,  who 
made  response  : 

"I  certainly  had  been  made  aware  of  your  daft  pro- 
ceeding. Miss  Effie,  but  I  was  not  expecting  to  find  you  in 
this  plight.    How  is  it,  Miles  P" 

«  Miles  couldn't  help  it,"  returned  Euphemifti  iT^^^^> 
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and  vexed  that  Miles  should  be  called  to  account  for  her. 
*'  I  came  to  nursC)  and  when  we  were  attacked  and  burned 
out  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  fly ;  and  if  it's  to  scold 
us  you  come^  Hugh,  I'd  rather  you  had  stayed  where  you 
were." 

'*  I  can  teU  you,  Effie  is  wilful,  and  unamenable  to 
authority  and  advice/'  said  Miles,  rebukingly.  **  I  had 
besought  her  to  go  with  William  to  Balljrmanus,  or  even 
to  let  Dwyer  place  her  in  safety  with  his  wife  and  children ; 
but  she  would  listen  to  no  argument,  and  insisted  point 
blcmk  upon  associating  with  our  camp  followers,  and 
running  the  gauntlet  of  fortune." 

*'  Musha,  yer  honour,"  here  interposed  Eitty,  dropping 
a  courtesy,  '*  maybe,  afther  all,  Miss  Effie  is  as  well  off  to  be 
among  us,  seein'  the  throuble  of  the  times,  an'  that  no 
house  is  safe.  Shure  there's  good  in  company,  any 
way,  an'  barrin'  I  wor  a  hathen,  wouldn't  I  care  an'  be  a 
mother  to  the  kith  an'  kin  of  thim  that  was  good  to  my 
little  boy." 

"  Ay,  troth ! "  vociferated  Moll  Doyle,  whose  brain  did 
not  seem  entirely  to  have  recovered  the  effects  of  the  shock 
that  had  agonised  it.    ''  What's  the  good  o'  livin'  daoent 
an'  quiet.  Hadn't  I  two  summer  flowers,  machunia^  crushed 
an'  torn,  an'  left  dead  an'  withered  upon  their  own  fathers 
flure  ?  Bight  ye  are.  Miss  Effie,  aroon  agm  asfore  niacAreCt 
to  stan'  alonff  wid  us,  sword  in  hand,  an'  give  it  galore  to 
tbim  would  cliallenge  it.     Och^  mmha^  musha  I  'ain't  I  fpi 
Thady,  an'  Nelly,  an'  Johnny,  an'  my  gossoon  here"— «» 
hugged  Larry — **  to  the  fore  yit,  an*  why  need  I  be  com- 
plainin  P    Mrs.  Conroy,  ma'am,  may  I  make  bould  to  as 
is  that  purty  colken  o'  yours  quite  sinsible  ?" 

'*  She  is  sensible,  ma'am,"  meekly  returned  the  young 
woman.  *'  But  I  think  she's  got  the  second  sight,  and 
sees  them  that  we  don't." 

**  Only  she  ain't  the  laste  like  her,  she  minds  me  of  a 
sthray  child  coome  to  ourdoore|aforethe  throuble  came  upoii 
tis^  an^  thin  disappeared ;  an'  sure  now  we  know  Wiaci^ 
Dfidy   was  right,  that  it  was  a  baue/we  or  one  o^  tb6 

Here  Hile&  and  Hugh,  who  had  been  conferring  apsrl) 
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again  turned  to  the  women.  Miles  spoke :  **  See,  my  good 
souls,  by  Captain  Dwjer^s  directions  we  are  going  to  shift 
our  ground  a  little  farther ;  and  it  is  his  wish  and  ours 
that,  as  you  oan  be  of  no  present  use,  and  in  no  immediate 
danger,  you  return  at  once  to  the  bivouao.  If  we  be  suo- 
oessful  in  our  oonfiiot  with  the  enemy  you  shall  have 
early  notice  ;  if  not,  we  shall  fall  back  upon  our  quarters, 
and  then  shoulder  to  shoulder,  man  and  woman,  fight  it 
out  to  the  last,  win  or  lose." 

*'  But  if  the  Humewood  Horse,  who  are  scouring  about^ 
oome  upon  us,  Miles,  what  shall  we  do  ? ''  cried  Effie. 

*'Fdl  upon  them  at  once,  and  put  them  to  flight,^' 
laughed  Hugh,  derisively.  '^  Don't  show  the  white  feather 
80  soon." 

Effie  vouchsafed  only  a  glance  of  scorn  at  such  imputa- 
tion»  and  was  cheered  by  an  encouraging  look  from  Nelly 
shouldering  her  pike,  and  Ned  Burke  saying  quite  se- 
riously: 

*'  m  be  bail,  sir,  Miss  Effie  won't  be  the  faintest-hearted 
among  us ;  an'  I  think  my  mother  is  as  stout  as  any  man. 
Phuse  God,  we'll  thrash  thim." 

"  Good-luck  t'ye,  arw,  so  we  will,"  returned  his  mother, 
quite  pleased  with  the  compliment  and  her  son's  appre^ 
ciation  of  her  prowess. 

**  There's  a  couple  of  fellows  among  us,"  said  Hugh, 
addressing  Ned,  and  pointing  forward  with  his  bayonet. 
**  There  you  see  these  two  speaking  to  Johnny  Doyle 
and  Mooney  ?  they  joined  us  on  the  way ;— their  names 
are  Bird  and  Ck)le; — and  if  all  they  vaunt  of  them- 
selves come  to  pass  they  will  prove  a  fortune  to  us,  and  we 
shall  need  but  few  such  auxiliaries  to  rout  the  largest 
annyi** 

Ned  Burke  looked  attentively  at  the  men,  who  were 
declaiming  and  gesticulating  furiously,  amid  an  admiring 
group  congregated  around  them }  but  a  youth  of  about 
eighteen,  standing  beside  him,  said  quietly : 

'*  I  nerver  seen  one  of  these  sort  of  swaggering  bullies 
bat  whin  it  coome  to  blows  wasn't  arrant  cowards,  an'  the 
first  to  cut  an'  run." 

While  he  was  speaking  Dwyer  oame  up :  ^^  'WcSl>'H?9^  > 
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our  fellows  have  rested  enough ;  we  may  as  well  get  for- 
ward ;  much  depends  on  quick  paoes." 

"  Eeady !"  responded  Hugh,  mounting  the  late  Captain 
Bateman^  steed,  in  lieu  of  the  jaded  one  he  had  jidden. 
*'  There's  a  fellow  wanting  to  speak  to  you." 

"  Well,  DuflFy  P"  returned  Dwyer. 

^'Two  or  three  dadnt  min,  oaptaini--Oole,  Bird,  an' 
CSooper  by  name — say  that  if  they  had  a  company  apiece 
to  lead  they^d  be  sure  to  rout,  with  a  handful  of  such 
fellows  as  ours,  a  squadron  of  the  best  troops  the  king 
could  sind  aginst  'em,  an'  I  thought  maybe  it  might  1m 
Well  to  let  you  know." 

**Cole,  Bird,  and  Cooper!"  returned  Dwyer;  "would 
they  so  P  Ay,  I  know  the  fellows ;  I  saw  them  in  our 
late  affiray  hanging  about  the  outskirts  of  the  battle,  pur- 
suing the  wounded  fugitives,  and  cutting  short  tiieir 
career.    Well,  send  them  up  here." 

The  men  came  bounding  elate  and  joyous  at  the 
summons. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  Dwyer,  don't  entrust  the  leading 
of  our  men  to  such  billygoats,"  whispered  Milea,  in  haste, 
as  he  beheld  the  trio  advance. 

Dwyer  waived  him  off,  and  addressed  the  jolly <-visaged, 
sanguine  party :  '^  My  brave  lads,  you'd  be  glad  to  heaid  a 
company  ?" 

*'  Just  try  us,  captain,  with  a  couple  of  hundred,  and 
see  if  we  don't  scatter  the  enemy  nke  chaff.  We're  the 
boys  '11  lick  them." 

"  Very  good  1  When  I  see  you  under  my  own  eye  stand 
fire  in  the  front  of  the  battle,  and  am  satisfied  tnat  yoor 
mettle  is  good,  I'll  promote  you.    Forward  I     March  I" 

«  Wasn't  that  clever,  O'Brien  P"  said  Ned  Burke  aside 
to  the  young  man  at  his  elbow,  as,  much  amused,  the  two 
looked  after  the  disappointed  heroes  slinking  off  witb 
crest*fallen,  discontented  visage,  and  grumbling  at  the 
injustice  shown  to  merit ;  but  the  bristling  ranks  moved 
on,  and  the  women  returned  to  the  bivouac,  to  bide  the 
issue  of  events. 

Breathing  implacable  vengeance,  immolating  in  spirit 
vliole  heoatombfti  gloobting  upon  prospect  of  camagei  tbo 
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oommander  of  the  Bonmey  Fendbles  and  Buff  Dragoons, 
reinforced  by  additional  troops,  set  off  from  Ger^dine^ 
where  he  was  quartered,  to  lunoheon — ^he  had  by  this  time, 
ohanging  his  mind,  breakfasted — ^upon  the  croppies  of 
Ballymore-Eustaoe.  A  ride  of  nine  miles  brought  him,  with 
his  troops,  to  EUoullen.  Approaching  the  fair-green,  they 
discerned  bodies  of  men,  in  moyement,  investing  the  walls 
of  the  old  church)  and  immediately  spurred  to  full  gallop 
to  come  up  with  them.     Dwyer  had  taken  up  a  good 
position  upon  an  elevated  plateau,  difficult  to  the  access  of 
cavalry ;  and  now  perceiving  the  approach  of  the  enemy, 
his  bands,  under  GFerald,  Hugh,  and  Miles   O'Byme, 
M^Alister,  Holt,  Martin  Burke,  and  others,  dosing  in, 
with  pikes  advanced,  stood  to  meet  the  bnmt  of  the  onset, 
three  hundred  pikemen,  drawn  up  in  front  and  square  to 
stem  the  serried  mass  of  Britain's  embattledj  phalanx, 
arrayed  in  martial  panoply,  horse  and  foot,  and  amply 
furnished  with  all  the  munitions  of  war.    The  sun  was 
declining  in  the  firmament,  and  a  blood-red  foggy  vapour 
was  ourteining  his  couch  in  the  West,  and  shining  luridly 
on  the  helmets  and  faces  of  the  adverse  host,  while  in 
shifting  breezes  their  banners  waved  and  flapped,  and  wild 
war  music  brayed  and  sounded  a  charge.     Stern,  silent, 
and  still,  the  insurgent  lines  received  me  sharp  fusilade 
that  rent  the  welkin' ;  then  with  an  awakened  roar  that 
drowned  the  reverberations  of  vollying  artillery,  down 
swept  the  small,  compact  host,  and,  pike  foremost,  hurled 
their  might  upon  the  opposing  lines.    Closing  in  clouds  of 
smoke,  foot-to-foot,  hand-to-hand,  no  pause  for  rest,  blows 
dinted  helmets,  blood  spouted  fast,  bullets  hailed  thick, 
pikes  hammered  Uke  mallets  on  anvils,  crashing  shield  and 
corselets,  bayonets  flashed  like  gleams  of  light,  lances  and 
broadswords  swayed  and  splintered,  shriek,  yeU,  and  groan 
arose  from  chasms  and  rents  made  where  the  desperate  foe, 
swinging  onward,  irresistible  as  avalanche  swept  oy  a  hur- 
ricane, hore  down  all  opposition,  broke  through  rank  and 
square,  and  left  wreck  and  ruin  in  their  tratuc.    Onward, 
still  onward)  the  heaving,  boiling,  living  mass  pushed  on : 
no  pause,  no  rest,  no  flinching ;  each  pikeman's  arm  is 
weary  and  clogged  with  slaughter,  On,  on^  the  war  cloud, 
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is  scattering,  the  dense  array  is  breaking  fast.    From  the 
outset  Miles  had  seen  and  singled  out  Colonel  Erskine  as 
fair  target  for  vengeance ;  now  opposed  they  stood,  few 
lines  between.    Ned  Burke,  who  fought  all  tlurough  beside 
his  master,  with  hasty  glance  at  the  dark,  still  visage,  rigid 
with  iron  determination,  interpreted  his  mind,  and  with 
renovated  zeal  applied  himself  to  aid  his  design.    Bight 
and  left  their  united  weapons  opened  the  intervening 
ranks ;  Erskine,  too,  beheld  the  insulted  and  wrathful  ad- 
versary's advancing  strides  and  brandished  weapon.    Let 
none  impute  cowardice  to  Colonel  Erskine ;  braver  men 
yet  than  he,  astounded  and  awe-stru(dc  at  the  prodigies  of 
valour  that  had  decimated  the  British  ranks,  quailed  before 
the  advent  of  one  of  the  three  hundred  that  had  turned 
the  battle-tide,  broken  the  hostile  torrent,  and  whose  omi- 
nous fiK)wn,  bent  dreadfully  upon  him,  too  surely  marked 
him  out,  and  doomed  him  to  untimely  fate.    With  bran- 
dished sword,  yet   still  backing  his  charger  firom  the 
encounter  he  faizi  would  shun,  the  animal  lost  its  footing, 
and  floundered  in  a  pool  of  stagnant  water.    Ere  he  could 
regain  his  ground  the  avenger  was  upon  him.    TTselesfl 
now  sword  sway,  dark,   menacing  scowl,  and  vengeful 
thrust :  dismounted  and  on  his  back,  the  foeman  is  upon 
him ;  every  opposing  barrier  dashed  aside,  the  prone,  de- 
scending weapon  mocks  his  uplifted  brand.    Uttering  wild 
execrations,  and  impotently  hacking,  with  delirious  rage, 
at  the  pike  deep  in  his  bosom  pinning  him  to  eazth, 
Erskine  expired,  every  convulsed  feature  retaining  the 
vivid  impress  of  the  torture,  and  the  fell  passions  of  a  re- 
morseless soul,  which  had  marked  them  during  life.    It  is 
to  be  feared  his  last  frantic  speech  was  not  a  supplicatios 
to  the  Deity  for  mercy  for  his  own  guilt-laden  soul,  but 
an  invocation  for  vengeance  upon  his  enemies.    With  tbe 
loss  of  their  commander  a  panic  seized  the  British  linsBf 
and  immediately  ensued  a  flight  en  masse  of  horse  and 
foot  that  outstripped  even  the  greyhound  speed  of  tbo 
light-limbed    insurgents    in     pursuit.      Independently 
of  the    wounded,  two  officers  and   thirty  privates  hj 
dead  upon  tbe  field,  said  to  be  one  of  the  most  intrepid 
apd    obstinately    foyght    which    occurred    during   the 
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period  of  '98,  and  6ome  spoil  fell  to  the  share  of  the 
Tiotors« 

*^  Long  life  to  yer  honors !"  exclaimed  a  manly  voice» 
addressing  Dwyer,  Miles,  Hugh  and  Gerald,  as,  flushed 
with  triumph,  they  stood  together  in  debate  as  to  their 
next  move.  *^  It's  the  finest  thing  was  done  since  we  fired 
the  barrack  at  Prosperous  early  this  mom,  and  gave  the 
troops  a  cead  milk  failthe  wid  the  pikes  that  scored  off 
many  a  one,  Bedad,  sir" — ^he  turned  to  Miles — "  ye  done 
a  good  job  in  sindin'  yon  black-hearted  bodach  to  keep 
company  wid  one  to  the  full  as  bad,  an'  that  was  Captain 
Swayn,  the  thievin'  villain." 

liGles  did  not  know  the  speaker ;  but  Dwyer  exultingly 
cried: 

'^  Kji  M'Dermod ;  the  scouts  brought  me  early  tidings. 
We  laid  our  train  well,  and  Swayn  has  been  despatched 
with  some  of  his  North  Cork  bull-dogs  to  reap  the  re- 
ward of  his  indefatigable  zeal  in  burning  chapels,  wreck- 
ing farm-houses  and  cabins,  and  pitch-capping,  picketing, 
and  hanging  innocent  men.  Ho  I  ho !  we'll  make  them 
turn  over  a  new  lea^  these  heroes,  before  we're  done  with 
them.    What  next  P" 

*'  Captain  Farrell,  sir,  who  ordered  the  attack,  sint  me 
on  to  let  you  know  that  Doctor  Esmond,  who  was  in  it, 
but  took  no  part,  has  been  sent  up  to  town  in  custody  of 
the  Sallins  Yeomanry.  He  might  have  escaped,  if  he  did 
as  Hickey  advised  him  at  the  outset,  to  shoot  Griffith  the 
captain,  while  he  made  an  end  of  Montgomery,  the  second 
in  command,  an'  he  wouldn't." 

"He  must  abide  by  it,"  sharply  returned  Dwyer. 
"  They  who  weakly  dally  with  fate  in  the  very  jaws  of  the 
lion,  and  strike  no  blow  in  their  behalf,  must  take  the 
oonsequence.  Such  pusillanimous  spirits,  too  indecisive 
to  espouse  with  heart  any  cause,  are  better  lost  than  found. 
No  cause  aided  by  them  could  prosper.  What  of  Dourly  of 
Lallymore  ?  I  sent  him  word  by  Eeiran  O'Hart  to  fall 
on  Bahangan.  Aylmer  is  by  this  on  his  way  to  Ovidstown. 
We  would  join  them" — he  turned  to  MUes,  Hugh,  and 
Gerald — ^'  but  that  we  have  decided,  on  account  of  the 
women  and  children  whom  we  have  to  convoy,  to  make 
for  Wexford,  to  the  camp  at  Vinegar  Hill/' 
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"  Better  adhere  to  our  plan,"  said  Miles.  '*  Those  dis- 
posed of  in  safety,  we  oan  do  battle  with  firee  hands,  and 
move  unimpeded  with  brisk  maroh." 

*'  I  say,"  cried  the  captain,  "  what's  become  of  Cole, 
Bird,  and  Cooper,  the  stout  volunteers,  that  were  to  have 
licked  the  enemy  out  of  the  field  ?  I  saw  no  sign  of  them 
in  the  battle.     Where  did  they  disappear  to  ?  " 

"  But  I  did,  yer  honour,"  grinned  De  Lacy.  "  They 
wor  by  me,  an'  bolted  under  fire.  They  wom't  plazed  to 
be  put  in  the  first  ranks.  It  was  to  lade  regimints  they 
wanted,  the  crathurs,  an'  show  'em  how  to  fight.  Anyway, 
they  ain't  desarters,  for  ye  can  see  them  from  here  prowlin' 
round,  an'  sthrippin  the  corpses.  I  warrant  they  won't 
have  the  least  o'  the  loot." 

"  Well,  let's  turn  them  to  some  account,"  said  Dwyer, 
*'  It  isn't  likely  our  scapegoats  will  endanger  their  precious 
necks  just  now  by  coming  to  carry  off  their  slain.  Let 
them  DC  employed  to  dig  a  hole  and  bury  the  bodies, 
while  we  may  as  well  return.  Yet  no — stay ! " — the  in- 
surgent chief  paused  a  moment,  then  continued :  '^  You, 
Miles  and  Gerald,  ^o  on  with  some  of  the  men,  and  await 
my  return  at  the  bivouac.  Hugh  and  I,  with  some  more, 
will  scatter  about.  I  want  to  reconnoitre  Dunlavin.  Thirty* 
prisoners  have  been  brought  into  barracks  there ;  and  bat 
that  the  town  is  too  stronglv  garrisoned,  not  long  should 
be  their  durance.    Forward  I — march ! '' 

Tip  to  the  sheltered  bivouac  among  the  hills  marched, 
in  compact  file,  a  hundred  and  fifty  men,  called  to* 
gether  by  the  captain's  horn,  and  bearing  their  own  slain 
in  litters  to  be  decently  interred,  while  he,  with  a  hundred 
and  thirty  more,  set  off,  dispersed  by  one,  two,  and  three, 
to  scour  the  country  round. 

Arrived  by  nightfall  at  their  destination.  Miles  and 
Gerald  learned  that  tidings  had  been  despatched  an  hour 
before,  by  Father  John  Murphy,  to  apprise  them  of  a  route 
now  open  for  fugitives  to  Wexford,  and  guides  to  conduct 
them.  But,  in  the  absence  of  Dwyer,  nothing  could  be 
done,  and  that  night  and  the  following  day  they  were 
constrained  to  inactive  suspense.  Meanwhile,  as  outlaws 
fipd  rebels,  now  feasting  well  upon  bef f  ai^d  miuttout 
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driven  from  their  pasture,  and  faring  more  abundantly 
and  better  than,  as  honest,  industrious  members  of  the 
oommunity,  they  had  been  wont  to  do,  their  only  grievance 
being  exposure  to  the  weather  and  the  chilling  night- 
frosts,  which  even  was  mitigated  by  the  unusual  fineness 
of  the  season  up  to  the  present. 

The  ensuinff  night,  however,  brought  the  insurg^nt 
<  chief,  with  His  oand  considerably  augmented ;  for  on  Uiat 
day  had  been  enacted  the  tragedy  of  Dunlavin — too  well 
known  to  need  recapitulation  here— and  numbers,  hitherto 
apathetic,  or  disinclmed  to  strife,  fled  in  consternation  to 
seek  protection  in  the  ranks  of  the  avowed  insurgents. 
Among  them  they  bore  in  a  litter  a  wounded  man, 
snatched  fit>m  the  murderous  onslaught  of  Saunders  of 
Saunders'  Grove,  and  accompanied  by  an  aged  woman—- 
bis  weeping  mother.  Dwyer,  having  been  made  ac« 
quainted  with  the  news,  gave  orders  for  instant  march, 
and  at  the  word,  marshalling  the  bands,  the  whole  camp 
set  forward  in  silence  and  secrecy,  in  the  midst  of  a 
thick  mizzling  rain,  threatening  a  heavy  downpour,  to 
seek  shelter  beneath  the  SBgis  of  the  national  camp  on 
Vinegar  Hill.  The  fine  horses  taken  from  the  vanquished 
troops  proved,  in  this  hastily  improvised  expedition,  of 
inestimable  value.  Euphemia  and  Nelly,  seated  upon 
Tippoo  Saib,  were  conducted  by  Miles ;  Meelan  Conroy 
and  her  child  followed  upon  Captain  Erskine's  own  steed, 
led  by  Ned  Burke,  who  had  seized  the  animal  for  Mr, 
Hugh;  others  followed,  with  children  and  provisions 
slung  at  each  side  in  kishes ;  then  came  litters  with  Doyle 
and  the  wounded  Prendergast;  after  these  proceeded 
shaggy  roans  bearing  Nor^  Lanigan,  Mooney's  wife, 
Lany  Doyle,  and  stoutly  marching,  pike  in  hand,  beside 
him,  his  mother  and  Kitty  Burke,  boui  of  whom,  scouting 
the  offer  of  pillions,  trudged  on  foot.  In  advance  of  the 
train  by  half  a  mile  marched  Dwyer  with  the  guides,  to 
see  that  the  route  was  clear.  Scouts  spurred  along  on 
either  side,  to  guard  against  surprise,  while  Hugh  and 
G^erald  brought  up  the  rear,  the  whole  band  armed  to 
the  teeth,  and  even  the  children  furnished  with  weaponSj^ 
and  instructed,  if  assailedi  to  fight  for  their  lives* 
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CHAPTEE  XXXII. 

FATHER  JOHN  MURPHY  HEADS  THE  INSURGENTS, 

"         uahed,  thou  faint  and  feeble  voice  of  weepiiig ! 

Lift  ye  the  banner  of  the  cross  on  high, 
And  call  on  chiefs  whose  noble  sires  are  sleeping 
In  their  proud  grayes  of  sainted  chivalry.' 

•<Thk  Last  CoxsTAXTlirF," 

Wexford,  the  ancient  Carman,  bounded  by  the  ri?er 
Barrow  on  the  west,  and  the  woods  and  mountains  of 
Garlow  and  Wicklow  to  the  north,  intersected  by  the  river 
Slaney,  springing  from  a  lofty  Wicklow  hill,  which  sends 
down  on  its  northern  slope  its  twin  sister  Liffey,  and 
inhabited  mostly  by  a  population  of  unmixed  English 
descent,  boastine  succession  from  Strongbow,  andhisUon- 
hearted  companions-in-armS|  who,  with  the  enterprise  of 
lieroes,and  the  hands  of  giants,  first  grasped  the  province  of 
MaoMorrough,  colonised,  andmade  it  their  own.  Wexford, 
sequestered,  isolated,  and  peaceful,  blessed  with  the  fruit* 
ful  comforts  of  contented  industry,  and  mixed  up  with 
none  of  the  turmoil  that  convulsed  the  rest  of  the  country ; 
Wexford,  the  only  county  omitted  by  Lord  Edward  Kte- 
gerald&om  his  list  of  counties,  because  of  its  Saxon  affinitiei 
and  supposed  apathy  in  the  cause  of  Irish  liberty,  might, 
one  would  think,  have  claimed  exemption  from  the  honorf 
of  strife,  a  privilege  well-founded  upon  the  peaceful  de« 
meanour  of  its  people  and  Saxon  predilection  to  a  kindred 
race.  Yet  no ;  the  Saxons  of  '98,  themselves  a  mongrel 
breed  of  regicide  Cromwellians,  Dutch  Orangemen,  Oe^ 
man  adventurers,  and  invaders  of  every  clime  and  condition 
the  lowest,  had  no  sympathies  in  common  with  the  Anglo* 
JVormans  of  t^e  t^elfUi  century,  nor  eduoatioa  suffici^t 
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to  enable  them  to  draw  a  line  of  demareation  between  the 
colonists  of  the  Pale  and  the  mere  Irish  of  the  aboriginal 
stock,  it  was  their  insane  passion  to  extirpate  from  the 
soil.     So  to  work  went  Lord  Oastlereagh  and  his  loeustSi 
a  countless  swarm,  distinguished  by  three  classes — first, 
aristocrats  by  Cromwellian  patent,  of  spendthrift  lives  and 
ruined  fortunes,  anxious  to  retrieve  their  circumstances 
by  contracting  for  Castle  pension  and  patronage,  to  do 
any  work,  however  opprobrious  or  objectionable,  set  before 
them  by  the  Government ;  second,  meanly-born  indivi- 
duals,  aspiring  to  emerge  from  obscurity  into  prominence, 
by  hiring  themselves  to  the  above-mentioned  aristocrats  to 
do  those  jobs  too  revolting  or  filthy  for  even  their  imdean 
hands  to  execute,  and  by  commission  of  every  act  of  turpi* 
tude,airocious  crime,  and  unspeakable  barbarities,disgu8ting 
meanness,  and  flagrant  profligacy,  injustice,  oppression, 
and  tyranny  conceivable  only  to  vUest  miscreants,  and  for 
the  responsibility  of  all  .which  excesses  they  were  secured 
by  act  of  indemnity,  exhibit  their  diploma  entitling  thorn 
to  office  and  favour;  and  third,  ministers  of  the  Established 
Church — needy,  rapacious,  hungering  for  promotion,  and 
setting  forth  their  claim  by  violent  denunciations  of  Popery , 
and  hunting  down  the  adherents  of  the  ancient  creed|:  all 
these  combined  loyalists,  energetic  in  the  pursuit  and  dis- 
covery of  every  Popish  plot  and  treasonable  scheme  to 
overthrow  the  British  Government,  and  adept  at  fabricat- 
ing conspiracies  that  might  result  in  good  fruit  of  plunder 
and  confiscation  to  themselves,  by  dint  of  pitchcap,  scourge, 
and    rope,  picket,  fire,  and  sword,   soon  informed  uie 
Castle  of  the  actual  existence  of  a  formidable  confederacy 
of  two  himdred  United  Irishmen  in  Wexford  county  of  a 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  loyal  inhabitants,  and  imme- 
diately sanctioned  by  proclamation  of  martial  Uw,  was 
inaugurated  a  reign  of  terror,   over  which  presided  the 
deities — ^Lord  Courtown,  Hawtry  White,  Ebenezer  Jacob, 
Hore,  Grogan,  Hunter  Gowan,  Turner  Newton,  Baip, 
Gore,  and  others  of  the  infamous  pandemonium,  under 
whose  horrid  auspices  the  shriek  of  tortured  victims,  and 
the  conflagration  of  peaceful  homes  pervaded  the  whole 
district.    Then  might  be  seen  ba^ds  of  informers  and. 
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ezeoutionen,  by  night  and  day,  traversing  all  the  oonntry, 
perpetrating  diabolical  outrages  upon  all  without  their 
own  exolusiye  oirde,  and  the  unfortunate  peasantry  flying 
distracted  from  ravaged  dwellings  to  the  concealment  of 
caves,  fields,  and  bushes.  But  as  the  ocean  has  its  bounds, 
so  human  endurance  has  its  limits,  tis  Lord  Kingsborough, 
with  his  merciless  corps  of  "  North  Cork/*  and  his  hoard 
of  vile  abettors  found,  when  the  goaded  people,  roused 
into  vengeful  retaliation,  merged  terror  in  wrath,  and, 
like  a  slumbering  lion  enraged,  bounded  from  the  lair ; 
and  while  from  ten  to  fifteen  cartloads  of  persons,  daily 
condemned  to  transportion,  passed  through  the  county  of 
Wexford,  on  their  way  to  Dungannon  fort,  and  the  demons 
rejoiced,  and  held  their  orgies  amid  the  wreck  and  ruin 
they  had  wrought,  and  the  wail  of  mutilated  victims, 
within  the  narrow  limits  of  the  district  was  concentrating 
a  force  which  should  soon  task  the  prowess  of  England, 
under  her  ablest  generals,  and  grapple  with  a  nulitary 
force  greater  than  that  which  m  after  years  sufficed  to 
overthrow  the  ^'  conqueror  of  Europe"  upon  the  plains  of 
Waterloo, 

AfiiEtirs  had  arrived  at  this  crisis  when  Father  John 
Murphy,  who  had  seen  too  late,  and  lamented  the  simple 
.  trust  that  had  led  him  to  put  faith  in  the  ^*  faithless,"  and 
counsel  the  people  to  a  submission  that  placed  them  de- 
fenceless at  the  mercy  of  their  relentless  enemies,  resolving 
to  atone  by  doing  all  that  now  lay  in  his  power  for  their 
weal,  adopted  an  opposite  course,  and  flinging  himself 
heart  and  soul  into  what  he  now  saw  must  be  a  struggle  for 
freedom,  a  shield  to  defend,  a  sword  to  avenge,  a  leader 
to  guide,  he  would  go  before  them  to  victory  or  death. 

Setting  out,  on  the  eve  of  Pentecost,  from  his  new  parisb, 
he  hastened  upon  a  good  roan  to  meet  the  convoy  with  his 
old  parishioners,  and  convey  them  to  the  place  of  temporaiT 
safetv  he  had  provided  for  them.  Owing  to  the  precautions 
which  had  been  taken,  the  fugitives  and  their  priest  met 
at  the  appointed  rendezvous,  without  havine  encountered 
any  obstniction  ;  and  Dwyer,  delivering  the  oand  in  ssfe^ 
to  his  care,  returned  with  his  troop  to  Wicklow,  while 
F^thef  jTohn,  riding  between  Miles  and  Hugh  O'fiTrne, 
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took  upon  himself  to  escort  them  to  their  destination.  Wet, 
march- worn,  and  weary,  having  toiled  through  the  long 
night  over  rugged  paths,  heneath  a  continuous  fall  of  rain, 
and  buffetted  by  gusty  winds,  as  though  even  the  elements 
had  combined  with  uieir  foes  aff ainst  the  homeless  wan- 
derers, with  what  joy  they  beheld  the  first  tints  of  dawn 
streaUng  the  horizon,  harbinger  of  more  auspicious  day^ 
and  heard  Father  John's  cheery  voice  calling  through  the 
yet  murky  gloom : 

*'  Courage,  my  friends !  We  have  passed  the  Bubicon, 
and  the  goal  of  rest  is  near.  Thanks  to  the  wild,  wet 
night,  those  who  might,  peradventure,  have  molested  or 
OMtructed  us  did  not  venture  abroad ;  and  we  have  made 
a  fine  expedition  of  it.  After  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  in 
the  home  of  my  parishioners,  a  warm  fireside,  kindly 
welcome,  and  beds  and  food  await  you.    Push  on !" 

With  many  a  murmured  blessing  in  response,  after  a 
brief  halt  to  change  once  more  the  horses'  burdens,  Euphe- 
mia  and  Nelly  now  walking  on  foot,  and  others  replacing 
them  on  the  pillion,  Moll  Doyle  and  Eitty  also  suc- 
cumbing to  take  Norah  Lanigan  and  Meelan  Conroy's 
places  on  horseback,  the  procession  moved  forward.  As 
every  pace  brought  them  nearer  to  their  bourne,  so  wave 
after  wave  of  lignt  broke  through  the  furling  night  clouds, 
and  broad  and  fair  shone '  out  the  dear  horizon,  and  green 
earth,  dripping  and  shivering  from  the  plenteous  bath  that 
luid  laved  her  form,  now  fanned  by  light,  sweeping  breezes, 
but  soft.  Is  yonder  lurid  gleam  manUing  tne  southern 
sky  a  reflection  of  the  morning  sun  uprising  in  the  east  P 
It  broadens,  it  deepens  to  gory  hue,  now  black  clouds 
ascending  from  earth  in  wreathy  volumes,  dot  all  the 
landscape,  and  light  winds,  scattering^  the  dense  and  opaque 
masses,  shroud  the  vista,  as  it  were,  in  veil  of  sable  crepe. 
Anon  a  cry,  a  strange,  wild  eyrie  cry,  breaks  forth  in  me 
distance,  and  is  hushed.  All  at  once,  as  though  moved  by 
simultaneous  spring,  the  fugitive  train  stood  still,  and  an 
awful  presaffe  fell  upon  the  soul  of  their  leader,  as  he  gazed 
with  sealed  lips  and  straining  eye  upon  the  portentous 
omen.  And  well  he  might :  an  unerring  presentiment 
told  him  that  the  spoiler  had  beenat  his  unhaUowQ<i'RQ'^\ 
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that  his  ohapel  of  Bolubuoe  *  with  the  humble  dwellings 
he  had  destined  to  shelter  his  fugitives,  were  in  flames, 
and  their  inmates  now  bereft  themselves  of  asylum.  Truly 
it  was  so.  Saxon  and  Dane  alike  have  evinoed  at  all 
times  the  same  taste  and  partiality  for  the  pastime  of 
ravaging  and  burning  Irish  homes,  wrecking  Irish  temples, 
desolating  Irish  land,  banishing  from  the  soil  every  yestige 
of  Irish  civillBation,  and  raising  the  oiy,  *^  All  is  barren.'' 
What  good  can  come  out  of  Nazareth  P  Mere  Irish  I — 
Papists — pariahs.  **  But  lift  your  heads,  princes  of  the  isle, 
your  lordly  halls  are  devasted ;  true,  but  they  gloriously 
perished  in  the  same  wreck  with  the  school  and  the  temple ; 
the  daughters  of  your  bowers  have  been  outraged  and 
•desecrated,  so  have  been  the  shrines  of  the  Holy  of  Holies ; 
but  defiled,  never! — ^your  heritage  has  been  reft  from  your 
hand,  and  your  children  oast  naked  ^upon  the  world,  even 
as  the  seamless  garment,  woven  by  a  mother^s  loving  hand, 
was  rent  away  by  sacrilegious  plunderers  from  the  divine 
form  it  had  arrayed  in  becoming  vesture,  and  a  sovereign 
God  and  Lord  of  all,  naked,  suffering,  despised,  and  re- 
viled with  obloquy,  expired  upon  a  cross.  Glorious  in 
the  past,  yet  more  glorious  in  the  future,  the  crown  of 
the  resurrection  shall  be  set  upon  your  brow,  and  your 
glory  shall  shine  out  as  the  sun  in  the  day  of  your  de- 
liverance. 

The  chapel  of  Bolubuce,  with  twenty  houses,  had 
been  set  on  fire  in  the  parish,  within  whose  prednots 
they  now  stood  aghast,  appalled,  those  weary  pilgrims« 
uncertain  whither  to  flee,  wreck  before  them,  danger 
behind.  Every  eye  bent  upon  the  pastor,  who,  like  a 
second  Moses  leading  the  Israelites  through  the  wilder- 
ness, had  conducted  them  so  far;  while,  equal  to  the 
emergency,  of  mind  like  his  frame,  vigorous,  active, 
and  indomitable,  he  took  in  the  position,  planned  and 
resolved.    He  waved  his  hand :"  Forward." 

And  unlike  the  children  of  Israel,  faint-hearted  and 
diffident,  without  parley  or  murmur,  resigned  to  fate,  witb 

*  Bolerogue. 
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oonfiding  trust  in  him  who  led,  submissively  they  obeyed 
his  behest.  Through  a  blooming  country,  silent  and  de- 
serted as  a  neoropous,  wended  the  jaded  group  ;  but  when 
they  had  traversed  about  a  mile,  a  man  and  woman,  break- 
ing from  a  thicket,  in  which  they  had  lain  secreted  to 
await  him,  coming  forth  like  frightened  runaway  slaves, 
accosted  Father  Murphy,  both  speaking  together  with 
thick  and  rapid  utterance  : 

*^  Och,  musha ;  och.  Father  John,  we're  murthered  en- 
tirely ;  don't  go  on,  yees'U  be  all  slaughtered ;  och,  toirra  I 
mrra  !  " 

**  Speak  one  at  a  time,  if  you  want  me  to  understand 
you,"  cried  Father  John.  *'  Come,  Joyce,  say  out ;  what 
has  happened  P" 

"  Och,  muisha,  yer  riverence,"   responded  Joyce, "  the 

village    carpenter,  whose    wife  had    the    care    of    the 

chapel,  and  the  tears  coursed  down  his  cheeks  as,  choaked 

wiu  sorrow,  he  essayed  to  speak  steadily,    "howll  I 

tell  it,  at  all  at  all  P    Tistherday  was  the  day  appointed, 

yer  riverence  knows,  for  us  to  deliver  up  any  arms  we 

had  to  Mr.  Comock,  the  magisthrate  at  Ferns.    Well, 

sir,  when  we  coome  there,  I  had  none  myself,  but  I  wint 

to  look  on.    Mr.  Ocrnock  wasn't  there  to  take  'em ;  but 

the  '  black  mob,'  armed  wid  swoords  an'  g^ns,  fell  on  the 

people,  who  turned  to  fly ;  howaniver,  as  they  purshued 

em,  they  had  to  use  the  pike  bravely  an'  fignt  for  life, 

every  foot  o'  the  way ;  and,  och,  yer  riverence,  that  wasn't 

the  worst,  but  a  lot  of  the  Teos*^  set  off  thin  to  fire  the 

crathurs'  houses ;  an'  another  pack  coome  down'an'  made 

for  the  chapel,  where  Biddy  was  puttin'  everything  to 

rights  agin  ye  coome  down  to  it.    Begorra,  whin  I  seen 

'em,  I  made  off  to  hide  behind  a  ditch ;  but  they  got 

hould  o'  Biddy,  an'  axed  where  you  was,  and  where  I 

was,  an'  she  wouldn't  tell  'em ;  so  they  dhragged  her  out, 

and  put  her  on  her  knees  to  shoot  her,  unless  she'd  tell 

where  I  was,  ox  set  fire  to  the  chapel ;  so  thin  the  crathur, 

email  blame  to  ker,  lost  heart,  and  cried  out :  '  Ocb,  Jack, 

save  me.    You  wor  at  yer  duty  last  week,  an'  are  fitter 

*  Orangemen)  00-calIed  by  the  poMantrv. 
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to  die  than  me ; '  so  whin  I  heerd  her  say  that,  the  heart 
melted  widin  me,  and  I  coom  out,  an'  the  divilfl  saized 
me,  and  wanted  me  to  do  the  same  thing ;  hut  I  tould  'em 
not  if  it  wor  to  save  mj  life  tin  times  over  would  I  com- 
mit sacrilige ;  an',  sure  enough,  I  was  a  dead  man  hut  for 
Val  Mowles,  who  remimhered  I  was  an  ould  Mend  of  his, 
an'  bid  'em  let  me  off,  and  he'd  fire  the  chapel  himself, 
which  he  did,  shooting  his  gun  into  the  thatch,  and  jibin' 
an'  defjrin'  the  Blessra  Yarffin  to  put  out  the  flames,  an' 
there's  an  ind  o'  the  poor  omd  chapel.  Ochhone,  Ferrier' 
garCf  arra,  orra!^^ 

While  Jack  concluded  his  narrative  loud  shouts  and 
cries,  at  first  vaguely  indistinct,  had  gradually  swelled 
upon  the  air,  till  now,  fearfully  defined  as  notes  of  affiray, 
they  startled  the  pallid  listeners  into  action. 

*' Forward!"  again   cried  Father  Murphy,    spurring 
hard  towards  Miltown,  the  direction  from  whence  the 
sounds  proceeded.    Soon  they  came  in  view  of  a  party  of 
Orange  yeomanry,  deftly  brandishing  arms  in  pursuit  of 
some  score  people,  men,  women,  and  children,  the  latter 
in  advance  flyins^  towards  a  neighbouring  thicket.    At 
sight  of  the  well-known  Father  John,  whom  their  com- 
rades had  expressed  the  amiable  intent  of  burning  in  his 
own  chapel,  perhaps  a  superstitious  panic  seized  them,  or 
else  too  lively  an  impression  had  been  made  upon  them  of 
the  efficacy  of  even  a  few  pikes,  wielded  in  strong  hands ; 
moreover,  these  rebels  were  not  in  retreat,  but  in  advance ; 
so  the  bump  of  caution,  in  accurate  proportion,  having  been 
judiciously  set  in  juxtaposition  with  the  bump  of  destruo* 
tiveness  in  each  head,  the  stout  Orange  yeomanry  made 
sudden  halt,  and  turned  tail,  leaving  their  exhausted 
quarry  free  to  seek  their  priest,  and  gasp  out  their  tale  of 
sorrow  into  his  sympathising  bosom. 

*'  Oh,  Boggarth  aroon  !  "  exclaimed  the  weeping  peopley 
thronging  around  him.  '*  Where  shall  we  fly  from  the 
black  persecution  that  has  come  upon  us.  Better,  oh) 
better,  we  were  at  once  in  our  graves  I " 

"  No,  it  would  not  be  better,  my  good  people,"  stoutly 
made  answer  Father  John,  his  smdl  stature  seeming  to 
eq)and  and  tower  into  height,  inflated  by  the  lofty  spirit 
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of  enthusiafim  now  escaped  from  all  control,  and  swelling 
within  his  bosom,  while  with  ooncentrated  fire  his  blue 
eye  flashed  and  blazed  like  oomet  in  its  orbit.  His  words 
were  few,  but  weighty. 

"  When  oppression  rises  to  a  point  that  necessitates  self- 
defence  from  causeless  and  indiscriminate  butchery,  we 
stand  acquitted  of  responsibility,  and  farther  quiescence 
becomes  abject  cowardice.  Let  them  that  kindled  the 
conflagration  reck  the  consequence.  Up  with  your  pikes, 
and  foUow  me." 

As  if  a  spark  had  been  suddenly  dropped  into  a  maga- 
zine of  gunpowder,  such  was  the  effect  of  Father  John's 
address  upon  the  electrified  band,  a  moment  since  sunk  iff 
gloomy  dejection  and  despondence.  Now  cold  dismay,  wearp 
apathy,  fatigue,  hunger,  all  forgotten,  exulting  acclama 
tion  burst  forth,  and  culminated  in  a  chorus  shout :  "Lead 
on  I  lead  on !  we'll  follow  V 

Father  John  waited  till  the  storm  subsided,  then  spoke 
again : 

**  My  friends,  hearken ;  one  word  more.  No  descendants 
of  Cromwellian  regicides,  freebooters,  and  canting  blood- 
stained hypocrites  are  we,  but  the  posterity  of  a  virtuous, 
noble,  high-souled  ancestry,  whose  lives  or  whose  names 
were  never  tarnished  by  deed  of  baseness.  Hence,  in  the 
strife  it  has  now  devolved  upon  us  as  duty  to  wage  with 
tyranny,  let  no  act  unworthy  of  Christian  men  siuly  our 
&ir  fame.  Bespect  the  property  of  neighbours,  hold 
saored  as  the  sanctuary  the  homes  alike  of  friend  and 
foeman,  protect .  the  weak,  defend  the  helpless,  show 
mercy  to  them  that  crave  it,  and  let  none  feel  the  fury 
of  your  just  wrath,  save  the  implacable  foeman,  whose 
band  is  lifted  against  your  hand — ^him  smite  down  with- 
out ruth." 

Having  delivered  himself  of  this  oraition,  and  resolving 
to  inaugurate  his  career  as  captain  of  insurgents  by  an 
enterprise  that  should  signalise  his  prowess,  and  strike 
terror  into  the  hearts  of  tyrants,  Father  John  entered  into 
consultation  with  Miles  and  Hugh  0' Byrne,  and  proposed 
that  an  attack  should  that  night  be  made  on  the  Oamolin 
yeomanry  as  they  returned,  from  one  of  their  dailj  iot^^^ 

Z1 
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upon  the  people,  to  Camolin  Park,  the  residenoe  of  Lord 
MouotnorriB,  their  colonel.  This  bein^  settled,  the  men 
were  dispersed,  to  provide  themselves  with  whatever  arms 
they  could  procure  and  food  fox  the  women  and  children 

concealed  in  the  furze^ 

«  «  «  •  «  • 

Betnming  leisurely  homeward  in  the  gloom  of  night- 
fall, each  one  expatiating  upon  details  of  ms  own  demoniac 
achievements,  the  military  came  in  sight  of  a  barricade  of 
some  sort  obstruoting  their  route,  and  one  approached  to 
ascertain  its  nature,  while  the  rest  halted    at  a  short 
distance.    All  at  once,  from  thicket,  copse,  and  bush,  a 
yell,    portentous,    fierce,  and  thrilling,  burst  loud  and 
high,  echoed  around  on  every  side  ;  each  startled  trooper 
'  grasped  brand  and  pistol  while  plunging  horses  reared 
and  bolted.  In  vain,  in  vain  ! — no  time  for  thought,  none 
for  action ; — ^the  ambushed  foe  are  upon  them,    in  their 
very  midst ;  pikes  and  pitchforks  are  brandishing,  scythes 
are    sweeping,  axes  and  bludgeons  are  crashmg.    'Tib 
scarcely  five  minutes :  every  saddle  is  empty ;  gashed 
corpses  lie  weltering  in  blood  upon  the  highway,  struck 
down  by  that  fell  swoop  of  the  avenger.     Rapidly  they 
are  stripped  of  their  accoutrements  and  spoil,  while  the 
victors,  leaping  into  their  vacant  saddles,  speed  on  wings  of 
windto  Camolm  Park,  to  seize  upon  the  store  of  arms  that  had 
been  given  up  by  the  people,  in  addition  to  which,  having 
also  captured  a  quantity  of  new  carbines  provided  by  Loid 
Mountnorris — ^fortunately   for    himself  absent — ^for    the 
arming  of  his  corps,  they  returned  triumphant  to  cheer 
those  who  with  anxious  bosoms  awaited  the  issue  of  their 
enterprise,  and  send  forth  by  scout  and  courier  the  gl^i 
tidings  to  many  a  distant  shelling  and  summon  reoruits 
to  the  field. 

Through  the  entire  county  the  n6ws  of  the  surprise  and 
defeat  of  the  Camolin  cavalry  (according  to  rough  estimate 
about  one  hundred  and  fifty  men)  spread  like  wildfire. 
The  North  Oork,  then  stationed  in  barracks,  and  theShil* 
malier  yeomen  cavalry,  immediately  got  under  arms  to 
march  to  Oulart  Hill,  where  it  was  rumoured  the  insur- 
gents had  taken  up  a  position,  the  former  taking  a  route 
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through  the  village  of  Castlebridge,  and  the  latter  pro- 
ceeding by  the  sea-ooast,  each  corps  to  meet  at  Ballyfamoc, 
and  thenoe  proceed  together  to  Ballinamonabeg.  The 
militia  quartered  at  Gorey,  meanwhile,  apprehending  that 
the  Tictors  might  direct  their  march  thither,  seized  with  ter- 
ror^fled  from  the  town,  andfoaming  with  rage,  impatient  not 
to  meet  in  bold  conflict  the  Irish  peasant  foe,  half-naked 
and  half-armed,  but  to  wreak  direst  vengeance  upon  the 
aged  parents,  the  wives,  and  children  that  should  have 
the  misfortune  to  fall  into  their  hands.  Bumine  whole 
villages,  murdering  and  pillaging,  these  soldiers  of  Britain 
went  their  way,  emulating  each  other  in  deeds  of  ferocity 
not  to  be  surpassed  by  the  hell  fiends  who  instigated  them  s 
for  each  went  to  the  verge  of  possibility,  and  neither 
oould  do  more. 

While  the  above  scenes  were  being  enacted  others  of 
similar  nature  were  at  the  same  hour  transpiring  in  num- 
berless localities  ;  for,  the  war-flame  once  exploded,  the 
combustion  spread  with  velocity,  rushing  along,  and  fusing 
and  igniting  all  the  land  in  general  conflagration.  On 
Kilmaothomas  Hill,  about  nine  miles  west  of  Gorey,  a 
multitude  of  women  and  children,  flying  from  the  yeo- 
manry, had  taken  refuge.  It  was  the  Sunday  of  Pentecost, 
and  their  priest,  Father  Michael  Murphy,  on  his  way  to 
give  Mass  to  his  flock,  was  waylaid  by  a  party  of  peasants, 
who  besought  him  to  accompanv  them  to  the  hill,  where 
they  were  resolved  to  stand  m  defence  of  their  wives  and 
children. 

The  priest  made  answer :  **  My  friends,  I  have  been,  as 
yon  know  from  the  beginning,  opposed  to  armed  resistaiioe 
of  our  powerful  opponents ;  but  as  affairs  have  reached  a 
crisis  that  leaves  us  no  choice  between  honourable  or  dis- 
honourable death,  let  us  elect  the  former.  Worse  cannot 
befall  us,  and  in  the  name  of  the  God  of  justice,  leaving 
the  issue  in  his  hands,  victory  or  defeat,  Ufe  or  death,  I 
will  go  with  you,  and  stand  beside  you  to  the  end,  for 
weal  or  woe." 

Amid  murmured  cheers  and  blessings  he  accompanied 
them  to  the  hill,  where  soon  after  they  were  attacked  by 
two  hundred  yeomen  from  Camew,  who,  aa  tVi^^  q^tdl^ 
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within  musket  range,  poured  vollej  after  volley  into  the 
unarmed  orowd,  vrho,   flying  in  firenzied    terror,  were 

Eursued  and  slaughtered^  to  the  number  of  three  hundred, 
y  the  yeomen  in  their  maroh  of  seven  miles,  also  burning 
one  hundred  oabins  and  two  Catholio  ohapels. 

Unaware  of  this  remoter  tragedy,  Father  John  Murphy 
bad  led  three  thousand  people  to  the  bill  of  Oulart,  oat 
of  whiob  number  there  were  not  more  than  three  hundred 
fighting  men,  the  rest  of  the  multitude  oonsisting  of 
women  and  children,  who,  like  a  herd  of  stricken  deer, 
flocked  around,  and  followed  |him  for  safety.  Upon  this 
eminence,  behind  a  breast-high  ditch.  Father  John  now 
fully  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  martial  game,  and 
resolute  to  strike  blow  for  blow,  stationed  the  most  effec- 
tive of  his  force,  placing  in  the  rere  the  women  and 
children,  and  thus  disposed,  awaited  the  approach  of  the 
enemy. 

The  sun  was  slowly  declining  in  the  West,  and  through 
bars  of  dark  nebulae,  transversing  his  disk,  seemed  to  gaze 
through  a  lattice  upon  the  scene  below.  How  serene  and 
golden !  Suddenly  the  anxious  watchers  on  the  hill  descried, 
advancing  from  the  Wexford  side,  a  squadron  of  the  North 
Cork  infantry,  with  the  Shilmalier  cavalry,  under  Colonel 
Lehunte ;  and  as  they  approached,  the  insurgents  could 
perceive,  from  their  elevated  position,  that  they  were 
manoeuvring  their  force  so  asto  surround  the  hill,  and  so 
cut  off  all  chance  of  escape  in  case  of  their  defeat.  It  was 
even  so.  Deploying  into  line,  the  horse  began,  at  quick 
pace,  to  ascend  tiie  southern  slope,  all  unconscious  of  the 
ambushed  foe,  watching  lynx-like  every  movement,  and 
scarcely  stifling  the  throb  of  hearts  that  palpitated  witb 
eager  excitement  for  the  onset. 

**Now,  bold  hands,  steady  aim,  and  thin  their  ranks," 
whispered  Father  John  to  Hugh  and  Aliles,  crouched  be- 
side him  on  one  side. 

"  Begorra,  yer  riverenoe,  I  wish  we  had  a  bet  on  it," 
whispered  Johnny  Doyle  and  Kieran  O'Hart  on  the  other. 
"  It  'ud  be  a  sin  and  a  shame  not  to  handle  these  illigant 
fowlin' -pieces  nately ;  an'  sorra  betther  use  we'll  ever  make 
o'  tbim  thin  to  knock  <)own  a  kishfol  of  such  kites." 
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They  lapsed  into  silenoey  while  on,  on  cantered  the  foe, 
seeing  nothing  but  a  vast  concourse  of  dismayed,  dumb- 
stricken  women  and  children  devoted  to  massacre,  with 
some  i^ed,  decrepit  men,  and  now  within  musket  ran^e. 
Major  Lombard,  the  second  in  command,  rode  out  in 
advance  of  his  men,  grimly  smiling  assent  as  a  sergeant 
in  his  hearing  facetiously  cried  to  a  comrade : 

"  Cock's  soul !  we'll  have  sport  now  1  Dickey,  ye  dog, 
ain't  we  in  luck  ?  Soldiering  is  a  fine  trade ;  pay  better 
than  any ;  an'  danced  I  am  if  ever  I  go  back  to  slaugh- 
tering bullocks  while  I  can  slaughter  rebels." 

"  I^orward,"  shouted  Major  Lombard,  waving  his  sword 
aloft.    ^'  Ooast  clear,  men  decamped,  women  only  to  dispose 

of.    Hol^ — what  I — ^ho! "  reeling  from  his  saddle  as 

the  word — the  last  he  should  ever  utter — ^passed  his  lips. 
Pierced  by  a  musket  ball  from  the  well-levelled  piece  of 
Hugh  O'Byme,  Major  Lombard  fell  from  his  steed  a  life- 
less corpse. 

'*More  power  to  ye,  Misther  Hugh!''  shouted  Ned 
Burke,  close  at  his  elbow,  and  making  ready  to  pour  his 
contribution  into  the  ranks  that  madly  pressed  forward  at 
accelerated  pace  to  avenge  their  leader.  '^  Now,  sir,  now, 
Misther  Miles,"  continued  the  excited  boy.  "  Here  they 
come,  slap  dash!  Just  up  with  yer  hats,  every  man  that 
owns  one,  on  the  pike's  end,  an'  the  villains  'U  think  it's 
ourselves,  an'  waste  a  round  o'  shot  on  us,  while  we  pitch 
into  'em  like  marbles." 

Instantly  adopting  the  strategic  suggestion  of  the  sharp- 
witted  youth,  the  hedge  was  lined  with  bats  just  seen 
above  the  topmost  boughs  swaying  and  moving,  while  a 
furious  detonation  of  artillery  from  the  advancing  enemy 
made  them  soon  aware  of  the  success  of  the  ruse. 

Having  halted  to  deliver  this  volley,  and  observing  no 
symptom  of  its  effects,  the  soldiery,  reloading  their  empty 
muskets,  advanced  at  more  deliberate  pace,  and  with  more 
sobered  aspect  they  scanned  the  way  before  them.  The 
insurgents,  obeying  Father  Murphy's  orders,  and  curbing 
their  eager  spirits,  still  lay  quiet,  Hugh's  strong  hand 
dutohing  the  shoulder  of  Ned  Burke,  and  pinioning 
him  in  the  very  act  of  making  an'  impetuous  s^rini^ 
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wliildy  full  of  admiration  of  his  courage,  he  apostropluBed 
him: 

**  Steady,  mj  young  lion ;  donH  be  in  euch  haste  to  get 
knocked  over,  we  can't  spare  you  yet," 

''  Six  muskets  fire !"  cried  out  Father  John. 
Three  men  at  each  side  of  him  rose  on  one  knee,  planted 
their  pieces,  and  with  deadly  accuracy  fired  upon  their 
assailants,  six  of  whom  fell  dead,  whUe  their  astounded 
comrades,  in  precipitate  confusion,  discharged  a  third  in- 
effectual fusilade  at  the  hedge  with  its  empty  hats  wayiug 
defiance. 

<<  Fire  I "  again  cried  the  sonorous  tones  of  the  oouchant 
chief. 

Another,  six  of  the  insurgents,  prompt  to  the  mandate, 

poured  in  a  second  fatal  volley :  another  six  bit  the  dust. 

'<  Charge,  pikes ! "  thundered  the  voice  of  power ;  and 

with  a  sound  like  the  roar  of  billows  rushing  along  came 

the  ambushed  foe,  crashing  through  the  hedge,  wlme  dis* 

organised  and  panic-stricken   at  onset  so    imexpected, 

helter-skelter  broke  the  militia  down  the  slope  of  the  lull, 

pursued  by  the  barefooted  insurgents,   whose  avenging 

pikes  were  so  imbued  in  gore  that,  with  the  exception  of 

one  man,  Lieutenant-Colonel  Foot,  who,  mounted  on  a 

good  horse,  reached  Wexford  in  safety,  all  of  the  rank 

and  file  perished  in  that  disastrous  expedition,  the  hut 

being  slain,  about  a  mile  from  the  hill,  by  Johnny  Doyl6y 

upon  whose  heart,  callosified  to  fiint  by  the  fate  of  his 

sisters  and  friends,  when  they  had  in  vain  implored  com' 

passion,  in  turn  rejected  with  stem  obduracy  eveiy  appeal 

for  mercy  ;  and  riding  a  fine  horse,  and  fiourishing  sword 

and  musket,  he  leisurely  retured  triumphant  to  the  hill« 

Six  officers  were  killed  in  this  engagement,  viz..  Major 
Lombard,  the  Hon.  Captain  de  Courcey,  brother  of  Lord 
Kinsale ;  Lieutenants  ^arry,  Williams,  Ware,  andEssigD 
£eogh. 

The  victorious  insurgents,  leaving  Oulart,  encamped  for 
the  night  on  the  hill  of  Carrigrua,  and  next  mormsg  i^^ 
out  for  Ferns,  en  route  to  Enniscorthy.  As  he  patted 
along,  the  smiJl  force  of  three  hundred  men,  with  wfaiob 
Father  Murphy  had  so  signally  displayed  military  talent 
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of  a  high  order,  with  bravery  the  most  dauntless,  was  now 
augmented  to  five  thousand  by  gallant  young  peasants, 
eager  to  enroll  themselves  beneath  suoh  a  leader,  burning 
to  avenge  many  a  wrong,  and  hopeful  to  win  by  their 
prowess,  at  least,  the  guerdon  of  freedom  from  the  iron  rod 
of  despotism  for  themselves  and  their  people.    About  five 
hundred  men  of  this  little  army  carried  firearms.    Upon 
the  hill  of  Ballyorrel  they  halted  to  rest  after  their  long 
march,  and  to  deliberate  concerning  Father  John's  pro- 
posed attack  on  Enmsoorthy,  whither  the  royalist  troops 
had  retreated  before  them.    Here  they  were  joined  by 
Father  Michael  Murphy,  at  the  head  of  the  young  men  of 
his  parish,  **  full  of  ardour  for  the  conflict ;"  but,  Ske  their 
comrades,  chiefly  armed  with  the  ubiquitous  pike,  and 
such  hastily  improvised  weapons  as   hatchets,  scythes,and 
pitchforks.    The  plan  of  attack  upon  the  town  having  been 
unanimously  agreed  upon,  it  was  now  arranged  to  provide 
for  the  women  and  children,  by  billetting  them  up  and 
down  upon  such  farmhouses  and  cabins  as  had  hitherto 
the  good  forttme  to  escape  the  ravages  of  the  yeomanry 
or  their  destruction  by  the  royalist  troops.    These  not 
only  threw  open  their  doors  freely  to  the  friends  of  the  in- 
surgents, but  took  care  along  the  line  of  march  to  supply 
the  latter,  as  plentifully  as  their  poor  means  would  admit, 
with    griddlebread,    eggs,   milk,   butter,   potatoes,  &c. ; 
while  the  insurgents,  moreover,  provisioned  their  camp 
by  levying  con^ibutions  of  cattle  from  the  pastures  of 
the  enemy  lying  on  theif  route.    Thus  disburdened  of 
a  weighty  encumbrance — save  few  exceptions,  in  the  per- 
son of  Moll  Doyle,  now  a  reckless  virago,  £itty  Burke, 
and    others    of   the    same    pugnacious    stamp — Doyle, 
Mooney's  ailing  wife  and  two  grandchildren  of  Norah 
Lanigan's,  with  many  more  of  constitution  too  impaired 
or  delicate  to  sustain  the  hardships  to  which  they  were 
exposed,  had  died  on  the  journey  previously — the  in- 
surgents set  out,   two  himdred  gunmen  preceding  the 
main  body,  and  soon  came  in  sight  of  Enniscorthy,  gar- 
risoned  by  five    hundred  of  the   North   Cork   Militia, 
with  several  strong  yeomanry  corps,  &c.,  fenced  on  their 
left  aide  by  the  river  Slaney,  and  on  their  right  and  xexd 
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by  the  walls  of  the  town  and  overtopping  houses,  guarded 
with  loyal  citizens,  amoDg  them  some  '' respectable  Catho- 
lics," who  had  offered  their  services,  begging  to  be  sup- 
plied with  arms,  to  join  in  the  onslaught  against  their 
countrymen  and  oo-religionists :  but  these  were  of  Anglo- 
Saxon  pedigree.  Yet,  such  the  force  of  prejudice,  as 
Papists,  the  boon  was  refused,  with  taunts  and  threats  for 
their  temerity  in  proffering  their  ''despised  aid,*'  and 
aspiring  to  a  place  among  the  exclusive  ranks  of  the  de- 
fenders of  the  Crown  and  the  monopolisers  of  loyalty. 

In  the  afternoon  of  a  sultry  summer  day,  the  approach 
of  the  insurgents  by  the  road  leading  to  Duffery  Gkte 
being  perceived,  Captain  Snow  took  his  station  at  the 
bridge,  to  secure  retreat,  in  case  of  defeat ;  while  the  cavalry 
pouring  out,  careered  swiftly  to  the  encounter,  upon  which 
the  advanced  insurgents  quitted  the  road,  posted  themselves 
behind  the  ditches  that  bounded  it  on  either  side,  and 
poured  upon  the  foremost  squadron  a  close  and  heavy  fire 
which  soon  compelled  them  to  a  yet  more  hasty  retreat, 
Beinforced,  however,  again  they  advanced ;  and  again  de- 
cimated by  the  fierce  bullet-storm  that  showered  and  beat 
upon  them — front,  flank,  and  rere — the  scattered  rout 
fled  in  confusion  before  the  fire  of  the  cool,  deliberate 
marksmen. 

While  the  gxmsmen  thus  employed  the  mounted  enemy) 
the  main  body  of  the  insurgents  halted  at  a  short  distance 
from  the  town  to  consult  with  Miles  0  'Byrne,  Hugh  being 
charged  with  the  conduct  of  the  gunsmen,  as  to  the  best 
mode  of  attacking  the  well-armed  and  advantageously 

Sosted  troops  defending  its  approaches.  Father  Michael 
[urphy  and  Miles  were  of  opinion  that  nothing  short  of 
impetuous  onslaught,  in  compact  wedge,  could  cut  through 
the  firm  array,  which  Father  John  admitted,  but  observed 
that  such  a  victory  would  be  more  ruinous  than  defeat, 
from  the  loss  their  own  ranks  would  inevitably  sustain  in 
the  affray.  A  space  of  perplexed  rumination  ensued, 
when  Father  John  cried : 

"  I  have  it,  Miles !   What  did  the  Carthaginian  general 
do  two  thousand  years  ago  P    Let's  try  the  same  expe 
dient  now.    Ha,  I  see  you  know  the  story  and  compie 
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Lend  my  plan/'  he  added,  as  Miles,  Father  Miohael,  and 
others  called  to  the  men  to  drive  all  the  cattle,  mostly 
young  buUocks,  to  the  front  ranks,  which  being  promptly 
executed,  the  order  was  given  to  the  pikemen  to  goad 
them  furiously  forward,  wmle  the  squadron,  thus  sheltered, 
swiftly  followed  in  the  rere  of  the  maddened  herd,  dashing 
headforemost,  scared  by  the  wild  shouts  and  hurrying 
goad  of  the  agile  pikemen  at  their  heels.    The  royalist 
&oop8,  beholding  the  frantic  herd  bearing  furiously  down 
upon  their  lines,  and  hearing  above  the  tumultuous  bellow- 
ing, the  roar  and  din  of  the  rushing  foe,  formed  into  square, 
with  musket  and  bayonet,  to  repel  the  blind  charge 
of  these  novel  assailants ;  but  unavailing  were  all  their 
efforts  to  arrest  the  impetuous  flight  of  the  drove,  as,  in- 
furiated by  the  yells  and  sharp  points  of  the  pursuers' 
pikes,  they  burst  into  the  throng  of  the  now  dismayed 
soldiery,  evading,  trampling,  and  opening  the  way  for  the 
terrible  p&emen,  now  in  their  midst,  with  the  awful  memo- 
ries of  tortured  victims,  murdered  friends  and  kindred, 
wrecked  homes  and  temples,  seething  in  their  bosoms, 
and  igniting  in  every  heart  a  wild  joy  of  vengeance  that 
should  deafen  it  to  every  impulse  of  mercy.    Not  long 
was  the  stand  made  by  those  British  warriors,  arrayed  in  all 
the  panoply  of  war,  against  the  outraged  peasantry,  whose 
wrongs  cried  to  heaven  for  vengeance,  and,  the  hitherto 
peaceful,  eentle  pastors,  and  obscure  Catholic  gentlemen 
who  led  the  hosting  to  victory,  wiser  if  not  better  men. 
The  royalist  troops,  fearfully  thinned,    and    completely 
routed,  fled  precipitately  into  the  town,  with  the  victors  in 
close  pursuit  at  their  heels;  but  here  their  triumphant 
progress  was  checked  by  a  sharp  fusilade  from  the  houses, 
which  opened  to  receive  those  who   had  escaped  from  the 
Dufiery  Gate,  and  now  united    with  them  in  launching 
a  terrible  fire  upon  the  imsheltered  phalanx,  which  sus- 
tained it  with  the  steadiness  of  veteran  soldiers,  and  in  turn 
proceeded  to  force  an  entrance  into  those  hostile  habita- 
tions.    Unflinching  valour  and  resolute  perseverance  at 
length  prevailed :  all  the  suburban  district  was  on  fire, 
while  myriads  of  insurgents,  appearing  on  the  summit  of 
Vinegar  Hill,  waving  green  banners,  amid  '<  black  aad 
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frowning  masses  of  pike-heads,^'  made  salutary  appeal  to 
the  instinot  of  self-preservation  in  every  loyalist  Dosom. 
Swiftly  vacating  their  post,  Sauve  qui  peut^  became  the 
word,  and  a  fli^t  en  masse  of  the  royalists  left  the  insur- 
gents at  four  o'clock,  in  possession  of  Ennisoorthy,  with  the 
arms  and  ammunition  of  the  town. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIII. 

THE   BURNING   OF   ENNISCX)RTHY. 

"  Each  heart  had  caught  the  patriot  spark, 
Old  man  and  Btripling,  priest  and  clerk ; 
Bondsman  and  serf  :  OTen  female  hand 
Stretch'd  to  the  hatchet  or  the  brand." 

Lord  or  ths  Islks. 

"  Dark  children  of  the  hills  !  'twas  then  ye  wrought 
Deeds  of  fierce  daring,  rudelj,  sternly  grand, 
As  'midst  your  craggy  dtad^  ye  fought. 
And  women  mingled  with  your  warrior  band." 

Modem  Oreece — ^Hbuans. 

Among  the  houses  that  belched  forth  shafts  of  flame  and 
hurled  deadly  missile  upon  the  insurgents,  there  was  one 
conspicuous  for  more  effectual  havoc,  a  stately  mansion) 
from  whose  many  windows  above  an  incessant  fire  galled 
their  ^  surging  mass,  which  *  WXes  and  Hugh  O'Byrne 
perceiving,  followed  by  Ned  Burke,  who  fought  stoutly 
beside  them  all  through,  they  snatched  mattock  and 
sledge-hammer  from  the  hands  of  some  of  their  partj) 
and  rushing  forward,  aided  by  Ned,  with  a  cleaver,  they 
applied  themselves  with  such  vi^ur  to  the  task,  that,  he* 
neath  the  combined  assault,  me  well-barricaded  portal 
was  wrenched  asimder,  and,  plying  musket,  pike,  and 
broadsword,  with  fury  that  bore  down  all  oppositiout  over 
heaps  of  slain  defenders— officers,  soldiers,  menials — they 
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mounted  the  blood-reekisg  stairs,  followed  by  a  staunoh 
throng  of  their  party,  uttering  the  deathfiil  shouts  of  an 
incensed  and  thoughtless  rabble,  intent  upon  but  one  ob- 
ject— vengeful  annihilation  of  an  implacable  foe.    Having 
forced  their  way  to  the  drawing-room,  which  had  been 
vacated  by  the  officers  who  had  been   firing  from  the 
windows,  to  defend  the  lower  portion  of  the  mansion  and 
obstruct  the  progress  of  the  invaders,  a  strange  and  unex- 
pected scene  met  their  eye.      The  elegant  saloon  was 
thronged  with  women  and  children,  who,  cowering  with 
terror,  and  anticipating  fearful  death  or  outrage,  set  up  a 
wail   of  terror,  some  fainting,  and  some  lifting  clasped 
hands  with  imploring  gesture,  as  if  supplicating  mercy. 
At  the  first  hasty  glance  Miles  was  about  to  withdraw  and 
close  the  door,  and  so  relieve  them  of  their  terror,  when 
his  roving  eye  alighted  upon  the  haughty  form  of  Percy 
Esmond,  with  psde  but  defiant  aspect,  standing  against 
the  fireplace.  Sternly  as  the  eyes  of  each  encountered,  they 
settled  in  the  cold  glare  of  hatred ;  but  while  Miles  main- 
tained    scornful  silence,    Esmond    tauntingly  addressed 
mm: — 

*'  For  what  do  you  delay,  gentle  victor  P  Is  it  to  enjoy 
awhile  your  triumph  in  contemplation  of  the  surfeit  of 
vengeance  that  awaits  you  and  your  myrmidons  you  pause 
in  your  work  of  blood  P" 

Miles  strode  forward,  and  then  first  perceived  what  the 
intervening  crowd  had  screened  from  view— a  middle-aged 
officer  lying  wounded  upon  a  lounger,  a  lady  of  matronly 
aspect  kneeling  beside  him,  his  hand  clasped  in  hers,  and 
two  younger  ladies  bending  over  him,  their  faces  buried 
in  their  hands,  as  they  lay  upon  the  arm  of  the  lounger. 
Miles  had  strode  forward,  with  Hugh  at  his  heels,  pre- 
meditating to  accost  Esmond  briefly :  *'  Take  your  sword 
and  defend."    But  now  he  also  perceived  that  Esmond's 
right  arm,  broken  by  a  musket-ball,  hung  in  a  sling,  and 
that  his  ^un,  emptied  of  its  last  charge  of  powder,  stood 
beside  him,  and  neither  he  nor  Hugh,  bestowing  more 
than  cursory  observation  upon  the  ladies,  whom  neither 
of  them  immediately  recognised,  Miles  spoke : 

Were  my  bosom  fraught  vrith  spirit  akin  to  thisi^^ 
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Esmond,  or  that  of  thy  sanguinary  compeers,  doubt  not  but 
ere  thy  Ups  had  poured  the  challenge,  neither  sex  nor  age 
had  arrested  a  dire  retaliation  of  many  a  cruel  wrong 
inflicted  upon  us  in  the  very  wantonness  of  unprovoked 
malice,  and  in  thy  own  person  many  a  gricYOUB  injury 
inflicted  by  your  ancestry  on  mine  requited ;  but,  happily 
for  you  and  yours,  in  this  hour  of  retribution,  ours  is 
that  reviled  creed  which  does  not  sanction  mean  revenge 
upon  a  foe,  much  less  cold-blooded  murder  of  a  neighbour ; 
and  ours  is  this  defamed  land  whose  ancient  laws  forbade 
to  smite  an  unarmed  foe.  Hence,  go  in  peace,  you  and 
yours,  till  perchance  another  day  it  may  be  given  us  the 
fortune  to  encounter  on  a  fair  field,  where,  doubt  not, 
neither  heart  of  mine  nor  arm  will  fail  to  exact  the  redress 
of  much  cause  of  grievance  in  your  b^st  blood. ^ 

While  thus^  in  accent  severe  and  concise.  Miles  spoke, 
his  back,  turned  to  the  group  in  the  rere^had  shaded  them 
from  his  notice,  or  that  of  Hugh  concentrated  upon  Percy 
Esmond,  who,  writhing  between  physical  pain,  mental  tor- 
ture, and  the  stinging  speech  of  one  despised  as  an  abject 
inferior,  now  assunung  the  authority  of  an  exulting  con- 
queror, was  about  to  make  exasperating  rejoinder,  a  gentle 
hand,  laid  upon  the  arm  of  Miles,  withdrew  his  attention, 
and  turning,  he  started  at  sight  of  the  pallid  face  of  Flora 
Esmond,  pleadingly  uplifted  to  his,  while  Ethel  Courtney, 
in  tears,  stood  beside  her,  to  the  very  obvious  and  sudden 
discomposure  of  Hugh,  as,  stepping  forward,  he  took  her 
trembling  hand  in  ms,  and  sootningly  said,  in  low  tone : 

"  Hush,  hush  1  don't  cry  so ; — ^the  worst  is  over ;— no 
harm  shall  befall  you." 

'<  But  my  father  is  wounded,"  sobbed  Ethel,  pointing  to 
the  sofa,  while  Miles  addressed  Elora  Esmond  in  manner 
wavering  between  reserve  and  compassion : 

'*  We  had  not  known  that  you  were  domiciled  in  this 
mansion,  lady,  else,  possibly,  you  had  proved  its  guardian- 
angel.  Very  loth  had  we  been  to  invade  a  temple  wherein 
was  enshrined  patroness  so  fair;  albeit  stem  necessity 
seldom  leaves  a  soldier  freedom  of  action.  What  is  your 
pleasure  ?    Let  it  be  mine  to  promote  it." 

''  Oh  I  to  thank  you ; — ^to  thank  you  a  thousand  timofl) 
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and  to  entreat  your  proteotion  of  ns  all  from  the  violence 
of  your  people  in  this  terrible  strife !"  She  faltered^  with 
humid  eyes  fixed  upon  his^  while  Hugh^  approaching  the 
Bofa  with  Ethel,  addressed  the  sufferer  with  blunt  kindness : 

<*  Well,  old  gentleman,  are  you  badly  hurt  P  Very  sorry 
I  am  for  you.  Where  is  the  wound?  How  did  it 
happen  ?" 

''  Oh,  plague  on  you !"  roared  the  officer,  in  a  tone  that 
did  not  augur  of  much  impaired  vitality,  and  dashed 
Hugh  into  awed  silence.  ''  I'm  badly  hurt  here,  sir," 
striking  his  side  with  impatient  hand.  '^  Never  knew,  in 
all  the  course  of  my  military  experience,  such  a  mode  of 
attack.  None  but  barbarians,  like  the  Persians,  who  carried 
elephants  to  battle,  would  have  thought  of  it,* — an  un- 
governable herd  of  bulls  marched  upon  us  I  Why  hadn't 
you  got  them  armed  with  visors,  breastplates,  and  scythes, 
to  make  their  execution  more  complete  P   Oh  I — ^ho !  — ^ho !" 

<<  My  dear  sir,''  responded  Hugh,  while  Miles,  attracted « 
by  the  novel  declamation,  came  over  to  inspect  the  case, 
and  listen,  ^'  That  is  not  telling  me  about  your  hurt." 

"  Isn't  it  P"  vociferated  the  sufferer.  "  Striving  to  turn 
back  the  drove,  while  shooting  one  I  got  knocked  down  by 
another,  trampled  by  a  score,  and  rescued  by  my  nephew 
there,  who  got  his  arm  broken  by  a  stray  bullet  aimed  at 
one ;  and  there  are  three  ribs  broken.  What  do  you  call 
that  ?" 

'^  Well,  sir,  these  axe  the  chances  of  battle,"  said  Miles. 
<<  We  must  do  the  best  we  can  for  you." 

**  Chances  of  battle  1"  retorted  the  irascible  officer.  ^'  I 
tell  you,  sir,  I  had  rather  got  twenty  honourable  scars  by 
the  enemy's  pikes.  There's  no  honour  in  being  knocked 
down  or  gored  by  a  bull ;  and  no  promotion." 

**  Have  patience,  Miles,  dear,"  murmured  the  patient's 
wife,  now  rising,  and  seeming  much  relieved.  "I  had 
feared  it  was  worse  with  you;  but  you  will  soon  get 
over  it." 

•*  I'll  never  get  over  it,  wife ;  I'm  done  for.  What'll 
become  of  you  and  that  child  Ethel  with  these  cursed 
victorious  Croppies  P  I  often  warned  our  fellows  to  let 
the  people  alone,  and  they  wouldn't.    Now  see  what  it'a 
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oome  to.    Oh !  oh  I  oh !    I  oan't  draw  my  breath.    I'm 
dying !" 

"  Easy  now,  sir,"  said  Miles,  "  you're  not  dying  ;  we'll 
look  for  and  send  a  surgeon  to  you.  Meanwhile,  rest 
assured  that  no  further  hurt  shall  be  done  you  by  our 
people  ;  and  for  the  sake  of  our  mutual  name — ^mme  is 
Miles,  too — let  us  shake  hands." 

'*  Go  'long  out  of  that  I  Is  it  I  shake  hands  with  a 
rebell"  shouted  Oaptain  Courtney,  while  his  dismayed 
wife  uttered  a  depreating  ejaculation,  and  Ethel,  deeply 
pained,  cried : 

«  Oh,  papa !" 

^< Never  mind,  well  waive  the  ceremony,"  said  Miles; 
'<  wounded  men  are  not  proverbially  good-tempered. 
Well,  Ned,  what  now  P"  he  continued  as  Ned  Burke  who 
during  this  time  had  been  aiding  Johnny  Doyle  and 
their  respective  parents,  Moll  and  Kitty,  to  search  the 
bodies  of  the  slain  for  gunpowder  and  bullets,  and  help 
the  insurgent  tide,  as  it  swept  by,  with  contributions  of 
weapons  to  those  who  lacked,  came  in,  with  flushed  and 
aogiy  visage,  crying : 

*'  Mr.  Hugh  ! — 1^.  Miles !  will  ye  come  here,  sir  P' 

'*  Well,  what  is  it,  Ned  P"  reiterated  Hugh,  who,  know- 
ing that  they  had  vanquished  every  opponent,  and  that  the 
mansion  was  entirely  in  the  hands  of  the  insurgents,  saw 
no  motive  for  alarm. 

'^  Sir,"  cried  Ned,  wrathfuUy,  and  same  moment  posh- 
ing a  Uitle  lad  of  about  twelve  years  old  into  the  room^ 
*' there's  three  or  four  fellows  of  ours,  massaoreing  the 
wounded,  without  rhyme  or  reason.  They  wanted  to  kill 
this  littie  chap,  an'  I  had  enough  to  do  to  save  him  from 
them." 

While  Ned  was  yet  speaking,  three  ruffianly-looking 
fellows  rushed  in,  half-drunk,  brandishing  gory  pikes,  voi 
exclaiming :  '^  Give  the  Orange  cub  here.  It's  agio 
ordhers  to  spare  one  of  the  seed  or  breed ; — out  wid 
him  1" 

'^  Hold !  Back,  on  your  lives,  you  banditti ! "  exclaimed 
Miles,  disengaging  himself  from  Flora  Esmond,  who,  in 
a  paroxysm  of  terror,  had  seized  his  arm ;  and  recognising 
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among  the  trio  the  persons  of  Cole  and  Cooper,  he  oon- 
tinued :  *^  Touoh  a  hair  of  his  head  at  your  peril ;  and  if 
we  hear  of  your  slaying  another  wounded  man,  it  will  he 
death  for  you.  'Tis  such  wretches  as  these/'  he  added, 
turning  to  Percy  Esmond^  'Hhat  disgrace  and  damage 
the  character  of  the  best  and  holiest  cause  that  ever  listed 
the  sword  of  heroes,  and  from  which  no  ranks  of  war  are 
exempt :  poltroons  and  cowards  of  the  lowest  grade,  whose 
frothy  courage,  imbibed  &om  intoxicating  stimulants, 
spurs  them  on  to  spurious  valour  in  peinpetrating  deeds 
of  ferocity  brave  men  would  abhor.     Be  off,  knaves ! " 

**  Ay  will  we ;  an'  report  you  to  the  captain,  Father 
Murphy,  for  a  Mnd  o'  the  inimy,  an'  sheltherin'  the 
bloody  Orangemin,''  insolently  retorted  the  foremost  ruffian. 
Cooper,  sneaking  off. 

^'  How  can  ye  blame  'im  P — shure  he's  'got  a  sweetheart 
among  'em,"  grinned  the  second,  with  wink  and  pointed 
allusion  that  sent  the  swift  blood  mantling  to  the  brow  of 
Flora  Esmond,  while  Miles  looked  thunderbolts  after 
the  trio ;  and  Hugh  laughingly  turned  to  the  boy,  who 
had  been  crying  bitterly,  in  piteous  supplication  for  his 
little  life,  and  now  stood  by  his  manful  protector,  Ned 
Burke :  '*  Well,  my  little  man,  what  have  you  to  say  for 
yourself — who  are  you  P  '* 

'Tm  the  drummer,  please  sir,"  whimpered  the  little 
fellow.  '*  I  ran  in  here  with  Sergeant  Brown  when  the  in- 
surgents forced  the  lines." 

"  Then,  my  boy,"  said  Miles,  **  go  find  your  drum ; 
scamper  after  your  friends,  and  play  *  Croppies,  lie  down ' 
to  your  heart's  content  among  them.  Go,  you  are  free. 
See  him  safe  to  the  street,  Ned." 

''Thank ye, sir;  an'  I'll  never  join  in  playing,  *  Crop- 
pies, lie  down,'  again,"  said  the  grateful  youth,  anxious  to 
make  some  return  for  the  mercy  shown  him ;  and  he  was 
in  the  act  of  retreating,  when,  heralded  by  loud,  tumultuous 
din  and  outcries,  in  rushed  Moll  Doyle  and  Eitty,  truth 
compels  us  to  add  bloodstained  on  their  garments,  their 
arms  up  to  their  elbows  wet  with  blood,  and  blood  fresh 
on  the  pikes  they  bore  in  their  sturdy  hands. 

''Come  along,   Misther    Miles!     Come    on,    Misther 
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Hugh !  "  yelled  Moll  Doyle.  "  What  are  ye  oosherin*  here 
for,  and  the  min  gone  on  wid  Father  Murphy,  an*  the 
town  on  fire,  and  smokin'  at  all  ends  ?  " 

Miles,  knowing  that  Moll  Doyle  would  not  forget  her 
habitual  respect  to  acoost  him  in  such  manner,  save  under 
great  excitement,  and  now  aware  of  the  cause  of  the  dark: 
ness  that,  hitherto  unheeded,  had  been  gradually  involv- 
ing the  atmosphere,  ran  with  Hup^h  to  look  out  of  the 
window ;  while  Captain  Courtney,  incensed  at  the  intru- 
sion of  the  belligerents  in  such  plight,  roared  like  a  stentor : 

<'  Get  out,  you  bold  hussies !  you  savage  Bellonas !  How 
dare  you  present  yourselves  here,  you  libels  on  woman- 
hood ;  you *' 

*^  Arrah,  musha,  take  time  to  draw  breath,''  retorted 
Kitty,  stepping  forward  before  Moll  Doyle,  who,  look- 
ing at  her  pike,  seemed  to  deliberate  whether  it  or  she 
should  silenoe  the  speaker.  **  It  is  you,  sir,"  cried  Eitty, 
with  vociferous  volubility,  "  an'  the  likes  o'  you  that  has 
made  us  what  we  are.  Whin  yees  burned  the  roof  over  our 
heads,  murthered  our  husbands  an'  childhre  afore  our 
eyes,  an'  dhrove  us  naked  on  the  highway,  what  respect 
did  ye  lave  us  for  our  womanhood  ?  So  we  changed  our- 
selves into  brave  min  ;  an'  proud  I  am  to  the  fore  to  say  it, 
not  a  man  among  'em  has  made  betther  use  o'  the  pike 
thin  Moll  Doyle  an*  myself; — an',  plaze  God,  we'll  use  it 
till  it'll  be  your  turn  nixt  to  crave  marcy,  like  women,  on 
bended  knees;  an'  thin  maybe  ye'll  know  what  it  is 
to  have  Christianable,  human  feelin's  made  sport  of; 
an 

^^  Come,  come,  Joan  of  Arc,  that  will  do,"  said  Miles, 
interrupting  the  eloquent  harangue. 

Moll  Doyle,  in  turn,  interrupted  him:  '^For  shame, 
Misther  Miles  I  I  wondher  at  ye,  sir,  to  be  jibin'  an' 
callin'  honest  women  out  o'  their  names :  not  but  Jane  of 
Arklow  ma^  be  a  very  daoent  woman,  for  all  I  know  ;-* 
but  give  Eitty  her  own  name,  if  ye  plaze  sir.  She  has  no 
need  to  be  ashamed  of  it  before  the  best  quality.  Inagh  /" 

'<  No,  no,  my  dear  soul ;  I  meant  a  compliment.  DonH 
be  so  captious.  The  town's  on  fire,  and  it  wm  give  us  enough 
to  do  to  escape  out  of  it,"  hastily  returned  Miles,  looking 
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▼ery  serious  and  anxious.  ''What  are  you  going  to 
do,  Lieutenant  Esmond?  You  are  in  absolute  danger 
here." 

"  I  don't  suppose  we'll  be  better  oflF  anywhere/*  returned 
Esmond,  sullenly ;  **  we  must  expeot  to  be  murdered  in 
the  street,  by  your  Hottentots.*' 

"  And  I  can't  budge,"  groaned  Captain  Courtney— "oh ; 
oh!— oh!" 

"  We  must  fly  at  onoe,"  cried  Hugh,  imperatively ; 
**  the  flames  are  spreading  rapidly,  and  the  inhabitants — 
men,  women,  and  children,  our  own  men,  and  the  garrison, 
are  all  flying  pell-mell." 

"  Trust  yourselves  to  our  guidance  till  we  place  you  in 
safety  among  your  friends,"  cried  Miles.    Then,  without 
waiting  for  response,  he  called  to  Moll  Doyle  and  Kitty  to 
assist  Ned  and  the  little  drummer  to  carry  forth  the 
wounded  captain  upon  a  litter,  hastily  fashioned  of  a  pair 
of  sheets,  which  command,  ungraciously  obeyed  by  the 
indignant  heroines,  had  met  with  flat  refusal ;  but  at  the 
first   symptom  of  obstreperous   demurance  there  flashed 
from  his  eye  a  glance  that  instantly  enforced  submission ; 
and  venting  their  disapprobation  of  the  task  assigned 
them  in  pimbUng  murmurs,  they  hurried  along  with 
their  burden,  shouting  to  go  slow,  not  to  shake  the  life 
out  of  him ;  to  keep  near  their  master,  that  he  would 
largely  compensate  them,  and  so  forth.    The  menials  of 
the  household,  by  this  time  in  wild  commotion,  with  some 
lady  friends  of  the  family  and  children,  were  hurrying  to 
and  fro,  to  secure  some  sort  of  covering  to  protect  them  from 
the  sparks  now  flying  thickly  in  the  air,  and  the  scorching 
heat  of  the  blazing  houses.    Miles  took  Mrs.  Courtney, 
while  Hugh  wrapped  his  cotamore  round  Ethel,  to  se- 
cure her  white  muslin  robe  from  ignition,  holding  trays 
over  their  heads;   while  Percy  Esmond  followed  with 
Flora,  and  others  pressing  close  behind  them,  wrapped  in 
blankets,  or  sheltered  beneath  pillows,  &c.     On  amerging 
into  the  street,  horrifying  was  the  scene  tha^  encountered 
them  on  every  side — hundreds  of  burnin  ^  dwellings  vo- 
mited casoades  of  flame  into  the  sultry*  atmosphere,  and 
tongues  of  lurid  flame  shot  up  and  darted  like  li^Vs^% 
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flashee  through  tho  dense  yolumes  of  wreathing  smoke, 
that  every  moment  waved  a  pall  of  deeper  gloom,  and 
wrapt  in  olacker  shroud  the  town  of  Ennisoorthy ;  while 
through  the  sable  oloud  an  angry  blood-red  sun,  round 
and  solid  as  ball  of  fire,  looked  down  from  above  upon 
struggling  masses  of  people,  shrieking  women,  orying  chil- 
dren, clamorous  men,  royalist  and  insurgent,  promiscu- 
ously huddled,  in  that  flight  for  life,  through  scorching 
streets,  slaked  with  hot  ashes.    Wealth  and  poverty,  the 
aristocrat  and  the  plebeian,  indiscriminately  blended  in  the 
surging  throng,  officers  who  had  torn  off  their  epaulettes 
and  men  of  station  who  had  divested  themselves  of  the 
abused  insignia  of  power,  which  guilty  conscienoe  told 
them  had,  in  lieu  of  winning  homage  and  respect,  ren- 
dered them   obnoxious    and    hateful  to  the    iU-tivdated 
people — all,  all  flying,  frenzied  and  distracted  with  tenor, 
before  the  sword  of  the  avenger.     Swiftly  as  their  encum- 
bered steps  could  speed,  Miles  and  Hugh  made  good  their 
progress,  half-stifled  by  the  smoke  and  heat,  yet  sustaining 
by  kind  words,  and  encouraging   their  almost  fainting 
companions  to  perseverance,  tiU  they  had  left  behind  the 
castle  of  Ennisoorthy,  just  stormed  by  the  insurgents, 
when  some  debris^  tumbling  from  a  roof,  falling  in  with  a 
crash  like  thunder,  struck  Feroy  Esmond,  pitching  him 
forward  on  his  face,  and  dragging  with  him  his  sister,  who 
leaned  upon  his  arm.     This  accident  brought  the  prooes* 
sion  to   a  halt,  and  Mrs.  Courtney  and  Ethel  almost 
simultaneously  fainting — one  from  exhaustion,  the  other 
overcome  by  sudden  panic — Miles  and  Hugh,  sorely  em- 
barrassed for  some  moments,  were  at  length  relieved  &t 
sight  of  some  yeomanry  dashing  along,  to  whom  they 
odUled  to  take  charge  of  their  friends  to  Wexford,  or  eke 
assist  to  convey  them  beyond  the  vicinage  of  danger ;  but 
the  gallant  yeomen  were  too  solicitous  for  their  own 
safety  to  heed  the  appeals,  they  vanished  like  magic ;  sod 
all  that  remained  then  was  to  lift  Esmond  who  had  been 
stunned  by  the  blow  and  the  fall,  and  sunamon  aid  from 
their  own  bands  to  carry  their  charge  to  Vinegar  HUl,  the 
now  prosdmate^  rendezvous  of  the  insurgents.     This  was 
soon  aooompliflhed ;  and  seleoting  a  good-looking  hoosd 
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Bihiated  midway  up  the  slope  of  the  hill,  where  he  was 
informed  Father  Joan  Murphy  was  then  resting,  with  some 
others,  from  the  fettigue  of  the  day,  Miles  ordered  the  litter- 
bearers  to  proceed  uiither,  Captain  Courtney  yellmg  the 
while,  like  a  lunatic  : 

**  Not  there  I  not  there,  you  TiLlains  I  Hare  you  be- 
trayed P  and  is  it  to  your  priest  you  are  taking  us  prisoners, 
to  be  murdered  in  oold  blood  P    Oh  I — oh  ! — oh !'' 

^*  Be  quiet.  Captain  Courtney ;  you  are  in  no  danger  of 
suoh  catastrophe,'^  said  Miles,  who  oould  have  laughed  at 
the  ludicrous  expression  of  the  captain's  really  terrified 
face,  but  for  meeting  the  gloomy  eye  of  the  revived 
Esmond,  and  the  questioning  one  of  Flora  reproachfully 
fixed  on  him.     "  My  priest  is  not  so  bad  as  you  suppose." 

<«  Nonsense,  nonsense,  sir ;  don't  I  know  better  ?  Don't 
I  know  that  if  the  priest  commanded  you,  on  pain  of 
damnation,  to  obey  him  you  would  have  no  choice  but  to 
murder  us ;  and  if  you  didn't  he  has  plenty  of  agents  to 
do  Ms  behests,"  blurted  out  the  distressed  captain. 

Without  answering  him.  Miles  strode  through  the 
open  portal,  and  the  lounging  swarm  of  wondering  pike- 
men,  all  strangers  to  him,  yet  deferentially  making  way 
before  the  green  scarf-badge  that  indicated  his  post  of 
command  in  their  ranks,  and  closely  followed  oy  hi? 
convoy,  he  entered  a  parlour  of  the  mansion,  whose  former 
occupants  having  fled  left  it  in  peaceable  possession  of  the 
enemy.  Father  Murphy,  who,  seated  at  a  table  with  some 
others,  was  regaling  himself  with  a  hearty  meal  of  cold 
beef,  bread  and  butter,  and  wine — the  first  time  he  had 
tasted  food  since  the  preceding  day — and  Gerald  Byrne 
of  Ballymanus  seated  beside  mm,  making  inroads  on  a 
piece  of  bacon,  loudly  hailed  him  : 

'*  Cead  mille  failthe,  Miles !  Where's  Hugh  P  What 
became  of  you?  We  feared  you  had  got  knocked  off. 
Come,  sit  down  and  have  a  mouthful,  you  must  need  it," 
were  the  consecutive  exclamations  with  which  he  was 
greeted  by  each  in  turn,  the  while  surveying  the  party  at 
the  door,  till  Father  John  continued  : 

'*  Who  are  these  friends  of  yours  P    What  ails  them  ? 
They  seem  in  sorry  plight." 
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**  So  they  are,"  said  Miles.  ''  Friends  of  mine  and 
Hugh's ;  escaped  under  our  convoy  from  Enniscorthy,  and 
going  to  Wexford  when  rested  and  refreshed.  I'm  glad 
to  see  youVe  got  some  good  cheer  to  welcome  us.  Give  a 
glass  of  wine  to  these  ladies,  and  find  me  a  surgeon  to 
dress  the  wounds  of  Captain  Courtney  and  Lieutenant 
Esmond." 

*'  I'm  your  man,  sir,"  cried  a  portly  individual  rising, 
and  coming  forward  to  inspect  the  patients,  while  Father 
Murphy,  benevolently  smiling  at  the  intimidated  ladies, 
invited  them  to  a  seat  at  the  table,  and  setting  before  them 
grateful  refreshment,  beckoned  to  Moll  Doyle  and  Eitty, 
Ned  Burke,  and  the  little  drummer,  relieved  from  their 
burden,  to  seat  themselves  on  the  floor,  while  he  plied 
them  with  wedges  of  bread  and  beef,  and  mugs  of  beer. 

Upon  examination  by  the  surgeon  it  was  found  that 
Caption  Courtney  had  only  one  rib  broken,  which,  though 
he  would  not  believe  it,  gave  him  much  secret  satisfaction. 
Lieutenant  Esmond's  arm  was  skilfully    set,  and    the 
wound  on  his  head  dressed,  and  by  the  time  they  had  each 
drank  a  couple  of  glasses  of  wine,  and  partaken  of  some 
viands,  they  were  in  a  much  ameliorated  frame  of  mind  ;— 
indeed  so  much  so,  that  Captain  Courtney,  regaining  some 
of  his  wonted  hardy  courage,  graphically  and  charaote^ 
istically  put  the  question  to  the  priestly  captain  of  the  in- 
surgents, while  as  yet  surveying  him  through  the  smoked 
glass  of  intense  prejudice  : 

'^  May  I  make  bold  to  ask  what  are  you  going  to  do 
next — fall,  perhaps,  on  Wexford,  and  leave  it  in  the  sam® 
ruin  as  Enniscorthy  ?" 

"  For  whatever  we  do,  my  friend,  thank  yourselTeSf" 
responded  Father  John,  coldly,  swallowing  a  hasty 
morsel.  '^  You've  set  us  a  bad  example,  and  must  not 
be  surprised  to  find  the  puj^ils  deftly  rehearse  the  task  io 
which  they  have  been  so  whipped  on.  If  you  have  bumed 
all  the  dwellings  of  the  poor  you  have  left  nothing  for  us 
but  the  towns  and  mansions  of  the  wealthy,  so  we  have* 
you  see,  no  choice." 

*^  And  you'd  have  had  less,  let  me  tell  you,  but  for  the 
cowardice  of  the  lasoally  North  Cork  Yeomamy  at  Oalart, 
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whOy  instead  of  standing  their  ground  till  we  oould  look 
about  uBj  ran  away ;  and  we'd  have  known  nothing  about 
our  danger  but  for  the  escape  of  Foot,  the  nimblest  among 
them.  Glad  you  out  them  all  off  to  a  man ;  suoh  poltroons 
are  unfit  to  live." 

**  I  think,  sir/'  laughed  Father  John, ''  though  we  differ 
on  8on:^e  points  we  would  agree  also  on  a  few,  and  one  is, 
that  cowards  are  great  stumbling-blocks  in  more  ways 
than  one  to  any  causes  and  were  much  better  timely 
weeded  out,  as  brave  men  would  sooner  come  to  reasonable 
understanding  and  fair  adjustment  of  quarrel." 

There  was  a  bonhomie  and  an  outspoken  manner 
about  Father  John,  which,  along  with  his  paternal 
countenance,  at  once  benignly  claiming  reverence,  and 
commanding  respect,  was  mcipiently  making  favourable 
impressions  upon  Captain  Courteney,  who  granted  a  con- 
ditional assent,  muttering  while  glanced  at  his  nephew : 

"  Ay,  if  they  were  all  gentlemen/' 

"Certainly,"  responded  Percy  Esmond;  *'that  is  an 
indispensable  qualification.  One  could  not  expect  to  find 
in  a  brute  rabble  more  than  the  ferocious  courage  inciden- 
tal to  the  brute  beast :  reason  would  appeal  in  vain  to  their 
understanding." 

Miles  O'Byme,  who  felt  that  the  speaker's  eye  was 
upon  him,  and  that  there  was  a  sinister  allusion  in  the 
drift  of  hiis  speech,  made  haughty  interrogation  : 

"  Do  you  consider  all  those  holding  commissions  in  the 
line  gentiemen  P'^ 

"  They  are  loyalists  and  enlightened  Protestants,"  said 
the  lieutenant,  grandly. 

^^<  Evading  the  point  does  not  answer  the  question," 
smiled  Hugh.  <<  So,  I  daresay,  are  your  valet  and  butler 
loyal  fellows,  and  good  church  goers." 

"  Can  the  half  of  them  spell  their  own  names  P  "  cried 
Oerald  of  Ballymanus,  ironically. 

"  You  must  admit  that  the  least  of  them  is  superior  in 
civilisation  and  social  grade  to  the  rag,  tag,  and  bobtail 
you  deem  it  an  honour  to  lead  into  rebellion  against  the 
oest  of  kings,  in  foray  upon  his  peaceful  subjects,  and 
which  error  may  yet  cost  you  dear.   Yes,  I  assert,  as  com- 
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pared  with  yours,  the  least  of  ours  is  a  genilemany"  re- 
plied Esmond,  frowning  upon  the  insurgent  leaders. 

Miles  resumed : 

''Then  all  I  oan  say  is,  if  your  definition  of  a 
gentleman  be  founded  upon  his  loyalty,  Protestantism,  a 
good  outward  ooat,  and  superior  social  grade — that  in  the 
name  of  loyalty  and  Protestantism,  and  on  the  strength 
of  his  good  ooat  and  superior  social  grade — ^your  gentle- 
men, inaccessible  to  reason,  hare  perpetrated  crimes  that 
never  will  disgrace  the  meanest  of  our  ragged  peasantry, 
whose  contempt  and  scorn  they  have  rendexm  themselves. 
Yes,  I  proclaim  it  aloud,  without  possibility  of  contradic- 
tion, your  depraved  myrmidons  have  left  on  reoord 
enormities  so  heinous,  that  posterity,  hearing  of  them,  when 
the  grave  has  closed  over  their  bones,  will  cry  out :  *  Not 
men,  but  monsters  these  I '  And  yet  will  the  half  of  their 
infamy  be  disclosed  till  the  great  accounting  day,  since  there 
be  deeds  too  vUe  for  even  mstoric  pages  to  note,  and  which 
will  be  found  transcribed  in  the  book  of  the  recording  angel 
only?  Yes,  we  have  cause  to  be  thankful  that  our  place 
is  not  among  ranks  whose  ignoble  fame  would  simuse 
our  cheeks  with  the  brand  of  dishonour,  the  hot  blood  of 
shame !" 

''But  that  I  anticipate  our  victorious  arms  will by-and- 
by  compel  you  to  reverse  your  opinion  I  would  here  and 
now  give  you  the  lie  if  you  mean  to  allege  that  dishonour 
attaches  to  any  corps  to  which  I  belong,'^  retorted  angry 
Esmond,  unheeding  the  imploring  gestures  of  his  sister, 
aunt,  and  cousm. 

''  And  but  that  I  stand  pledged  to  my  cause  in  this  great 
national  duel,  in  which  we  hope  to  obtain  satisfaction  by 
dint  of  the  sharp  argument  of  pike  and  musket,  I  would 
here  and  now  take  up  your  challenge,  and  so  acquit  me 
that  no  traducer  would  again  be  found  to  impugn  my 
pretension  to  equal  rights  of  manhood,  or  malign  any 
cause  I  espoused. 

The  entrance  of  Father  Michael  Murphy  to  summon 
Father  John  and  his  confederates  to  council  here  inter- 
rupted the  angry  colloquy  between  the  gentlemen. 

feather  Jomi  immediately  rose,  and    turning  to  his 
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guests  said/  with  all  the  courteous  grace  and  dignified 
bearing,  partly  inherent  and  partly  the  result  of  his  early 
pupilage  in  the  College  of  Seville,  and  interoourse  with 
the  most  polished  society  of  Spain :  ''My  friends  will*  I 
know,  excuse  my  absence,  dictated  by  imperious  necessity, 
and  furthermore  permit  me  inquire  as  to  their  wishes. 
Night  is  dosing  in,  Wexford  is  distant,  and  none  of  the 
party  appear  well  fitted  to  undergo  the  renewed  fatigue  of 
an  eleyen-mile  journey,  with,  perhaps,  indifferent  accom- 
modation in  a  city  now  thronged  with  fugitives.  Above- 
stairs  in  this  house  are  some  rooms  comfortably  appointed. 
If  it  be  your  pleasure  to  make  use  of  them  m  the  emer- 
gency, trust  to  our  insurgent  faith  that  you  shall  not  be 
disturbed,  and  I  will  appoint  these  women  to  wait  upon 
you,  and  attend  in  every  particular  to  your  comfort,  while 
our  men  withdraw  to  the  sterner  duties  of  the  camp." 

Father  John's  address  appealed  with  varied  effect  to 
each  of  his  auditors.  Flora  and  Ethel,  whom,  waiving 
the  brief  episode  of  wordy  war  with  Percy,  Miles,  and 
Hugh,  had  been  sedulous  in  effort  to  tranqmllise  and  win 
to  gentle  confidence  in  their  friendly  disposition,  quite 
gained  over  in  heart,  were  at  once  for  accepting  the  pro- 
posal. Mrs.  Courtney,  dreading  the  long  journey,  and 
the  possible  contingency  of  a  night  in  the  barracks  or  on 
the  street,  thought  a  comfortable  room  would  be  more  de- 
sirable if  they  could  be  quite  sure  of  safety  among  such  a 
multitude  of  the  wild  Irish.  Captain  Courtney  and  Lieu- 
tenant Esmond,  feverish  with  their  wounds,  and  impatient 
to  be  among  their  own  friends,  thought  it  better  to  get  on, 
and  accept  of  Father  John's  offer  of  horses  and  convoy  ; 
but  then  came  the  wary  suspicion  suggesting  that  perhaps 
on  the  way  the  treacherous  scoundrels  would  fall  on  and 
murder  them.  This  cogent  idea  prevailed,  and  Captain 
Courtney  consented  to  remain,  stipulating  that  those  odious 
hussieB  should  not  approach  one  of  their  party,  which 
derogatory  injunction  was  thus  resentfully  answered  by 
the  affronted  parties,  Kitty,  who  was  mistress  of  elocution, 
taking  the  lead : 

'^  Musha,  thin,  Kitty  returns  the  compUmipt.  Wid  all 
manner  o'  rispiot  to  the  ordhers  of  his  raverence,  Moll  an' 
I  was  just  sayin'  '  Och,  sure,  now,  isn't  this  a  ^ox  ^s^aa^^ 
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that  if  the  ioimj  coome  down  on  ub,  as  there'  no  knowin' 
but  they  would,  an'  the  min  have  to  maroh  to  meet  'em; 
there  was  she  an'  I  set  for  eentries  to  watoh  over  an'  take 
oare  o'  the  likes  o'  yous — not  that  I'd  begrudge  it  to  the 
two  young  ladies,  God  mark  their  purty  faoes  to  grace  I 
but  to  be  waitin'  like  dhrynurses  an'  chambermaids  on  the 
gintlemiuy  an'  the  boys  wantin'  us  to  help  em',  'ud  aggra- 
vate a  donkey,  an'  glad  I  am  ye've  made  betther  choice  o' 
the  ould  lady  to  attind  ye.  Wisha,  coome  along,  Moll,  to 
the  council ! " 

Captain  Courtney,  observing  judicious  silence,  made  no 
response  to  this  fluent  oration,  which  Moll  Doyle,  as  she 
followed  her  termagant  relative,  wound  up,  saying : 

''  Throth,  if  I  war  to  be  put  on  that  duty  it's  go  out 
soldierin'  on  my  own  hook  I  would,  inagh  !  " 

Miles  approached  the  alarmed  Flora  and  Ethel,  looking 
dismayed  at  the  viragos  whom  Hugh  and  Father  John 
were  now  striving  to  pacify,  while  they  drew  them  forth 
with  themselves,  and  said:  "Don't  mind  these  noisj 
dames ;  they  are  excited  and  in  a  querulous  mood  just 
now,  but  in  reality,  they  are  tender,  good-hearted  mothers 
of  families,  have  till  lately  led  quiet,  inoffensive  lives,  aod 
had  Father  John  not  known  them  to  be  decent  and  well- 
conducted  he  would  not  have  proposed  their  services." 

''  Oh,  but  they  are  so  blood-stained !  "  remarked  Flozs, 
with  a  shudder. 

'^  Well,  they  shall  not  molest  you,"  said  Miles,  gentljr* 
"  Where's  the  little  drummer  P  There,  yonder ;  I  see  him 
speaking  to  Captain  Courtney.  Well,  I  am  going  now  to 
the  camp  ;  should  you  need  any  service  I  can  render,  de- 
pute him  to  seek  me,  and  meanwhile  rest  assured  that  you 
are  safe  here  as  vou  could  be  in  the  midst  of  your  own 
legions.    Adieu  f  " 

^  liifting  his  hat  in  courtesy,  Miles  departed  with  Hugh, 
just  returned  to  summon  him  in  haste  to  the  coundl,  Flora 
and  Ethel,  in  deep  silence  looking  after  them,  till  recalled 
by  the  voice  of  Captain  Courtneji^  saying : 

''  Isn't  this  a  nice  fix  we're  in  ?  In  the  midst  of  a  rebel 
camp,  not  one  of  our  own  people  about  us,  servants  and  all 
made  off  to  Wexford.  May  the  homed  beasts  puno® 
tieml" 
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''  Don't  agitate  jotmelf,  dear,"  entreated  Mrs.  Courtney, 
a  smally  spare  person  of  very  ladylike  appearance  and 
prepossessing  manners  ;  *'  it  will  be  bad  for  you." 

**  Psha  I  Luoy,  how  easy  you  take  it.  You  women  have 
no  feeling.  Three  ribs  broken.  I'm  sorry  now  we've 
trusted  ourselves  to  such  barbarians,  and  Per^  so  dis- 
abled. Mark  my  words,  we're  in  great  peril.  The  priest 
is,  after  all,  the  best  of  the  lot,  and  if  the  murderous  squad 
fall  on  us,  where  should  we  find  him  now  P  Flora  and 
Ethel,  taJce  my  warning,  keep  out  of  the  way  of  those 
brigands  that  have  been  showing  you  so  muoh  civility. 
Heavens !  what  yahoos  their  women  are.  Nioe  wouldn't 
it  be  if  they  took  a  fancy  to  you  P— oh,  oh,  my  ribs  ! 
Wife,  it's  all  your  fault.  You  would  wait  for  the  garrison 
ball,  when  I  wanted  to  go  up  to  Dublin.  If  misfortune 
comes  of  it,  I'll  lay  it  at  your  door,  and  yours,  Flora,  that 
encouraged  your  aunt  to  stay,  because,  forsooth,  you  didn't 
like  meeting  Carhampton,  and  Marmion  teased  you,  and 
— ^well,  you  may  find  it  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire. 
But  rU  up  to  Dublin,  come  or  stay  who  will,  and  get  a 
surgeon  to  attend  me  that  has  skiU  in  his  profession.  I 
will ! — all  your  fault ! — ^Enniscorthy  burned  to  the  ground, 
and  heaven  knows  what  next  I " 

'<  Gome,  uncle ;  'tis  all  very  bad,  but  can't  be  helped 
now,  and  you  want  rest,"  said  Percy,  taking  advantage 
of  a  pause  to  persuade  the  captain  to  lie  down  on  a  couch 
carried  in  for  his  use. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THB   SURKENDER  OF   WEXFORD. 

** '  Danger  I    Oh,  tempt  me  not  to  boast  {* 
The  youth  exclaimed.     '  Thou  little  know*8t 
What  he  can  brave  who,  born  and  nurst 
In  danger's  paths,  has  dar*d  her  worst ; 
Upon  ^hose  ear  the  signal  word 
Of  strife  and  death  is  nearly  breaking ; 
Who  sleeps  with  head  upon  the  sword 
His  fever  d  hand  mast  grasp  in  waking." 

FiRB  W0RBHIFPKR8. 

The  morning  sun  rose  clear  and  silvery  upon  the  town 
of  Enniflcorthy^  as  at  the  self-same  hour  of  yesterday 
morning  basking  in  the  new-  bom  splendour,  and  animated 
with  the  pulse  of  waking  life.  To-day  its  aspect,  how 
changed !  Masses  of  dead  bodies,  with  ruined  debris 
choking  the  narrow  streets;  stately  mansions,  shapeless 
heaps  of  ruins ;  fine  houses,  dingy  and  desolate,  standing 
wdth  yawning  doors  wide  open,  where  they  had  been  burst 
by  the  fierce  invader ;  no  sound  of  life  breaking  the  still- 
ness of  horror ;  and  adjacent  the  pellucid  river,  oalmly 
winding,  through  green  waving  woodlands  and  sylvan 
glades,  browsed  by  peaceful  herds,  its  sinuous  course  to 
the  sea.  Indisposed  to  sleep,  yet  somewhat  rested  and 
recovered  from  the  prostrating  effects  of  the  dread  scenes 
in  which  they  had  but  yet  acted  a  minor  part  of  the  day 
preceding.  Flora  and  Ethel,  who  shared  the  same  apart* 
ment,  rose  early,  and  for  some  time  stood  looking  out  of 
the  top  window  upon  the  thrilling  spectacle  before  them— 
Vinegar  Hill,  a  conical  eminence,  standing  in  the  midst  of 
an  extensive  amphitheatre  of  hills,  of  different  form  and  ele- 
vation, receding  into  distance :  some  soft  and  undulating^ 
olothed  with  verdure  and  cultivation ;  others  presenting 
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a  rugged  outline,  swathed  with  the  deep  purple  tints  of 
atmospheric  hue,  oasting  them  into  shadowy  distance ;  to 
the  north  the  ancient  castle  of  Ferns,  standing  against 
a  blue  cone  of  hill  rising  loftily  above  it ;  and  towards  the 
west  the  lordly  summits  of  Mount  Leinster  towering  over 
all.  But  not  this  panorama  of  beauty  attracted  the  sad 
eyes  of  the  cousins,  riveted  in  awe  upon  the  heaving  ocean 
of  men  arrayed  for  mortal  combat  that  covered  the  hill 
from  base  to  summit,  leaving  but  one  bare  spot  of  about 
a  hundred  and  fifty  yards  around  their  mansion,  standing, 
as  it  were,  in  the  midst  of  a  charmed  circle,  in  which  the 
only  object  they  saw  was  Kitty,  in  clean  cap  and  apron, 
and  quite  divested  of  yesterday's  repulsive  tokens,  miMng 
a  cow ;  while  Moll  Doyle,  equally  improved  in  externals, 
was  caressing  a  lively  young  bidl,  which  having  had  a 
horn  broken,  and  sustained  sundry  damage  in  its  martial 
onslaught  upon  the  foe,  engaged  her  kindly  sympathy. 
Feeding  the  animal  with  pieces  of  brown  bread,  she  at 
length  Degan  to  apostrophise  it,  much  to  the  amusement 
of  tiie  unobserved  Flora  and  Ethel : 

"  My  jewel  ye  are,  an'  the  beauty  o'  the  world.  Ye  like 
that  bit,  ye  do,  ye  crathur,  an'  if  it  wor  the  last  bit  I  had 
yer  welcome  to  it ;  for  wasn't  it  yerself  helped  to  clear  the 
inimy  afore  us,  all  as  one  as  arigimint  o'  dhragoons  P  An' 
tbroth,  if  I  had  a  snug  bit  o'  ground  o'  my  own,  as  onct  I 
had,  och  hone,  it's  a  fine  life  ye'd  lade  for  the  rest  o'  yer 
days,  an'  die  o'  ould  age,  wid  a  beautiful  collar  round  yer 
neck.  Musha,  Elitty,  I  wondher  how's  the  poor  childhre, 
'  Miss  Effie,  an'  my  Nelly,  an'  the  little  gossoon.  I  was 
dhramin'  o'  'em  last  night.  Lord  sind  'em  safe,  an'  keep 
'em  out  o'  the  hands  o'  the  yeos — the  worst  evil  could 
befall  'em." 

'*  Amin,  a  chiema  /"  responded  Kitty,  rising  up  with  her 
pail  and  turning  the  cow  loose.  **  Larry  is  a  cute  boy, 
an'  niver  fear  'U  keep  a  sharp  look-out,  as  we  cautioned 
him.  Here's  my  Ned  coomin  for  another  pail  o'  milk  for 
the  min,  along  wid  Johnny;  they  must  go  to  Nancy 
Brennan  an'  Sally  Nolan,  for  we've  done  all  our  milkin', 
au'  I  must  keep  this  for  our  own  use  till  we  hear  what's 
his  riverence  goin'  to  do." 


510  THE  SURRBNDEB  OF  WBXFOBD. 

'^  I'm  afeard  they  won't  decide  upon  nothing  so  many 
givin'  their  opinion,  one  for  one  thing,  an'  another  for 
another/'  said  Moll  Doyle.  "Well,  Johnny,  awuchal^ 
what's  goin'  on  above  ?" 

<<  Begorra,  it's  for  all  the  world  like  a  rookery  of  crows 
in  a  storm,"  said  Johnny  Doyle,  coming  up.  *' Every 
gintleman,  exoeptin'  Misther  Miles  and  Misther  Hugh, 
that  goes  wid  Father  Murphy,  wantin'  to  have  his  own 
way,  and  thinkin'  their  own  plan  best,  so  that  no  two  can 
agree.  It's  well  if  they  don't  pull  the  whole  thing  to 
pieces,  an'  make  a  mess  o'  it.  Have  ye  any  more  milk  to 
spare  us  P" 

"No,  alanna;  go  to  Nanoy  Brennan ;  she  has  four  or 
five  cows'  milkin'.  I  wondher  Father  John  lets  himself 
be  led  or  said  by  thim,  he  that's  able  to  bate  the  world." 

"  An'  what  is  it  you  want,  Ned,  avic  f  said  Kitty, 
coming  towards  the  house  with  her  son,  who  took  the  pul 
to  carry  for  her. 

<'  Misther  Miles  sint  me  over  to  sind  the  little  dhrunmier, 
Willie  Mitchell,  to  the  ladies,  wid  his  complimints,  to 
know  if  they  have  any  commands,  an  how  they  passed  the 
night,  an'  to  tell  you  an'  Moll  to  have  breakfast  for  'em ; 
an'  he'll  be  down  himself  as  soon  as  he  can  get  away." 

'^  Musha,"  retorted  Kitty,  "  bad  cess  to  the  breakfast 
I'd  get  ready  if  it  wor  anyone  but  himself  or  Misther  Hugh 
bid  it.  Breakfast  for  the  inimy,  inagh  /"  And  with  an 
air  of  disgust  she  turned  to  see  what  caused  Ned  to  come 
to  a  sudden  halt,  with  abashed  visage — Flora  and  Ethel, 
who,  just  as  they  passed;  had  come  out  of  the  front  door, 
were  behind  her. 

^*  We  do  not  wish  you  should  take  the  trouble  to  get 
breakfast  for  us,"  said  Flora,  gently.  *'  Indeed,  we  shall 
not  require  any." 

Elitty,  promptly  recovering  her  self-possession,  made 
respectful  answer :  *'  Ooh,  in  regard  o'  the  throuble,  alannih 
'tisn't  that ;  an'  as  far  as  yerself  an'  this  purty  colleen, 
I'd  do  more  nor  that  for  yez ;  but  I  do  own  id  goes  agio 
the  grain  for  me  to  be  civil  to  the  gintlemin ;  howand* 
iver,  I'll  do  my  best  to  plaze  Mr.  Miles  and  make  yes 
snug.  Walk  into  the  parlour.  Miss,  an'  I'll  have  all  ready 
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in  a  jiffy."    She  pointed  with  her  finger  to  a  door  on  the 
right,  opposite  to  that  occupied  by  Captain  Courtney. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Flora ;  and  turning  to  Ned,  who 
stood  evidently  captivated  in  the  contemplation  of  beauty, 
oombiaed  with  a  refined  elegance  quite  new  to  him :  *'  Have 
the  goodness  to  bear  our  best  thanks  to  Mr.  O'Byme  and 
his  brother ;  we  have  been  most  comfortable,  and  shall  be 
so  glad  to  see  them  when  they  will  do  us  the  pleasure  of 
coming  over."  Same  time  she  handed  a  piece  of  gold  to 
the  boy,  who,  receiving  it  with  blushing  hesitation,  de- 
parted, just  as  Percy  Esmond,  not  looking  particidarly 
refreshed  by  a  bad  night's  rest  and  his  crippled  arm, 
called  over  the  banisters : 

**  I  say,  Florry,  what  message  of  compliment  are  you 
sending  to  those  d— d  rebels  ?  Mind  what  you  are  about  P" 

"  Merely  a  response  to  a  polite  inquiry  how  we  passed 
the  night,"  smiled  Flora,  looking  up.  "  You  would  not 
have  me  transgress  courtesy.    But  how  are  you,  Percy  P'' 

*'  Much  you  care,"  was  the  afiable  reply,  as  the  young 
lieutenant  returned  to  his  room  to  finish  dressing,  assisted 
by  the  little  drummer,  while  Flora  and  Ethel  went  to 
make  inquiries  for  Captain  Courtney,  whose  wife,  meeting 
them  at  the  door,  invited  them  to  enter. 

In  their  abiding  dread  of  being  fallen  on  and  murdered 
by  their  escort,  Captain  Courtney  and  his  nephew  could 
not  make  up  their  minds  to  set  out  for  Wexford  until  they 
had  again  seen  Father  John  Murphy,  and  obtained  firom  him 
renewed  pledge  and  guarantee  of  protection.  So,  having 
meanwhile  breakfasted  well  and  grumbled  their  fill,  they 
were  constrained  to  wait,  and  wait  in  vain,  for  Father  John 
came  not,  and  it  was  evident,  as  day  advanced,  some  great 
excitement  pervaded  the  mighty  host  of  twenty  thousand 
men,  surging  in  billowy  waves  around  the  lofty  eminence 
where  multitudinous  green  banners  danced  and  swayed  in 
the  noontide  sun,  and  betimes  the  loud  roar  of  myriad 
voices  filled  the  firmament  with  long-reverberating  echoes. 
But  at  long  last,  when  patience,  well-nigh  exhausted, 
gave  scope  to  new  fears  and  murmurs.  Miles  and  Hugh 
O'Byme  were  announced. 

"Where's  your  priest?     Isn't  he  coming P"  gro^\sA 
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Gaptain  Courtney,  as  thej  entered.    *'  How  long  are. we 
to  De  kept  here  ? ' 

^^Fatner  John,"  returned  Miles,  with  urhane  conde- 
scension of  look  and  tone,  ^'  is  so  pressed  with  engage- 
ments, he  has  deputed  us,  Gaptain  Gourtney,  to  let  yoa 
and  these  ladies  Know  that  a  deputation  from  Wexford  to 
our  camp  is  about  to  return  to  the  city,  and  if  it  be  your 
pleasure  to  accompany  a  convoy  of  such  undoubted  trust, 
the  gentleinen — relatives  of  my  own, not,  perhaps,  unknown 
to  yoU' — are  at  hand."  He  moved  as  he  spoke  from  the 
door  and  John  of  Dufry,  Golclough,  and  Mr.  Blackney  of 
Balielon,  with  Bagnal  Harvey,  bowing  to  the  ladies, 
advanced.  The  presence  of  these  gentlemen,  intimate 
firiends  of  Gaptain  Courtney,  at  once  restored  the  equanimity 
of  his  spirits  and  soothed  his  ruffled  temper. 

"  Ho  1  Golclough ! — Harvey  I — my  good  friends !"  he 
exclaimed.  ^'  To  what  blessed  windfall  of  luck  are  we 
indebted  for  your  presence  here  P  You  haven't  come,  I 
presume,  to  join  the  rebels,  or  to  treat  for  the  capitulation 
of  Wexford  ?" 

*'  Very  grieved  we  are  to  say  we  have  been  the  bearers 
to  the  insurgents  of  a  flag  of  truce,  which  has  been  re- 
jected," said  Golclough ;  ''  hence  we  must  return  inatanter 
with  the  unwelcome  tidings  of  war.'' 

^'  The  deuce  take  the  insolent  squad !"  cried  Gaptain 
Gourtney,  looking  enraged  at  Miles,  who  coolly  had  seated 
himself  beside  Flora  Esmond,  while  Hugh  stood  beside 
Ethel  Gourtney.  '*  You  don't  mean  to  say  your  ragged 
staff  have  the  presumption  to  believe  we'll  throw  open  oiiT 
gates  to  their  howl  ?  G-o  'long  !  Why  didn't  you,  in  the 
flush  of  yesterday's  hapbaisard  victory,  march  right  on 
with  your  homed  vanguard  and  storm  the  citadel  f  You 
might  then  have  had  a  chance." 

''Such,  undoubtedly,  had  been  our  proceeding,"  said 
Miles,  laughing,  in  spite  of  himself,  at  the  grotesque  dis- 
tortion of  the  captain's  visage  in  his  undignified  iie; 
*'  but  you  forget,  sir,  poor  human  beings  aire  not  endowed 
with  the  attributes  of  demigods ;  our  men,  having  the  same 
day  marched  thirty  miles,  and  fought  for  several  hours,  as 
you  know,  without  having  partaken  of  a  morsel  of  food» 
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were  not  in  condition  to  essay  further  emprise.  Ab  it  is, 
we  had  reason  to  be  quite  content  with  our  work ;  and 
permit  me  to  add,  that  though  you  are  free  to  choose,  as 
we  have  unanimously  decided  upon  marching  on  Wex- 
ford  '* 

*'  And  taking  it,"  grinned  Percy  Esmond,  with  sardonic 
sneer. 

Miles  bowed.  '^  Such  is  our  intention.  You,  Captain 
Gourtney,  and  your  friends  may  be  more  wisely  counselled 
to  retain  your  present  quarters  than  adventure  the  risk  of 
a  thousand  perils  in  a  leagured  town.'^ 

Captain  Courtney,  in  speechless  amazement,  was  silent, 
but  Percy  Esmond  made  reply,  caustic  and  fierce : 

"By  Jove,  Byrne,  your  late  Donnybrook  skirmishes 
have  turned  your  heads,  and  I  could  laugh  in  scorn  at  the 
hurly-burly  and  fanfaronade  of  bombastic  lunatics,  but 
that  in  ^my  mind's  eye'  I  see  you,  with  some  score  of 
your  compeers,  dangUng  from  the  walls  of  the  fortress, 
or  with  heads  spiked  upon  the  gates  of  the  city,  glaring, 
ghastly  trophies  of  our  triumph,  over  the  Aceldama  of 
oamage  below — the  piled  corpses  of  your  broken  hosts,  cut 
down  by  our  guns,  weltering  in  gory  havoc  on  the  field. 
Are  you  quite  mad  ?" 

Miles  gravely  returned :  '^  A  high  authority  has  pro- 

Eounded  that  'oppression  makes  the  wise  man  mad;' 
ence,  if  the  truth  of  the  saying  be  applicable  in  my  case, 
I  can  only  plead  that  I  participate  in  the  distemper,  with 
thousands  of  my  countrymen.  Nay,  more,  it  is  quite 
within  the  sphere  of  possibility  that  the  unpleasing  pic- 
ture you  have  just  sketched  may  be  dramatised  in  every 
iota ;  nevertheless,  having  found,  by  sad  experience,  that 
no  forbearance  on  our  part,  not  the  most  abject  submission 
to  fate,  procured  for  us  tolerance  or  immunity  from  perse- 
cution from  the  swarm  of  petty  despots  at  whose  capricious 
will  and  disposal  our  lives,  honour,  and  freedom  were 
placed,  and  that  when  one  comes  to  the  lowest  depth  there 
is  no  lower — ^wherefore,  each  man  of  us,  with  our  life  in 
our  hand,  goes  forth,  conscious  that  it  is  only  his,  while  be 
can  bravely  hold  it,  by  smiting  down  his  enemy ;  and  all 
of  our  host  exulting  in  the  thought  that  if  we  perish  in^ 
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the  noblest  eanfie  that  ever  nerved  a  manly  arm,  on  onr 
glorious  death-bed  we  shall  have  struck  a  blow  whose  re- 
sound will  be  heard  through  the  wide  world ; — ^that  we  shall 
have  immolated  to  the  manes  of  our  fatherland  hecatombs 
of  tyrants,  and  enrolled  our  names  on  history's  page,  side  by 
side  with  the  best  and  bravest  that  ever  drew  orand  in  the 
saored  oause  of  liberty,  whether  the  scene  of  action  were 
Greece,  Carthage,  Eome,  or  Britain ;  or  the  heroes, 
Hector,  Hannibal,  Brutus,  or  Garaotaous.'* 

As  he  poured  forth  the  rushing  tide  of  impassioned 
eloquence  Miles  rose  to  depart,  but  on  the  threshold  again 
he  paused,  and  confronting  Esmond,  said :  '^  Once  again, 
sir,  take  in  good  part  the  caution  I  give :  provide  for  the 
safety  of  all  with  whose  defence  you  are  charged,  nor  be 
influenced  by  overweening  confidence  in  your  own  well- 
equipped  phalanx,  or  betrayed,  in  scorn  of  our  rude  levies, 
to  underrate  the  might  that  slumbers  in  a  wronged  pea- 
sant's arm.  No  dastards  they  in  combat,  for  beneath  every 
ragged  garment  heaves  a  bosom  inspired  with  the  prestige 
of  here<£tary  glory,  and  in  evexy  vein  throbs  a  life-stream 
derived  from  source  and  lineage  more  ancient,  ohivalroufl, 
and  princely  than  that  of  the  best  that  circulates  among 
yours.    Farewell ! " 

Beckoning  Hugh  to  follow,  he  strode  with  lordly  air 
from  the  apartment,  pursued  by  the  gaze  of  the  dumb- 
stricken  auditors,  absolutely  petrified  into  silenoe. 

'^  A  desperate  man  that !"  murmured  Gaptain  Courtney^ 
looking  at  Blaokney  of  Balielon,  who  shook  his  head  in  mute 
response. 

"  By  Jove,  he's  moonstruck  I"  cried  Esmond,  with  a  dxf 
laugh.  "  Gome,  let's  get  ready  to  march  for  Wexford,— 
ho  r  uncle,  how  shall  we  transport  you  P  It  behoves  usto 
get  the  start  of  the  victors  and  their  bullocks.  Bless  wj 
heart ! — what  a  rabble  I  Princes,  too,  by  the  glory  of 
Solomon !  So,  Golclough  and  Harvey,  their  highnetf^ 
refused  to  entertain  your  beggarly  embassy  P  Qlad  of 
it ; — it  will  give  us  work  to  do  to  thin  the  Groppies." 

*^  I  thought,  dear,  you  said  you  would  go  to  DubliOf 
said  Mrs.  Gourtney,  who  did  not  feel  quite  so  sanguine  oa 
the  subject* of  thixuung  the  Groppies,  and  who  hMl  a  yetj 
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neryottfl  apprehension  of  enoountering  anotheif  day  similar 
to  that  of  Enniscorthy.  '<Do  let  us  get  up  jko  Dublin: 
ve  shall  be  safer  there.'' 

^  I  believe  you're  orazed,  Lucy !  Is  it  take  that  journey 
vrith.  all  my  ribs  broken !"  oried  the  captain,  in  amazer 
ment  at  su^  proposition. 

''Nonsense,  unole  I  You've  only  one  rib  broken^"  said 
his  nephew.  "  Don't  be  making  mountains  out  of  mole->> 
hills.    Maonamara  said  so." 

y  And  do  you  think  I  minded  what  the  Irish  ignoramus 
said,  sir  ?"  shouted  the  oaptain«  ''  Don't  I  know  myself  ? 
Ck)nfoiaid  the  lot  of  you,  for  unfeeling — oh ! — oh  I  By 
Jove!  maybe  those  brigands  aren't  so  bad,  after  all; 
shouldn't  wonder  if  they  had  some  good  in  them — some 
heart  At  any  rate  let's  get  on  to  Wexford.  Where's 
Florry  ?  Gone,  I'll  engage,  to  pack.  Like  all  you 
women,  selfish — minding  only  herself.  What  are  we 
going  to  do  now  P" 

Leaving  the  party  to  settle  the  question,  we  shall  follow 
the  maligned  flora,  who  had  slipped  from  the  room  un* 
noticed,  after  the  exit  of  Miles,  and  approaching  where  he 
lingered  a  moment  at  the  hall-door,  giving  some  direction 
to  Ned  Burke,  she,  soon  as  she  (kew  his  attention,  timidly 
aooosted  him: 

**  I  suppose,"  she  said,  while  in  her  tone  there  was  a 
melancholy  vibration  that  engaged  his  earnest  interest,  **  it 
would  not  be  quite  the  thing  for  me  to  wish  well  to  your 
sucoess ;  but  be  assured,  none  will  more  truly  sympathise 
in  whatsoever  tide  of  fortune  befall ;  and  though  I  might 
not  rejoice  for  your  triumph,  I  should  be  deeply  grieved 
for  your  disaster." 

'^Then,  lady,"  returned  Miles,  bending  low,  and 
benignly  smiling,  **  yours  of  all  will  be  the  only  heart  that 
shall  so  feel,  and  very  grateful  it  is  to  mine  to  know  that 
there  is  one,  even  one,  so  kind  and  noble,  that  if  it  may 
not  feel  with  us  can  feel  for  us,  and  at  least  not  censure 
if  it  do  not  appreciate  our  struggle,  not  for  supremacy,  but 
for  freedom  to  exist  enfranchised  from  galling  bondage  in 
t>ur  own  land." 

''You  should  not  be  impugned  for  such  ende&^^sva^ 
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she  returned  ;  '^  but  admitting  all  the  juBtioe  of  your  plea, 
and  the  valour  of  your  host,  their  resouroes  for  protracted 
warfare  appear  so  limited  one  almost  trembles  for  the 
issue.  Is  it  imperative  upon  you  to  risk  your  own  life  and 
fortune  on  a  stake  in  whioh  so  many  are  listed  P" 

*' Would  you  have  me,  fair  syren,"  he  answered, 
'*  desert  my  brethren-in-arms,  and  withhold  my  aid  in 
hour  of  need  from  the  brunt  of  toial  ? — ^that  were  recreancy 
unutterable.  No ;  it  may  be  our  destiny  to  lose  the  day, 
but  though  we  perish  our  renown  will  survive  in  story : 
we  must  not  be  reft  of  that,  or  show  a  blemished  honour, 
unworthy  even  of  the  regard  of  Florence  Esmond,  whose 
esteem  I  prize  next  to  my  own/' 

He  touched  her  hand  to  bis  lip,  and  was  gone,  to  over- 
take Hugh  and  Ned  Burke,  who  had  set  forward,  while 
Flora,  stoingely  moved,  slowly  returned  to  the  parlour,  to 
meet  Percy  starting  in  quest  of  some  sort  of  conveyance  to 
carry  them  to  Wexford. 

Wexford,  the  capital  of  the  county,  situated  about 
eleven  miles  south-west  of  Enniscorthy,  fortified  by  town- 
wall  and  massive  arches,  in  which  ponderous  spates  once 
had  stood,  and  defended  by  a  strong  garrison,  euibitedan 
extraordinary  scene  when  the  news  arrived  of  the  destnio- 
tion  of  the  '*  North  Cork,"  and  the  rumoured  approach  of 
the  victorious  insurgents.  Consternation  seized  upon  all 
classes  of  the  inhabitants;  business  was  suspended,  and  the 
streets  were  choked  with  a  wild  concourse  of  civilians  aod 
militia,  traders,  mechanics,  gentry,  soldiers,  all  com- 
mingled in  promiscuous  confusion,  hurrying  to  and  fro,  or 
congregated  in  debating  groups,  while  the  air  re-echoed 
with  the  cries  of  children,  the  lamentations  of  relatives  for 
their  slain,  and  the  oaths  and  imprecations  of  would-be 
avengers  of  their  comrades ;  while,  in  the  very  midst  of  the 
discordant  clamour,  ere  long  fresh  tidings  poured  in  of  the 
defeat  of  the  garrison  of  Enniscorthy,  over  which,  by-and- 
by,  dense  clouds  of  smoke,  discernible  from  many  points, 
gave  fearful  evidence  of  the  conflagration  of  the  towHf 
long  before  throngs  of  fainting  fugitives  in  heterogeneous 
mass,  footsore,  and  breathless,  hastening  thither  tot 
shelter,  proclaimed  the  dire  event,  and  in  various  piotore 
magnified  the  immen^v^^  oitk^  Blaughterwith  the  irresist- 
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ible  oourage  and  inhuman  ferocity  of  the  foe.  Then  pale  dis- 
may supervening  upon  extravagant  braggadocio  of  oourage 
and  defiance  gave  a  new  turn  to  policy,  menaces  of  wrath 
and  boastful  vauntings  were  hushed,  while  the  panic- 
stricken  inhabit&nts,  with  their  stout  defenders,  agreed  to 
the  humiliating  alternative  of  deputing  an  embassy  to  the 
insurgents,  beseeching  them  to  forbear  an  attack  upon  the 
city,  which  silly  fear-begotten  overture  had  the  very  effect 
of  promoting  the  catas&ophe  they  had  sought  to  avert. 
The  insurgents,  hitherto  divided  in  council,  fiised  into 
unanimous  resolve  to  fall  at  once  upon  the  citadel,  and 
despatched  the  delegates  with  the  intimation  of  their  in- 
exorable purpose,  while  that  very  evening  the  insurgents 
set  out,  and  encamped  for  the  night  upon  a  ridge  of  the 
Forth  Mountains,  called  the  ''Three  Bocks/'  situated 
about  three  miles  from  their  destination.  Having  posted 
sentinels,  each  man  lay  down  to  rest  upon  his  pike  or 
musket,  beneath  a  starless  canopy,  his  head  pillowed  upon 
the  rock,  and  his  cheek  fanned  by  the  cold,  dewy  breeze. 
It  was  a  night  of  intense  darkness,  and  the  ruddy  blaze  of 
a  watch-fire  showed  the  dark  form  of  Miles  O'Byrne 
standing  leaning  upon  his  liiusket,  with  dusky  visage,  fixed 
in  dee^  thought,  solemnly  gazing  upon  the  figure  of  the 
two  priests  s&iving  to  read  their  breviary  by  the  fiickering 
light,  and  the  multitudinous  sleepers  stretched  in  every 
posture  around,  while  at  his  feet  lay  Hugh,  beside  Ned 
Burke,  in  heavy  slumber,  his  unconscious  head  resting 
where  the  boy  had  placed  it,  upon  his  own  bosom.  Yet 
Ned  was  not  asleep :  from  time  to  time  he  unclosed  his 
eyes,  and  looked  drowsily  at  Miles,  too  restless  and  anxious 
with  many  cares  to  need  repose.  Thus  the  hours  wore  on 
till  momiDg  dawned :  and  with  the  first  beam  of  light 
arose  a  cry  from  one  of  the  sentinels  upon  the  pinnacle  of  the 
rock.  Instantly  a  horn  sounded,  and  every  man  of  the 
sleeping  host  was  on  his  feet. 

**  A  large  sqfuadron  of  the  line  marching  from  Dun- 
cannon  towards  Wexford  I"  shouted  Johnny  Doyle,  the 
sentinel. 

*'  Bad  luck  to  'em !  that  they  may  never  go  baok,^'  re* 
sponded  his  mother,  Moll  Doyle,  scared  with.  K\iV>>f  \k\A 
some  other  female  warriors  from  their  couob.  a\i\i3»i^* 
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'^  Up,  Clooney  and  Eelly  of  Eillane/'  cried  Father  Johoi 
with  eagle  flashing  eye.  **  Take  a  band  of  pikes,  and 
intercept  them.  We  must  get  on  to  Wexford,  hap  what 
may." 

Besponsive  to  the  call,  two  men  of  fine  soldierly  bearing 
stepped  forth,  and  placed  themselves  at  the  head  of  their 
company,  already  fallen  into  rank.  The  leaders  one 
moment  conferred  together,  then  shouted : 

*'  Down  banners,  and  march  to  ambuscade !'' 

Instantly  every  green  banner  disappeared,  and  Father 
iTohn,  as  he  viewed  the  stately  column  file  down  the  hill, 
like  a  turbid  stream  of  swift-running  water,  turned  to 
Gerald  Byrne,  who  had  just  come  up  from  his  station, 
and  said,  proudly :  ''  God's  benison  be  upon  them  I  In 
the  whole  world  they  have  no  peers,  these  gallant  youths !" 

A  detachment  of  the  Meath  Militia,  with  ^three  officers, 
in  advance  of  the  main  body,  soon  came  within  reach  of 
the  ambushed  insurgents,  who,  swooping  from  copse  and 
junffle  upon  the  troops,  soon  proved  again  their  matchless 
might  in  brief,  stern  struggle  with  the  British  soldier. 
Again  victory  crowned  their  arms :  the  whole  detachment 
was  cut  off,  and  two  pieces  of  cannon  became  the  prize  of 
the  conquerors,  while  General  Fawcett,  the  commander  of 
the  squadron,  hearing  of  the  defeat  of  the  advance  corps, 
instead  of  continuing  his  route  to  Wexford,  effected  a 
hasty  retreat  to  Duncannon  Fort. 

The  ancient  town  of  Wexford  was  now  a  theatre  of 
warlike  preparation,  reinforcements  of  the  Donegal  Mi- 
litia under  Colonel  Maxwell,  with  the  Heathfield  x  eoman 
Cavalry  under  Captain  Grogan,   the  Taghmon  Cav&liy 
under  Captain  Cox,  and  later  on  several  officers,  an- 
nouncing the  approach  of  other  regiments,  came  pouring 
into  the  town,  alreadv  bristling  wim  formidable  artilleij* 
Yet  not  all  these   nopeful  prognostics  could  allay  or 
assuage  the  alarm  of  the  Orange  oligarchy,  whose  dreamsy 
no  doubt,  were  disturbed  by  visions  of  murdered  peasantSi 
craving  vengeance  for  ruined  homes  and  tortured  limbs* 
The  most  extraordinary  measures  were  taken  to  provide 
for  their  safety,  and  scouts  were  incessantly  on  foot  ^o 
gire  notice  of  the  approach  of  the  foe.    All  night  long  tlie 
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streets  echoed  to  the  heavy  tramp  of  the  military  passing 
to  and  fro,  and  the  terrified  murmurs  of  the  inhabitants, 
anticipating  the  coming  storm.    A^ain  deputies  were  sent 
to  the  '*  Three  Bocks"  to  treat  with  the  insurgents,  and 
again  finding  their  leaders  unrelenting — ^warned,  more- 
over, by  signals  of  their  approach,  the  flight  of  the  yeoman 
cavalry  and  infantry,  with  the  loss  of  their  commander. 
Colonel  Watson,  shot  at  Belmont,  and  other  tokens— > 
without  further  delay  the  garrison,  now  presenting  the 
aspect  of  an  "  armed  mob,  confused,  disorderly,  and  ter- 
rined,  but  cruel  and  truculent  even  in  the  extremity  of 
their  terror,  were  the  first  to  quit  the  town,  setting  fire  to 
their  barracks  as  they  abandoned  it ;"  while  the  yeomanry 
delayed  their  departure,  destroying  the  ammunition  they 
could  not  carry  with  them,  and  plundering  some  houses 
and  burning  others ;  their  officers  displaying  equal  cowar- 
dice, divesting  themselves  of  their  uniforms  and  replacing 
them  with  such  mean  garments  as  they  could  procure,  in 
their  headlong  flight  to  seek  some  spot  of  shelter  or  con  • 
cealment.    During  this  scene  of  confusion,  plainly  visible 
to  the  perception  of  the  insurgents — advanced  as  near 
as    Ferrybank — the  new  deputotion,  having    failed   to 
dissuade  them  from  approaching  the  town,  now  stipu- 
lated on  the  part  of  those  who  sent  them  that  the  town, 
with  all  the  arms  and  ammunition  it  contained,  should  be 
delivered  up  to  the  captors,  on  the  sole  condition  that  the 
lives  of  the  inhabitants  should  be  spared !    To  these  term 
the  insurgents  agreed,  and  at  once  setting  forward,  rending 
the  air  with  acclamations,  the  peasant  army  entered  the 
city,  amazed  to  find  it  already  evacuated  by  the  military 
and  a  great  number   of  people,   while  the   trembling 
residue,   whom    circumstances   incapacitated    for  flight 
merging  for  the  time  being  their  Orange  antipathies,  flung 
wide  their  portals,  and   exhibited    the  wildest  demon- 
strations  of  welcome  to  the  despised  Croppy  insurgents, 
who,  while   heartily  amused    at  the  wondrous  facility 
with  which,  like  the  chameleon,  the  orange  hue  changed 
to  green — green  boughs  in  every  hand,  green  cockades  on 
every  hat — ^were  not  deceived  by  the  mean  concession  and 
trefU)hefOus  adulation  extorted  from  fear.    So^  whvl^^vci*^ 
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the  lately  desolate  town  with  joy  and  gaiety,  they  freely 
partook  of  the  plenteous  hospitality  and  revelled  in  the 
ovation  provided  in  their  honour,  they  kept  wary  eyes 
about  them,  obliged  the  host  of  the  banquet  to  pledge 
them  beforehand  in  the  wine-oup,  and  courteously  invited 
him  to  the  first  taste  of  his  own  viands  set  before  them. 
No  riot,  no  pillage  marred  the  convivial  hour.  Sole  holo- 
caust to  the  vengeance  of  years  was  the  mansion  of  one 
obnoxious  and  notorious  persecutor.  Captain  Boyd  of 
Wexford,  of  which  they  made  a  bonfire  ;  and  but  two  lives 
were  immolated,  in  salutary  warning  to  evil-doers,  viz., 
John  Boydf  brother  to  the  captain,  and  George  Sparrow, 
both  men  of  infamous  character,  who  were  piked  on  the 
quay.  But  amid  the  affectionate  effusions  lavished  by  the 
Orange  population  upon  their  now  dearly-beloved  Popish 
brethren,  none  shared  so  large  an  amount  of  popularity  as 
the  priest — good  worthy  soul !  To  make  much  of  him 
was  now  expedient,  to  drown  in  Lethe  the  memory  of 
former  bad  charges,  and  expimge  in  the  Marah  of  oontri- 
trition  a  long  scroll  of  bad  reminiscences  was  indispensable. 
So  Father  Michael  Murphy,  along  with  Sinnott  of  EUbride, 
O'Duffy,  Glooney,  and  Gerald  Byrne,  feasted  and  made 
merry  at  the  hospitable  board  of  one  Samuel  Ferguson,  a 
wealthy  merchant  in  the  Bull- ring  of  Wexford ;  while 
Father  John,  standing  with  Hugh  and  Miles  O'Byme, 
Kelly  of  Killane,  Kieran  O'Hart,  and  Ned  Burke,  had  not 
yet  decided  among  the  many  urgent[invitations  pressingupon 
them  which  to  select,  so  interested  were  they  in  witnessing 
a  little  domestic  episode  of  intense  interest.  O'Loughlin, 
the  quondam  Newgate  felon,  in  a  fit  of  wild  exultation, 
brandishing  the  pike  that  had  more  than  avenged  his 
wrecked  dwelling,  and  secured  his  own  freedom,  was  cutting 
a  series  of  capers,  and  displaying  simdry  evolutions  of  a 
military  character,  for  the  amusement  of  Miles  de  Lsoy 
and  Donoffh  03rien,  prior  to  accepting  a  proposal  from  a 
comfortable  widow  to  do  her  the  honour  of  dining  at  her 
father's  tavern,  when  all  at  once  he  came  to  a  standstill, 
dropped  his  weapon,  threw  up  his  arms,  uttered  a  shoat, 
and  rushed  forward,  as  a  mendicant  woman,  with  a  child 
pp  her  bapk  and  three  more  following  at  hep  heels,  came 
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along  the  street.  Leaping  forward  he  caught  the  bundle 
of  rags — that  is  child  and  mother — ^in  a  frantic  embrace, 
and  crying,  '*  It's  herself ! — ^it's  the  wife  an'  ohildhre  !" 
The  woman  thus  accosted  in  her  turn  set  up  a  yell,  in 
which  all  the  minor  keys  joined  lustily,  and  soon  every  note 
of  the  gamut  was  giving  out  an  uproarious  vocal  concert,  bass 
and  treble,  sharp  and  flat  striving  for  mastery,  and  pro- 
ducing a  babel  of  sound,  in  the  midst  of  which  Miles,  turning 
to  address  a  gentleman  who  entreated  the  party  to  favour 
him  with  their  company,  accidentally  glanced  up  at  a 
window,  and  with  pleased  emotion,  not  unmingled  with 
some  surprise,  saw  Florence  Esmond  smiling  beside  her 
aunt  and  cousin,  while  Captain  Courtney  and  Percy  Es- 
mond, in  the  background,  looked  on,  dogged  and  sullen. 
Miles  was  soon  decided. 

<«  Come,  Father  John,  let  us  go  in  here  and  have  our 
dinner ;  our  other  friends  must  excuse  us.'' 

*'But,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Father  John,  looking  up  and 
recognising  the  ladies,  '^  we'll  not  be  welcome ;  wenave  not 
been  invited  to  partake  of  any  refreshment  in.  this  the  only 
mansion  which  does  not  parade  the  olive  branch,  the  im* 
mortal  green,  in  our  honour." 

«  Never  mind ; — come  on,"  said  Miles,  knocking  at  the 
door,  while  Eelly  of  Eillane  went  off  to  join  some  of  his 
own  friends. 

"  How  comes  it,  lad,''  cried  Father  Murphy,  addressing 
the  frightened-looking  waiter  who  opened  the  door,  ''  that 
this  is  the  only  house  that  has  offered  us  no  cead  mille 
failihe? — not  glad  to  see  us,  maybe?  Think  we  look 
like  thieves  come  to  rob  you,  eh  ?" 

"  No,  yer  holy  riverince,"  stammered  Giles  Butterworth, 
shaking  in  every  limb.  '^  But — ^but — ^this  is  the  hotel, 
and  all  the  families  but  one  has  left,  and  we  was  expectin' 
Lord  Eingsborough." 

"Oh!  indeed.  Well,  don't  be  frightened,  we  won't 
hurt  you ;  but  if  Lord  Eongsborough  comes,  give  us  notice, 
that  we  may  take  him  prisoner.  Show  the  way  to  the 
apartments  occupied  by  Captain  Courtney,  and  [get  us 
something  to  eat." 

**  Certainly,  your  holy  riverince,"  cried    the  ^^v\.et^ 
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drawing  freer  breath,  and  adding,  as  he  olofled  the  door, 
'^  won't  the  other  young  gintleman  oome  in,  sir  P" 

<'  Oertidnly,"  returned  Miles,  perceiving  Ned  Burke  dis- 
oreetlj  gliding  away.  He  oalled  after  him :  '*  Come  back, 
Ned.  As  we  wiah  for  private  oonferenoe  with  our  friendsi 
take  the  young  ^ntleman  to  some  room,  and  see  that  he 
has  all  he  requires.  How  the  tables  are  turned/'  he 
whispered  aside  to  Hugh,  as  they  followed  Father  John 
to  the  saloon,  upon  entering  which  the  latter  addressed 
Captain  Courtney,  reclining  in  an  arm-chair : 

^'  How  now,  my  firiend  ?  This  is  a  churlish  reception : 
no  trophies  of  welcome,  no  green  cockades,  nor  word  of 
greeting,  much  less  the  fraternal  embrace  of  citizens  eman- 
cipated from  a  thraldom  they  disliked,  by  our  victorious 
arms.  Fray^  ladies,  let  us  not  keep  you  standing,"  and 
Father  John  unceremoniously  seated  himself  rw-a-rw  to 
the  captain,  who,  coolly  using  a  toothpick,  heard  him  to 
the  end,  then  said,  laconically : 

^'  Tell  me,  do  all  your  fellows  carry  amulets  P" 

^^ Amulets!  What  sortP  Against  broken  ribsP  I 
should  first  have  asked  for  yours." 

^'  AH  right ; — amending.  But  what  I  mean  is,  by  what 
magic  or  necromancy  have  you  turned  all  our  lions  into 
hares  P" 

Father  John  laughed  heartily.  "  My  dear  sir,  yon  aie 
right.  We  do  bear  the  magic  wand  of  a  good  cause  against 
a  bad  one :  gates  of  proof  cannot  vrithstand  that." 

'^  I  daresay ;  and  you  may  believe  me  when  I  tell  you 
I  admire  the  pluck  of  your  gallant  fellows:  they  are 
soldiers  every  inch ;  and  glad  I  am  thw  have  thrashed  and 
kicked  our  yelping  curs  before  them.  But  if  you  expect  us 
to  demean  ourselves  by  joining  the  paltry  rabble  in  tiieir 
buffoonery  and  mummery  of  welcome,  fictitious  as  their 
fabe  grimaces  of  smiles  and  pleasure,  we  won't — ^not 
to  purchase  your  favour,  though  our  lives  were  the 
forfeit.  Now  you  understand  why  we  made  no  demon* 
stration." 

**  I  do,  and  honour  your  bold  spirit  and  manly  inde- 
pendence,'' said  Father  John,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff  and 
landing  the  box  to  the  captain,  who  cordially  accepted 
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the  calumet  of  peace,  while  Peroy  Esmond  smiling,  yet 
ironically,  inquired  of  Miles : 

^<  May  it  please  your  yiotorship  to  inform  us  as  to  your 
next  intentions  P" 

**  For  the  present  you  are  prisoners  of  war,  and  must 
abide  our  pleasure/'  answered  Miles,  coldly. 

Percy's  brow  fell.  ''  Then/'  he  added,  *'  these  ladies 
must  be  sent  up  to  Dublin  under  safe  convoy,  since  they, 
of  course,  are  not  included  in  the  category  P" 

**  Pardon  me ;  they  are  our  captives,  too,"  said  Miles, 
''and  must  be  retained  as  hostages  for  your  good  faith." 

''Humph !"  ejaculated  the  captain,  while  Percy  Esmond 
looked  absolutelypetrified  with  indignation,  Mrs.  Courtney 
frightened,  and  Flora  and  Ethel  gazed  wistfully,  yet  not 
mistrustful,  on  the  sombre  visage  of  the  speaker. 

Flora  was  the  first  to  break  silence,  saying  in  her  own 
silvery  accents,  and  with  much  of  that  stately  grace  which 
characterised  Miles  himself : ''  I  do  not  apprehend  we  shall 
have  a  very  stem  gaoler  hence  P" 

"  Nonsense  !  nonsense,  Florry  !''  rudely  interposed  her 
brother ;  ''  what  do  you  know  about  itP  like  you,  silly 
girls,  full  of  romance  and  stuff!" 

With  cheek  dyed  vermilion  at  the  rebuke,  Florence  sunk 
into  abashed  silence. 

Miles  haughtily  made  response:  "Miss  Esmond  has 
but  expressed  the  natural  sentiments  of  an  upright  mind. 
Confess,  sir,  if  yours  be  a  candid  one,  that  had  tiie  fortune 
of  this  day  reversed  placed  us  at  your  mercy,  that  neither 
youth,  beauty,  sex  nor  age  had  escaped  the  brutality  of 
your  licentious  soldiery,  and  that  every  cry  for  mercy  had 
been  stifled  in  the  city's  reeking  blood !" 

''  Faith,  m  corroborate  that/'  said  Captain  Courtney. 
"  If  you  go  on  as  you  have  begun  we  haven't  so  much  to 
complain  of." 

"  Ay,  if  they  do !"  sneered  Percy. 

''  Ajid  I'm  sure  we've  no  reason  to  doubt  it,"  put  in 
Mrs.  Courtney.  ''  We  have  met  nothing  but  civility  and 
kindness  from  these  gentlemen." 

The  gentlemen  all  bowed. 

"  That's  very  true,"  said  Captain  Courtney.  "  Axi^^^cs^ , 
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my  dear,  let  ns  make  amends  for  our  dilatory  hospitality, 
and  ask  them  to  dine — it  wants  but  a  few  minutes  to  six." 

^^  Pray,  don't  put  yourselves  about ;  we  have  ordered 
something  below,"  said  Father  Murphy. 

"  Nonsense ! — ^you'll  dine  with  us/'  said  Captain  Court- 
ney, and  drink  to  our  better  aoquaintanoe.  I  say,  Miles- 
Miles  B3ni^e,  isn't  that  your  name  ?" 

^'  Miles  O'Byme,  sir ;  that's  my  name."  . 

^^  Yes,  just  so ;  only  for  brevity  sake,  you  see.  Tell  me, 
what  you  have  done  with  those  she-soldiers  of  yours  ?" 

*^  Joan  of  Are  and  her  Spartan  friend  ?"  laughed  Miles. 

^' Ay,  why  have  you  so  christened  her  ?  The  Spartan 
was  angry,  I  remember." 

"  The  woman — ^Kitty  Burke  is  her  name — ^by  her  wit 
and  courage  saved  a  party  of  us  firom  being  infallibly  mas* 
sacred  by  a  troop  of  yeomen,  who  had  assailed  us.  She 
left  us  immediately  after  we  entered  Wexford,  to  go  with 
her  friend,  Moll  Doyle,  and  her  son  Larry,  to  look  after  two 
children,  who,  with  a  little  sister  of  Hugh's  and  mine,  and 
one  or  two  others,  we  had  left  in  a  place  of  temporary 
shelter  some  miles  beyond  Enniscorthy.  I  hope  they  will 
find  all  safe  and  well ;  but  I  sometimes  feel  unhappy,  and 
not  without  reason,  considering  the  state  of  the  country." 

At  this  moment  the  waiter  came  in  to  announce  dinner. 
Mrs.  Courtney  took  Father  Murphy's  arm,  Hugh  presented 
his  to  Ethel,  and  Miles  walked  in  the  rere  beside  Florence, 
who  whispered  as  they  went : 

'*  You  are  so  good,  so  very  good,  I  do  not  fear  to  ask  a 
favour  of  you.  I  feel  ashamed  of  Percy  for  being  so  cross ; 
but  he  is  not  always  so ;  only  out  of  temper  just  now.  You 
will  be  patient  witii  him  ?" 

^'  Save  in  matter  of  overt  insult^  for  your  sake  I  will/' 
he  softly  answered. 

At  the  door  of  the  diningroom,  Mrs.  Courtney  sod 
Father  Murphy  having  entered,  the  rest  were  brought  to 
a  standstill  by  Ned  Burke  in  the  passage,  beckoning  to 
Hugh,  and  with  significant  gesture  whispering  some  words 
in^  his  ear.  Hugh  made  some  assenting  response,  with 
mien  suddenly  serious ;  then,  as  the  party  moved  on  SQ^ 
took  their  places  at  the  table,  observing  the  disoompofiod 
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and  anxious  faces  of  the  company,  smiling  he  said^  as 
casually  his  eye  met  Percy  Esmond  s : 

*'  That  chap  of  ours  seems  to  be  under  some  apprehen- 
sion of  our  being  played  the  same  trick  that  Cromwell 
played  upon  Owen  itroe  O'Neill^  and  stopped  me  to  impart 
a  timely  caution  to  temperance.'* 

^'  That's  to  say,  in  plain  speech,  the  varlet  insinuates 
we  have  drugged  the  wine-cup/'  exclaimed  Percy,  with 
bitter  laugh.  *'  No  need  for  the  last  extremity  of  the 
coward,  so  long  as  a  good  sword  is  ours  to  wield.  Let 
him  who  fears  our  treason  eschew  the  draught." 

Hugh  and  Miles,  in  mute  deprecation  of  such  suspicion, 
filled  up  their  glasses  from  separate  decanters  and  drank. 

*'  Here's  to  peace  and  goodwill  among  us !''  cried  Father 
John,  lifting  a  brimming  goblet.  Captain  Courtney  re- 
sponded freely,  but  Percy  Esmond  stubbornly,  meeting 
the  arrogant  and  haughty  bearing  with  which  Miles  and 
Hugh  had  long  deemed  it  incumbent  upon  them  to  main- 
tain their  position,  assailed  by  contumely  and  the  super- 
cilious pretensions  of  conventionalsuperiorityand  assuming 
power,  and  resisting  every  overture  save  that  characterised 
by  the  humble  demeanour  of  acknowledged  inferiority, 
irascibly  declined  to  join  in  the  toast,  saying,  as  he  pushed 
away  his  empty  glass : 

*'  Time  enough,  when  we  come  to  a  better  understand- 

IDg." 

*'  Which  will  never  be,"  said  Hugh,  carving  a  quarter 
of  lamb,  ''  while  bad  laws  maintain  a  strife  of  creed  and  a 
code  of  cast  in  the  country." 

^*  Should  it  be  your  fortime,  which  I  daresay  you  count 
upon,  to  get  possession  of  the  country,  you  will  reverse 
aU  that,"  cried  Percy,  helping  his  aunt  to  some  mint 
sauce. 

*'  Well  reverse  a  good  deal,"  said  Miles,  cutting  a  ham. 
*'  We'll  make  a  sectarian  parliament  throw  open  its 
doors,  not  to  the  pets  of  a  faction,  but  to  the  representatives 
of  a  nation.  We  shall  put  an  end  to  the  tithe  system  of 
an  alien  church,  and  abolish  penal  disabilities,  imposed 
upon  us  by  an  alien  government,  and  make  the  land 
habitable  to  all  classes," 
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'^  And  cast  the  alien  government  adrift,  and  set  up  king 
and  court  of  your  own^  and  renew  again  the  reign  of 
Cormac,  and  Neil,  and  the  gloricB  of  Tara  and  Emania. 
Ohr 

**  In  which  grand  exploit,  were  you  of  our  Milesian 
blood/'  laughed  Miles, "  we  should  have  your  co-operation ; 
and  if  in  the  hurly-burly  the  crown  fell  at  my  feet/'  he 
added,  turning  playiully  to  Florence,  "  I  would  set  it  on 
your  head  and,  with  a  gold  wand  of  sovereignty  you 
should  rule  your  lieges ;  but,  alas  !  I  fear  me,  'tis  too 
late  in  the  day  to  build  castles  in  the  air,  and  we  must  be 
content  if  we  can  secure  for  ourselves  the  footing  of  free 
men  within  the  olden  realm  of  princes." 

'^  Faith,  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  said  Oaptain  Courtney, 
dissecting  a  chicken  ; ''  you  seem  to  me,  like  great  Oaesar, 
to  have  but  to  say,  *  Veni — vidi — viei*  Our  craven  hearts 
have  given  you  good  foundation  to  build  upon,  in  which 
case  I  bespeak  tne  crown  for  my  Ethel." 

"No,  no,  uncle,"  laughed  Florence,  merrily,  "it  is 
promised  to  me,  and  I  daim  it." 

'^Well,  now,  that's  hard,"  returned  Ethel,  pouting, 
"  and  I  so  ambitious  to  be  a  queen." 

^^  I  think  you're  all  mad,  and  your  ambition  may  culmi- 
nate in — ^in  — "  and  Percy  Esmond,  darkly  frowning, 
broke  short  his  sentence. 

'<  Oh,  spare  our  nerves  the  climax,"  said  Miles,  with 
mock  solemnity.  "  *  A  rebel's  fortune — an  outlaw's  cave/ 
you  would  not  like  that,  fair  ladies  ?  And  yet  I  know  a 
rebel  and  an  outlaw's  bride  who  would  not  change  her  lot 
to  be  Empress  of  Imperial  Home  when  Home,  like  EriB» 
boasted  of  such  honour ; — ^no,  indeed,  she  would  not." 

''  A  good  many  wives  must  share  such  felicity  just  now/' 
said  Captain  Courtney. 

''  But  she  of  whom  I  speak,"  said  Miles,  ^*  is  the  wife  of 
my  friend,  O'Dwyer  of  Donard." 

''What!"  exclaimed  Percy  Esmond,  astounded  '' Yoa 
don't  mean  that  Dwyer,  a  peasant's  son,  a  nobody,  a  prioed 
outlaw,  you  don't  call  him  your  friend  T 

'*  I  do ; — ^why  not  ?  A  peasant's  son,  you  say  P  The 
elan  O^Dwyer  dates  from  farthest  antiquity ;  and  Michael 
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18  a  lineal  descendant  of  Ugani  Mor,  Ardrigh  of  Leinster, 
andoommon  ancestor  of  most  of  its  leading  Celtic  family. 
What  though  the  uBurper  to-day  lord  it  in  the  halls  and 
over  the  patrimony  of  the  plundered  Gael ;  can  we  not  dis- 
oem  beneath  the  temporary  rags  or  coarse  frieze  that 
ohscures  it  the  purple  that  shall  never  cease  to  invest 
themP     O'Dwyer   is  not  a   nobody— bear  witness  the 

J  rice  of  a  thousand  pounds  offered  by  Government  for 
is  head ; — nor  is  he  a  rude  hind,  an  unlettered  boor,  a 
cipher  of  mean  capacity,  he  who^  like  our  friend  here, 
leads  the  thousands  at  the  wave  of  his  hand,  and  whose 
name,  even  now  inscribed  in  story,  may  yet  compete  with 
that  of  Tell  in  the  annals  of  patriot  fame.  But  tjiice  with 
politics  which  make  us  angry.  Can  we  devise  no  gentler 
theme  wherewith  to  enterUin  our  fair  friends^  who  should 
justly  detest  us  for  our  belligerent  propensities  P"  and 
turning  to  Florenpe,  he  adroitly  shifted  the  conversation^ 
saying  :  *'  The  first  time  we  had  the  pleasure  to  meet  at 
Lady  Moira's  how  little  either  of  us  anticipated  then  the 
future's  erratic  course.  Truly  we  are  children  of  destiny, 
let  who  will  gainsay  it.'' 

Then  launching  into  general  conversation,  suggested  by 
the  reminiscence,  even  rercy's  gloom  abated,  and  by  the 
time  they  separated  for  the  night  all  parties  seemed  on 
mutual  good  terms.  The  Courtneys  withdrew  in  peace  to 
rest,  the  city  walls  were  sentinelled,  and  Miles,  worn  out 
with  nights  of  vigil  and  days  of  toilsome  march  and 
stem  conflict,  retired  to  repose  and  dream  of  Florence 
Esmond. 


«*i 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

PLOTS  AND   EVENl'S. 

"  Sleep,  sleep,  O  city !  though  within 

The  circuit  of  your  walls  there  lies 
No  habitation  free  from  sin, 

And  all  its  nameless  miseries : 
The  aching  heart,  the  aching  head, 
Grief  for  the  living  and  the  dead, 

And  foul  corruption  of  the  time, 
And  crimes  and  passions  that  may  grow 

Until  they  ripen  into  crime.*'--GoLDKN  Legend. 

While  in  scenes  of  sterner  action  Mars,  with  brand 
uplifted,  rules  the  hour,  and  Bellona  waves  her  fieiy  torch 
over  embattled  hosts  and  leaguered  towns,  renewing  the 
days  of  olden  Greece  and  Borne  upon  Irish  ground,  no 
less  is  the  metropolis  of  the  nation  the  arena  of  jarring 
discord,  where  the  sub-deities,  Harpies,  and  Furies,  pre- 
siding in  fall  divan,  marshal  their  forces,  and  array  their 
legions,  goaded  to  deadly  strife  beneatii  the  banner  of 
each  conflicting  passion,  racked  brains  and  envenomed 
hearts  supplying  from  incandescent  forge  an  armoury  of 
weapons,  ingenious  and  multiplied,  complicated  and 
tremendous,  as  the  mechanism  of  the  human  mind.  In  their 
sphere,  Castlereagh  and  his  courtly  minions,  the  magnates 
of  the  land,  with  fraud,  and  wile,  and  ukase,  still  work 
every  pliant  engine  to  achieve  their  darling  scheme,  coldly 
callous  to  a  nation's  agonies,  and  the  future  ruin  of  their 
posterity,  while  subserving  their  own  petty  selfish  present 
interest ;  for  basely  bartered  honour  and  country  no  cheek 
blushes ,  a  pain  of  remorse  moves  no  torpid  oonscienoe. 
On  I  on !  is  still  the  cry,  to  the  bitter  end. 
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Within  the  cdrouit  of  her  own  centre.  Lady  Alicia  Lattrell, 
no  nearer  to  her  aim  and  object  than  when  she  had  first  set 
out,  but  rendered  more  impassioned  andsdf-willed  byresist- 
anoe,  now  casting  off  all  reserve,  is  as  desperately  intent 
upon  accomplishing  her  favourite  project,  and  determined 
to  remove  every  ol»tacle  thereto,  callous  to  what  crime  and 
suffering  must  be  involved  to  herself  and  others  in  the 
transaction.  Gould  they  have  been  analysed  and  com- 
pared, no  doubt  the  characters  of  Lord  Castlereagh  and 
Lady  Alicia  Luttrell  would  have  presented  a  good 
facsimile.  Circumstance,  too,  conspired  to  favour  the 
development  of  each  tactician's  ability  for  intrigue.  Just 
now,  Dublin,  among  many  scandals  that  supply  the  daily 
bread  of  the  omnivorous  devourer  of  such  food,  was  the 
emporium  of  one  unusually  singular,  and  hence  more  appe* 
ti8iilg,than  any  of  more  hackneyed  fashion.  Matters,  smce 
we  last  saw  them,  had  not  improved  between  Guildford 
Colandisk  and  his  wife ;  each  day  she  became  more  coarsely 
violent,  while  he,  disappointed  and  enraged,  launched 
freely  into  every  excess  of  guilt  and  folly ,  until  mutual  re- 
crimination, shattering  every  vestige  of  domestic  harmony, 
menaced  an  immediate  Trupture  between  them,  when  Mrs. 
Darner  fell  seriously  ill.  In  a  day  or  two  her  life  was 
despaired  of;  and  feeling  her  end  approach,  in  a  paroxysm 
of  terror  she  conjured  her  husband  to  send  for  the  parson 
and  a  magistrate,  as  she  had  a  disclosure  to  make,  and  an 
act  of  restitution,  before  she  could  see  a  priest,  and  die  in 
the  Church  which  she  had  so  long  abjured.  Her  desire  was 
complied  with.  Magistrate  andparson  arrived  to  take 
down  her  deposition ;  which  was :  That  having  been  child- 
less for  some  years,  finding  her  husband  discontent,  and 
wishing  to  alienate  his  interest  from  his  next-of-kin,  with 
whom  she  did  not  agree,  she  had  prevailed  upon  a  poor 
woman  with  a  large  family,  who  kept  a  basket  of  apples  at 
Ballybough  Bridge,  for  a  sum  of  money  in  hand,  and  a 
weekly  stipend,  to  give  up,  and  make  over  an  infant  of 
which  she  would  soon  be  confined,  as  her  own.  Between 
two  or  three  parties  the  business  was  managed,  and  the 
child  of  Peggy  Dobbs  and  Jack  Dobbs,  a  knife-grinder ,  was 
transferred  to  the  Darners,  and  up  to  this  hour  had  pajaso^ 


630  PLOTS  AND  KA-ENTS. 

as  their  own.  The  extraordinarj  oonfesaion  of  the  dying 
lady,  treated  at  first  as  death-bed  ravings  by  many,  was, 
however,  clearly  proved  upon  the  arrest  of  all  the  parties 
implicated  in  the  transaction,  who,  being  questioned,  ad- 
mitted the  circumstances  without^ contradiction;  and  the 
no  longer  heire8s,'cashiered  by  the  indignant  Darner,  with 
a  smaU  sum  of  money,  retired  in  hmniliation  from  the 
stage  of  her  short-lived  consequence ;  while  the  astonished 
Gohndisk,  losing  his  head  in  the  ebullition  of  ecstasy  at 
his  most  unexpected  emancipation  from  a  galling  yoke, 
made  all  expedition  to  fling  himself  again  at  the  feet  of 
Alphonse  Fitzpatrick.  Hastening  to  her  imde's  mansion, 
and  rushing  up  stairs,  without  waiting  to  question,  he 
collided  with  the  butler,  coming  down  with  a  tray  of 
glasses  and  decanters,  and  capsized  the  caravan  with  a  crash 
that^brought  Don  Antonid  Hussey  Burgh,  and  O'DriscolI, 
with  Father  Fitzpatrick,  flying  to  the  scene  of  accident. 

**  My  back !"  groaned  the  Dutler,  rubbing  his  loin,  as 
Hussey  Burgh  tenderly  assisted  him  to  rise. 

^^I'm  vexy  sorry,"  apologised  Golandisk,  wiping  a 
bloody  nose.  *'  I  was  in  such  haste ; — I  have  such  good 
news ; — ^I  want  to  see  Miss  Fitzpatrick ; — I  didn't  £iow 
there  was  company  " — and  he  scowled  at  O'DriscolI. — ^'  Be 
so  good  as  to  let  her  know  I  am  here.  I  wish  to  see  her 
alone; — ^I'U  wait  in  the  parlour;"  and  he  stooped  to 
help  the  silently  ferocious  butler  to  pick  up  the  broken 
glass. 

'^  Alphonse,  there's  a  madman  below  wante  to  see  you,'* 
said  Don  Antonio,  returning  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
addressing  his  niece,  as  smiling  in  the  perfection  of  love- 
liness  she  sat  beside  Lady  O'DiiscoU. 

**  A  madman  wants  to  see  me,  unde  t     Who  is  he  f"  ^ 

'*  Go  down  to  him ;  'tis  that  idiot,  Guildford  Golandisk," 
said  Father  Fitzpatrick,  holding  his  sides  in  a  paroxysm 
of  lauRhter  he  could  not  repress. 

Alphonse  drew  back,  heightening  her  beauty  with  a 
frown.  *'  I'll  not  ffo  to  him,  Patnok ;  you  should  have 
said  I  was  engaged. 

Hussey  Burgh  now  laughed  vehemently,  and  re^ 
iterated;  ''  Go  down<      What  are  you  afraid  of  P     He 
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has  smashed  all  the  glass,  and  wants  to  make  good  the 
damage." 

*'  ijibther  overture,  I'll  wager,'*  whispered  O'DrisooU, 
who  since  Alphonse's  accession  of  wealtn  had  studiously 
avoided  renewing  his  former  suit,  and  had  indeed,  while 
retaining  the  same  admiration  and  love  of  his  object,  now 
abandoned  all  idea  of  it  as  useless ;  while  hiB  mother,  on 
the  contrary,  made  it  the  dream  of  her  life.  '' 

^'  Oh,  come  you  must,  else  he'll  come  up  here  and 
electrify  us  all  with  some  rhodomontade ;  for  1  think  he's 
primed,"  said  Don  Antonio,  sedately. 

Alphonse  rose,  looking  disconcerted ;  Hussey  Burgh 
hastened  to  open  the  door  for  her,  and  restored  the  bloom 
to  her  cheek,  saying :  *^  I'd  give  a  guinea  to  have  my  ear 
to  the  keyhole.  What  a  pity  to  let  you  have  all  the  fun 
solo !— do  fetch  him  up,  and  let's  see  Bacchus  in  love." 

Alphonse  went  down  to  the  parlour,  framing  her  mode 
of  speech  and  action,  like  a  skilful  general  arranging  his 
tactics,  to  be  foiled  by  an  unforeseen  countermove  of  the 
enemy.  Soon  as  she  appeared,  cold  and  serene,  Colandisk 
bounced  forward,  and  caught  her  in  his  arms,  wildly  ex- 
claiming : 

"  It's  all  settled,  my  houn  (my  angel).  I'm  rid  of 
the  incubus,  and  we'll  be  happy  as  the  day's  long. 
Now,  there,  don't  be  acting  the  fro  ward  child ;  I've  been 
a  naughty  boy,  and  I  ask  pardon,  and  promise  to  be  a 
pattern  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  Come,  don't  be  angry, 
and  fret ;  it's  own  Guildford." 

*'  I  really  do  not  know  what  you  mean,  Mr.  Colandisk," 
cried  Alphonse,  breaking  violently  away,  and  survejdng 
him  with  marble  rigidity  of  aspect  that  would  infallibly 
have  disheartened  any  more  sensitively  constituted 
individual ;  but  Guildford,  cased,  like  the  armadillo  in  a 
coat  of  armour,  was  invulnerable. 

"  Not  know  what  I  mean ; — ^yes  you  do,  you  little  rogue" 
— he  put  on  the  same  captivating  smile  that  had  once 
allured  her  novice  heart. — ^^  Hasn't  all  Dublin  for  the  last 
week  been  ringiog  with  it  T  Didn't  I,  at  the  first  click  of 
the  pistol,  cut  and  run;  and  to-day,  just  an  hour  ago,  it 
has  been  decided  that  the  woman  is  not  Darner's  daugKt^t^ 
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but  the  daughter  of  Dobbs  the  knife-grinder  and  his  wife 
Peggy,  the  apple-woman  of  Ballybough  Bridge.  No^, 
don't  you  pity  me  to  have  been  so  taken  in  P" 

**  I  do  not  pity  you  in  the  least,  Mr.  Colandisk ;  but  I 
very  much  pity  the  poor  young  woman ;  and  it  will  be 
only  right  and  proper  of  you,  under  eiroumstanoes  which 
neither  of  you  oomd  have  foreseen,  to  act  a  manly  and 
Christian  part,  and  by  your  sympathy  and  fidelity  make 
^her  as  happy  as  you  oan," 

**  What  do  you  mean  ? — Is  it  marry  the  apple«woman's 
daughter?" 

"  You  are  married  to  her,"  said  Alphonse,  boldly. 

^^  Tut,  you  spiteful  little  elf;  I  married  the  daughter, 
as  I  believed,  of  Mr.  Darner,  not  of  Dobbs  the  koife- 
grinder.  No  law  can  bind  me  to  abide  by  an  imposi- 
tion." 

''  But  is  it  fair  to  take  advantage  of  suoh  a  quibble. 
Had  you  married  me  as  wealthy  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  and 
I  turned  out  to  be,  not  another  in  person,  but  in  name, 
you  would  have  deserted  me  too." 

"Never!"  ejaculated  Guildford,  theatrically  striking 
his  bosom.  "  Never !  as  I'm  a  man  of  honour.  I  would 
still  have  loved,  as  I  love  you  now,  to  distraction ;  but  that 
woman  I  hated  from  the  first." 

"  Why  did  you  marry  her  P" 

**Tou  know  I  couldn't  help  it,"  he  replied,  with 
charming  frankness.  "  I  was  cleaned  out.  That  beast, 
Jeremiah  Higgenboggan,  left  away  the  money  to  dogs 
and  donkeys  that  would  have  made  us  snug.  Carry  had 
the  balloons;  she  fell  in  love  with  me,  wheedled  and 
bamboozled,  and—and  so  I  couldn't  help  myself,  and  she 
took  forcible  possession." 

"  Well,  if  you  take  my  advice,  you'll  go  back  to  her,  and 
live  quietly  and  happily.  You  have  quite  sufficient  means 
of  your  own  to  carry  on  respectable  appearance ;  and  I'm 
sure  Mr.  Darner  will  not  be  unkind  to  one  so  long — at 
least  we  will  say  an  adopted  daughter." 

"  By  Jove !  there's  fine  advice,"  exclaimed  Guildford, 
indignantly.  *«  No,  no,"  he  continued,  with  a  much  ag- 
grieved air;    "I  have  a    character   to  sustain,   which 
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prohibits  me  from  maintaining  oonneotion  with  fictitious 
persons ;  moreover,  think,  good  Lord,  of  the  entourage 
of  relations,  and  these  sort  of  people  have  whole  colonies. 
No,  if  you  please.  But,  you  provoking  fair,  you  only 
say  it  to  tantalise  me,  and  make  me  love  you  more,  if  it 
were  possible." 

*^  Oh,  you  need  not  love  me,  Mr.  Colandisk,"  she  quickly 
rejoined, "  for  it  will  serve  no  purpose.'* 

'*Yes,  but  it  will,  though,"  he  as  swiftly  returned. 
*' You  are  your  own  mistress.  Tour  uncle,  Don  Antonio 
— fine  old  fellow ! — ^has,  I  hear,  settled  upon  you  sixty 
thousand  pounds,  besides  a  large  sum  to  your  brother, 
which,  he  being  a  priest,  and  not  having  children,  will,  of 
course,  revert  to  you.  Now,  you  know  vou  love  me  :  you 
remember  how  grieved  you  were  when  that  infernal  Jerry 
stepped  between  us ;  so  let's  have  no  more  childish  play 
about  it ; — name  the  happy  day  that  will  make  Dungor- 
van  shake  ; — there's  a  dear," 

"  Mr.  Colandisk,"  returned  Alphonse,  severely,  "  once 
for  all,  there  must  be  an  end  to  this^folly.  A  few  months' 
severe  tuition  have  lessoned  me  at  last  in  wisdom  and  ex- 
perience. I  am  not  the  silly  child  you  last  saw  me, 
dazzled  with  the  glitter  of  a  toy,  and  covetous  of  its  pos- 
session. Henceforth,  understand  me  definitively :  we  meet 
in  public  only  on  the  formal  ground  of  most  ceremonious 
acquaintance ;  if  you  transgress  that  boundary,  we  must 
pass  by  as  strangers." 

"You  inexorable  despot,  you  are  not  serious?"  cried 
Guildford,  sobered  by  her  stern,  imperturbable  tone,  which 
impressed  a  conviction  of  her  deliberate  purpose  upon  his 
mind.  "  See,  I  know  what  you're  at,"  he  blurted  out,  in 
his  awakened  dread  of  losing  the  prize :  "  you  want  to 
moke  a  convert  of  me  by  holding  out.  AH  right,  I'm 
just  as  willing  to  go  to  chapel  as  to  church ; — ^indeed, 
I'd  just  as  soon  be  a  Catholic  as  a  Protestant,  for 
hang  me !  if  I  see  any  difference  between  them,  except 
that  the  Papists  fast,  which,  I  suppose,  makes  them 
stubborn  and  melancholy:  so  there's  every  impediment 
to  our  happiness  removed,  and  -; —  "  The  door  opening 
out  him  short 
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-  <<  Soon  as  you  are  disengagedy  Alphonse^  tmole  vishofl 
to  see  you/'  said  Father  Fitzpatnok,  bowing  to  CoIandisk> 
whom  ne  only  knew  by  si^ht  and  hearsay. 

'« I  am  going  now,. Patrick/*  she  replied^  courtesying  as 
she  withdrew. 

Guildford  desperately  threw  himself  between  her  and  the 
door :  "  Alphonse,  I  won't  stand  this/'  he  oried,  and  looked 
appealingly  to  Father  Fitzpatriok.  ''She's  engaged  to 
me,  sir — ^she  can't  deny  it.  I've  done  everything:  I've 
pledged  myself  to  become  a  convert,  to  go  to  Mass  with 
her,  or  turn  Mahommedan,  or  anything  she  likes !  Won't 
you  be  my  friend,  and  advise  her  P  I'll  make  it  worth 
your  while ;  faith,  I  will ; — you  won't  have  such  a  saint  in 
your  Church." 

•'  I  daresay  not,  sir/'  smiled  the  priest.  "  Go  up, 
Alphonse,  to  uncle." 

''  Then,  priest,  you  encourage  her  in  her  fickleness  P— 
you  sanction  breach  of  faith ;  you  don't  care  to  make  a 
convert,  or  to  save  a  soul  from  perdition.  Your  religion 
is  all  a  sham !  I'll  go  home  and  shoot  myself; — ^you'll  see 
it  in  to-morrow's  paper,  by  Jove ! — and  you'll  have  my 
blood  to  answer  for,  you  diabolical  priest !" 

Guildford  Colandisk,  as  he  spoke  in  the  wild  incohe- 
rence of  excitement,  took  no  heed  of  the  key  to  which  he 
liad  pitched  his  voice ;  hence,  rushing  frantically  forth) 
followed  by  Father  Fitzpatrick,  deliberate  and  amazed, 
and  Alphonse,  pale  and  resolute,  he  was  taken  aback  at 
sight  of  Hussey  Burgh  and  O'DrisoolI,  who  were  oomiog 
down  stairs,  and  on  the  last  step,  crimson  and  shaking 
with  suffocated  laughter.  Hussey,  ever  alert  in  wit  and 
fun,  suddenly  composing  his  features  to  an  expression  e( 
deep  condolence,  addressed  him : 

''Then,  my  poor  fellow,  it  is  all  settled,  and  yon  are 
again  a  bachelor ;  but  don't  go  shoot  yourself  in  a  fit  of 
despair:  you  are  young,  and  the  world  is  green  yet; 
cheer  up,  you  have  not  culled  its  last  flower^  and  you'll 
soon  find  another  to  adorn  your  bosom." 

*'  Buffoon !"  muttered  Colandisk  between  his  set  teeth) 
as  he  pulled  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  and  set  off,  not  in  quest 
of  his  pistol,  but  his  friend  and  confidante.  Lady  Alicia^ 
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to  take  oouQsel  with  her,  and  pour  into  her  sympathetic 
ear  the  story  of  his  trouble  ;  while  Hussey  Burgh  gravely 
said,  in  tone  of  pointed  significance,  meant  for^Alphonse ; 

"  Woe  betide  the  ill-destined  being  that  may  be  ever 
beguiled  to  trust  her  fate  to  the  keeping  of  as  soulless, 
heartless,  brainless),  and  selfish  a  man  as  ever  [I  knew, 
without  one  fixed  principle  for  his  polestar ! — a  shroud 
were  her  fitter  wedding  robe." 

Guildford  Colandisk  found  Lady  Alicia  in  her  drawing- 
room,  perusing  a  novel.  Between  Don  Antonio's  residence 
and  that  of  Lady  Alicia  his  distress,  not  being  very  deep- 
rooted,  had  cooled  down  and  evaporated,  though  the 
chagrin  of  disappointment  remained  rankling  in  his  heart. 
With  composed  aspect,  however,  he  entered,  and  gallantly 
made  his  obeisance  to  the  lady,  who,  closing  her  book, 
quietly  addressed  him : 

"  I  thought  you'd  never  come.    What  delayed  you  so . 
long  P    Those  grumpies,  the  Higgenboggans,  have  been 
here  and  told  me  the  news :    Poor  Carry  s  restored  to  her 
joyful  parents,  and  you've  escaped  your  shackles ; — ^better, 
luck  than  you  deserved." 

"Now,  if  you're  going  to  lecture  me,  by  Greorge,  I'll 
take  up  my  hat  and  go  I — ^I'm  not  in  humour  to  be  pulled 
up  just  now." 

Lady  Alicia  smiled  sarcastically.  "  What  ails  you  r 
Sorry  for  pigeon  metamorphosed  into  an  owl  ?  What  a 
strange  story  the  whole  thing ! — a  perfect  romance.  Do 
you  know  I  always  had  the  feeling  that  there  was  some- 
thing odd  about  that  girl — that,  in  fact,  she  was  some- 
thing out  of  place— below  par  P  I  wonder  will  she  turn  to 
selling  apples  P  I'll  certainlyjpatronise  her,  if  it  were  only 
to  spite  the  Pomfrets,  who  hated  her,  and  will  be  so  glad 
of  her  reverse.  But  you've  had  no  luncheon  ;— just  ring 
the  bell.  I  declare  I  should  be  sorry  for  you,  only  I 
know  your  heart  is  set  upon  pretty  Aiphonse  Fitzpatrick 
and  her  fine  fortune.  What  luck  you  are  in  !  — and  how 
glad  we  shall  be  to  have  her  properly  introduced  into  our 
set.    I  daresay  she's  already  feathering  her  nest  P" 

'^  Not  a  bit  of  it — at  least  not  as  you  suppose.  I  haven't 
a  obanoej"  returned  GKiildford,  sulkily. 
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''  And  why  pot  ?  You  know  she  had  been  engaged  to 
you." 

"  Yes !  Well,  it's  all  off :  that  great  don,  O'Driscoll, 
whom  I  met  there  just  now,  is,  I  can  see  quite  weU,  a 
favoured  suitor/' 

Lady  Alicia's  brow  darkened,  her  eye  and  lip  set,  and 
her  whole  aspect  and  bearing  underwent  an  immediate 
change.  Guildford,  exulting  with  demure  visage  at  the 
perceptible  effect  of  his  statement,  tranquilly  made  answer, 
as  sneeringly  she  taunted  him :  *'  And  you  are  meek 
enough,  and  abject  enough  to  suffer  a  rival  to  brush  you 
like  a  fly  from  his  path!  Pshaw! — I  had  thought  you 
were  a  man !" 

"What  would  you  have  me  doP"  sighed  Oolandisk, 
softly. 

'^  What  I  would  do  in  your  place,  call  him  out  and 
shoot  him/' 

**No;  you  would  not  like  that,  though  you  say  it. 
Don't  we  all  know — I'll  not  say  what  P* 

"  You  may  say  it !"  she  cried,  fiercely.  **  I  know  Tve 
made  a  fool  of  myself ;  I  have  been  honest  enough  to  ma- 
nifest a  partiality  for  him  that  might  encourage  him  to 
hope,  and  preserve  my  path  intact  from  rivals :  yet,  so  much 
am  I  the  slave  of  jealous  passion,  I  would  rather  see  him 
shot  than  married  to  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  who  does  not 
iu  the  least  care  for  him,  but  who  loves  you  devotedly,  as 
she  confessed  to  myself,  only  scruples  have  been  put  into 
her  head,  and  she's  such  a  simpleton  that  she  is  afraid  to 
displease  her  friends  by  avowing  and  asserting  her  own 
pleasure  and  will." 

"  If  I  thought  that !''  murmured  Colandisk,  quickened 
by  a  new  light,  and  he  jerked  bis  head  emphatically. 

"  Well,  what  would  you  do  ?"  demanded  Lady  Alicia. 
"  I'll  tell  you  what  you'll  do,  Colandisk :  you  are  no 
coward" — Guildford  plumed  up  like  a  cock  going  to  crow— 
"  you  don't  want  for  wit  and  energy ;  why  not  coldly  seiw 
and  carry  her  off?  She  is  your  undoubted  property,  and 
when  once  you  are  fast  married  her  friends  must,  perforce, 
be  reconciled  to  it,  and  your  spirit  will  be  applauded  by 
everyone.    It  is  quite  easy :  the  thing  is  done  eveiy  day  'f^ 
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and  if  you  want  money  to  help  you  I'm  sure  I  won't 
grudge  a  loan." 

"  Sy  George  and  the  dragon !  you  are  an  angel  of  b'ght, 
Alioia !  I  never  thought  of  that  !^'  exclaimed  Colandisk, 
swallowing  a  glass  of  wine.  ''The  very  thing!  I'll  do 
it,  once  1  see  my  way  ;  that's  the  only  difficulty — ^how  to 
set  about  it^  for  it's  a  buf^iness  we  must  not  bungle  in." 

''And  apropos f  here  comes  one  who  will  aid  you  in  its 
execution/'  cried  Lady  Alicia,  as  Lord  Carhampton  en- 
tered. 

"  Well,  what's  ado  P'*  said  his  lordship,  putting  down 
his  gloves.  "  Congratulate  you,  old  boy ; — got  rid  of  the 
incumbrance  ? — open  to  new  engagement  ?  Ha — ha — ha !" 

"  Yes,  and  you  must  help  hmi,  uncle,"  laughed  Lady 
Alicia,  now  in  exuberant  spirits,  clapping  her  hands 
gleefully, 

"  Not  I,  indeed  1  I'm  not  a  [philanthropist,  I  never  go 
in  for  helping  anyone; ' 

"Fudge,  uncle,  you  must! — ^you  wanted  mo  to  help 
you  yesterday." 

«  Well,  you  didn't  s  that's  all  I  know." 

"  Don't  recriminate,  sir  ; — ^to-day  I  will  come  to  terms." 

"  Explain  yourself." 

"You  know,  so  spare  preamble,  I  am  attached  to 
O'DriscoU  P" 

"You  never  made  a  secret  of  it,  and  I  do  not  think 
he  admires  your  cheek,  else  he  wouldn't  have  been  so , 
slow  to  snap  at  the  bait.  Qo  on !" 

"  That's  not  the  reason  how  you  must  badly  construe 
things.  He'd  have  proposed  long  since  but  for  that  sly 
thing,  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick." 

"  I'm  much  indebted  to  her.  I  don't  ambition  the  im- 
poverished O'DriscoU  connexion — ^bar  sinister,  and  all 
that — ^in  our  family.  The  Irish  girl  is  much  more  suited 
to  him.    Why  doesn't  he  marry  her  ?" 

"  He  doesn't  care  a  pin  for  her,  only  she's  such  a  flirt 
and  coquette,  and  it  amuses  you  men  to  have  women 
danfiiing  about  you,  making  show  of  love,  and  all  that." 

"Well,  what  do  you  want  me  to  do  P  If  any  job,  mind, 
cash  down's  the  word." 
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"  Very  well !  Til  lend  you  the  £5,000  you  asked  for 
on  condition  that  j  ou  help  Guildford  to  carry  ofif  Alphonse 
and  marry  her.  When  she's  out  of  the  way  I'll  have 
Maurice  aJl  to  myself." 

"Phew!"  whistled  Oarhampton.  "Is  that  the  goP 
Agreed ! — count  on  my  service.  Let  me  see  l"  His  lord- 
ship screwed  his  eyes  into  a  parenthesis  of  crows'-feet,  as 
though  the  rays  of  vision,  concentrated  into  a  focus,  more 
clearly  aided  his  mental  perception.  "  Bad  news  in  to- 
day :  more  skirmishes  with  the  troops,  insurgents  growing 
presumptuous,  Elngsborough  going  down  in  person  to 
command  the  forces  in  Wexford.  I'll  enlist  him  in  our 
business  :  only  question,  how  to  lay  hold  on  the  coy  nymph ; 
what  ruse  shall  we  plan  to  inveigle  her,  without  creating  a 
disturbance  P" 

"  Yes,  that  is  the  point,"  cried  Lady  Alicia,  briskly ; 
"for,  mind  you,  our  names  must  not  transpire  as  being 
mixed  up  in  the  business  on  any  account." 

**  I'll  take  care  of  th&t,"  said  his  lordship,  "  since  my  last 
confounded  escapade  got  bruited  about  that  girl,  Mary 
Kelly,  I  must  be  cautious,  or  my  character  will  be  irre- 
trievably lost.  Now,  I  have  a  plan :  we'll  contrive  a  mes- 
sage from  Priest  Fitzpatrick,  requiring  to  see  his  sister 
upon  some  important  matter  this  evening.  Mother  Le- 
wellyn  will  be  the  bearer  of  the  mandate.  Guildford  and  I, 
meanwhile,  will  lie  in  wait,  disguised  as  bailiffs,  in  some 
convenient  corner,  and  soon  as  the  lady  comes  within 
reach,  present  a  document  empowering  us  to  arrest  her/ 
as  implicated  with  and  privy  to  the  designs  of  the  United 
Irishmen,  hand  her  into  a  chaise,  drive  down  to  the  quay, 
put  her  on  board  Lord  Kingsborough's*  vessel,  and  then, 
my  dear  fellow,  all  the  residue  of  the  work  is  yours.  I'to 
made  clear  the  way  before  you." 

"Thanks,  thanks ;  an  admirable  plan  !"  cried  Colandisk, 
in  hilarious  excitement.  "  You're  a  trump,  Luttrell,  and 
no  mistake !    I  am  for  ever  indebted  to  you." 

"  Hold ! — softly,  my  dear  boy,  I  never  permit  anyone 
to  be  long  in  my  debt  on  any  score,  and  though  always 
ready  to  help  my  friends  in  any  little  jeu  (Tesprii^  in- 
triguej  or  other  quandary,  being  a  man  of  candouri  it 
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behoves  me  to  say  I  expect  and  require  wages  for  my 
service.  You  see  I  honour  you  with  implicit  trust  and 
confidence,  feeling  that  you  are  in  every  sense  a  gentleman, 
and  one  of  our  set.  Well^  then,  truce  with  preface,  and 
to  the  point.  Out  of  the  ample  dower  your  bride  will 
bring  1  shall  demand,  upon  the  day  of  the  happy  nuptials 
effected  through  my  instrumentality,  the  small  bagatelle 
of  ten  thousand  pounds." 

**  Done,  you  veritable  Croesus  !"  laughed  Guildford. 
'*  I'll  be  off  now ;  for  every  moment  will  seem  an  age  to 
me  till  I  meet  you  again  in  masquerade.  Appoint  the 
rendezvous.'* 

"  Wait  a  moment,  and  1*11  be  with  you.  Here,  Alicia, 
fork  out  a  check  for  five  thousand,  payable  out  of  the  ten.'* 

"  It  is  said  they  are  two  bad  pays,  uncle — those  who 
pay  beforehand  and  those  who  don't  pay  at  alL  I  shall 
not  pay  till  the  work  is  done." 

<<  Just  like  you,  women,  suspicious  and  mean !  No 
wonder  we  scorn  and  despise  the  sex,"  muttered  Lord 
Carhampton,  scowling  upon  the  derisively  smiling  lady, 
as  he  departed  with  Guildford  Colandisk,  and  thinking  to 
himself  the  while:  **When  I  get  it,  'twill  be  a  long 
loan,  my  fair  niece,  since  I  shall  take  my  own  time  for 
repayment." 

It  was  evening,  and  the  lamps  shone,  and  the  tea-urn 
bubbled  upon  the  table,  laid  with  costly  rare  china,  and 

E resided  over  by  the  Misses  Warbeck  Higgenboggan,  who 
ad  convened  a  divan  of  their  friends  for  the  ostensible 
purpose  of  debating  a  subject  of  charity,  upon  which, 
through  some  erratic  phenomena  of  the  human  mind, 
whose  subtleties  can  never  be  defined  by  phrases,  they 
had  suddenly  conceived  an  interest :  the  amelioration  of 
the  condition  of  the  poor  ignorant  Irish  in  the  city  and 
about  the  suburbs.  Head  of  the  committee  was  the  Bev. 
Nathaniel  Lamb,  who  having  shown  himself  to  his  new 
parishioners,  and  being  duly  accredited  by  them,  and  his 
curate,  who,  having  at  present  not  much  to  do  in  the  law- 
less diistriot,  spent  most  of  their  time  in  Dublin  ;  and  Lady 
Alicia,  who  in  her  great  zeal  for  promoting  good,  waived 
strong  antipathy  to  the  elderly  spinsters  and  tbi^xc  ^^^ 
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oirole;  aad  Miss  Gubbinsy  her  aide-decamp,  pledged  to 
back  her  up  in  every  opinion  that  contradioted  theirs ; 
and  the  Misses  Hodgens,  and  the  Misses  Pomfret,  proud 
to  be  associated  in  any  cause  patronised  by  a  titled  lady 
and  advocated  by  the  delightful  rector  and  his  talented 
young  curate,  who,  had  polygamy  been  countenanced, 
might  easily  have  filled  a  spacious  seraglio  with  his  fair 
admirers,  against  whose  witching  blandishments  it  taxed 
him  sorely  to  hold  the  even  tenor  of  his  way,  unbalanced 
by  intoxioatiDg  doses  of  adulation,  uncapsized  by  giddy 
vanity ;  but  cast  in  mould  of  proof,  there  he  sat  between 
Jemima  Hodgens  and  Lady  Aiicia,  his  <^offee  and  muflEin 
untasted  before  him,  while,  with  eyes  devoutly  fixed  upon 
the  ceiling,  he  listened  to  Miss  Higgenboggan  saying,  as 
she  sipped  her  tea, 

'*  For  my  part,  I  don't  see  where  we  are  to  begin  at  the 
work  or  how  to  set  about  it ;  the  wealth  of  the  Indies 
wouldn't  suffice  all  the  squalid,  lazy,  idle  creatures  that 
infest  our  streets,  yet  something  must  be  done  to  abate. 
the  nuisance  that  meets  us  at  every  turn." 

'^  Very  true,  my  dear  madam,''  said  the  curate,  his  mouth 
full  of  buttered  toast ;  '^  I  don't  see  what  can  be  done,  ex« 
cept  to  make  them  work." 

^'  But  that's  just  what  they  won't  do,"  cried  Miss  Fanny, 
gutting  a  slice  of  plumcake ;  *'  so  long  as  they  can  get  by 
begging  they  won't  work,  upon  which  principle  1  never 
give  to  a  beggar." 

.  '^  Allow  me  to  contradict  you,"  said  Lady  Alicia,  dic^ 
tatorially ;  ''  the  people  are  willing  enough  to  work  if  they 
get  employment,  but  they  are  horribly  ungrateful.  I 
know  an  English  lady,  a  friend  of  mine,  who  was  shocked 
when  she  came  over  here  to  see  barefooted  girls  and  women 
standing  or  sitting  all  day  long  with  dishevelled  hair,  and 
in  ragged  clothes  not  enough  to  cover  them,  at  the  door 
of  their  mud  hovels.  She  and  her  husband,  being  good, 
charitable  Christians,  set  to  work  to  reform  them;  got 
them  taught  to  make  straw  hats,  at  which  they  earned  a 
penny  a  day,  and  to  knit  stockings  and  work  embroideiy, 
till,  what  with  that  and  a  Sunday  school,  in  twelve  montbi 
you  would  not  have  known  it  to  bo  the  same  place  or  the 
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same  people,  so  much  was  their  condition  improved ;  yet 
for  all  that,  not  one  of  the  wretches  was  gratefiil  enough 
to  go  to  church  for  them,  and  when  they  put  out  some  bad 
characters  for  their  stubbornness,  they  were  served  with 
Bockite  notices,  and  had  to  fly ;  so  I  say  begin  with 
making  them  go  to  church." 

"  My  dear  lady  Alicia,  we  have  tried  that  till  we  are  sick 
of  iy  siffhed  tne  Rev.  Nathaniel,  turning  from  contem- 
plating the  ceiling  to  the  subject  of  debate.  "  There's 
no  truth,  honesty,  or  sincerity  among  the  Irish;  not 
even  among  the  soi-disant  Irish  gentlemen  is  the  precious 
jewel  to  be  found.  We  have  exhausted  a  treasury  in  pen- 
sioning knaves,  who  hypocritically  received  our  insbiic- 
tions — swallowed,  as  it  were,  the  manna  of  the  Word, 
promised  to  attend  church,  clutched  the  bribe,  and  levanted 
with  their  tongue  out,  rejoicing  in  their  craft/^ 

"If  I  could  adjudicate  or  presume  to  give  my  opinion 
on  the  question,"  said  Miss  Hodgens,  ''  I'd  transport  all 
the  old  people  to  Botany  Bay,  and  seize  upon  all  the  chil- 
dren, whom  I  would  put  into  a  good  training  school,  and 
so  eradicate  from  them  every  taint  of  Popery.  They  would 
become  shining  lights  of  salvation — that  sort  I  have, 
noticed  always  do." 

"It's  the  wisest  thing  has  been  said  to-night,"  ex- 
claimed Miss  Bigginboggan ;  "  and  so  much  cheaper  and 
more  feasible  a  plan." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  interposed  Miss  Oubbins ; ''  chil^ 
dren  are  most  expensive,  and  not  at  all  to  be  depended 
on ;  as  I  was  lately  reading  in  a  learned  lecture,  \j  the 
Bev.  Jedediah  Fathomit,  tJiat  the  instincts  and  propensi- 
ties of  progenitors  are  engrafted  on  their  generations ;  so 
those  Popish  children  retain  indelibly  branded  upon  their 

natures  the  countersign  of  Bome,  and "  She  was  cut 

short  by  the  opening  of  the  door,  and  the  announce- 
ment of,  «  Mr.  O'DriscoU." 

Very  pale  and  evidently  disconcerted  was  the  young 
man  as  he  entered  and  surveyed  the  equally  surprised 
company,  all  of  whom,  save  Lady  Alicia,  bent  upon  him 
wondering  eyes ;  but  in  hers,  conscious  on  the  instant  of 
the  purport  of  his  unexpected  visit  to  the  Misses  Hi£^<^\ir 
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boggan,  there  was  a  wild  gleam  of  triumph  and  joyi  as 
furtivelj  she  smiled  a  sinister  smile,  and  intently  probed 
his  countenance;  while  he,  bowing  [to  the  circle,  apolo- 
gised to  Miss  Sophy,  who  had  risen  in  formal  courtesy, 
and  in  voice  somewhat  nervous,  though  strong  and  deep, 
asked  if  she  could,  on  the  part  of  her  uncle  and  brother, 
who  waited  below,  not  wishing  to  intrude,  give  him  any 
information  concerning  their  niece,  Miss  Fitzpatriok,  who 
had  left  home  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day  before,  to  go  to 
her  brother,  and  had  not  since  been  heard  of. 

"  Just  what  I  always  foresaw,"  solemnly  enunciated 
Miss  Higgenboggan,  frowning  with  virtuous  severity,  and 
shaking  her  head.  '^  I  always  had  a  presentiment  that  the 
wild  creature  would  conmiit  herself  by  some  act  of  giddi- 
ness, if  not  worse.  We  were  fortunate  to  have  had  a  timely 
riddance  of  such  a  responsibility.  Had  it  happened  while 
she  was  under  my  care  I  should  have  been  quite  upset/' 

"Had  what  happened,  madam  ?*'  interrogated  O'Dris- 
coU,  taking  Miss  Sophy  aback  by  the  blunt  query  and 
his  stem  aspect  and  manner. 

"  Why,  why,'*  she  stammered,  quite  nonplussed,  "  what 
you  have  just  told  me.*' 

*'  I  have  told  you  nothing,'madam/'  he  returned,  stiffly ; 
"  I  merely  asked  could  you  give  me  any  information  con- 
cerning Miss  Fitzpatrick,  your  niece,  and  instead  you 
launch  out  into  animadversion  and  insinuations  against  a 
young  ^rl,  concerning  whom  her  friends  are  suffering  ex- 
cruciating misery;  but  since  you  are  not  able  or  wming 
to  aid  us  in  quest  of  her,  I  wish  you  good-evening.'* 

"  Gracious  t  how  fiery  you  are,  Maurice !  *'  smiled  Lady 
Alicia,  satirically;  *'  one  would  think  you  were  in  chase 
of  a  runaway  wife.  Miss  Higgenboggan" — she  glanced 
for  the  first  time  complacently  at  the  lady^ — ^'  is  right. 
Tou  never  would  believe  me,  or  anyone  that  told  you,  one 
BO  innocent  and  prudish  as  Alphonse  was  a  perfection  of 
levity  and  deceit.  Now,  I  am  sufficiently  deep  in  the 
cabinet  to  tell  you  that  yesterday  Alphonse,  your  paraeon, 
eloped  with  Qnildford  Colandisk.  Nay,  don't  look  so  like 
a  hurricane:  you  know  she  had  been  engaged  to  him 
before  that  artful  counterfeit,  Caroline  Darner,  otherwise 


PLOTS  AND  EVENTS.  643 

Dobbs,  oame  between  themy  when  Jerry  Higgenboggan 
left  away  all  the  money  ;  but  Don  Antonio  has  made  all 
square  again  between  them,  so  that  exouses  her  in  some 
sort.  Can't  you  sit  down  P  1*11  want  you  to  see  me  home, 
IVe  a  great  deal  to  say  to  you,  and  I'm  sure  Miss  Higgen- 
boggan will  be  glad  if  your  friends  will  oome  up  and 
join  our  tea.'' 

'^  Excuse  me,  Lady  Alicia,  I  must  go,"  said  Maurice, 
coldly  declining  Miss  Higgenboggan's  reiterated  invita- 
tion. *'  And  this  much  bear  me  say  in  vindication  of 
3'our  niece,  madam:  I  also  am  sufficiently  acquainted 
witli  the  young  lady  to  insist  upon  my  conviction  that  she 
lias  been  made  the  victim  of  foul  play ;  and  in  lieu  of  her 
going  of  her  own  free  will  with  Guildford  Colandisk,  that 
she  has  been  abducted  by  him,  it  behooves  her  friends  to 
take  instant  measures  to  pursue  him  ; — and  I  thank  you, 
Lady  Alicia,  for  having  so  kindly  afforded  even  this  clue 
to  our  search." 

He  was  off  before  Lady  Alicia,  biting  her  lips  with 
vexation  at  her  own  egregious  blunder,  could  retrieve  her 
error,  and  during  the  remainder  of  the  evening  she  sat 
mostly  absorbed  in  gloomy  thought,  fabricating  new  plots 
and  wiles  to  circumvent  others  and  ensure  her  own  suc- 
cess, while  O'DriscolI,  with  Don  Antonio,  and  Father 
Fitzpatrick  were  on  their  way  to  Major  Sirr's,  to  engage 
his  service  in  their  behalf,  and  the  company  resumed  with 
animation  the  interrupted  theme  of  how  to  ameliorate  the 
condition  of  the  poor  ignorant  Irish,  and  to  devise  new  ex- 
pedients for  enticing  them  to  the  glories  of  Sion,  training 
their  optics  to  Gospel  light,  and  alluring  them  to  relish 
the  manna  of  the  Word  :  some  proposing,  as  a  means  to 
the  desired  end,  flannel  petticoats  and  soup  ;  others  recom- 
mending meal  and  hairy  bacon,  as  a  lure  not  to  be  resisted 
by  hungry  stomachs ;  while  not  a  few  observed,  "  that  ex- 
perience having  proved  the  Irish  to  be  fastidious  of  appe- 
tite, and  of  rather  epicurean  taste,  they  would  suggest, 
bread  and  butter  and  tea,  as  bait  more  infallible,  but  all 
agreeing,  that  could  the  lot  be  submerged  for  one  hour  in 
the  briny  deep,  the  expedient  were  the  most  satisfactory 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

ALPHOKSE     PITZPATRICK     EESCCED — LORD     KINGSBOROrOH 
IN  TROUBLE — CUPID  AT  HIS  TRICKS. 

**  Sftcred  to  thv  soul  will  be 
The  land  of  him  who  coaldlforeet 
All  but  that  bleeding  land  for  thee. 
When  other  eyes  shall  see  unmoved 
Her  widows  mounii  her  warriors  fall, 
Thou'lt  think  how  well  one  Gheber  lov'dy 
And  for  his  sake  thou'lt  weep  for  all !" 

"  FiRK  WORSniFFXRS." 

The  feelings  of  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  may  be  more  easily 
imagined  than  described,  when,  decoyed  by  specious  mes- 
sage conveyed  to  her  on  the  part  of  her  brother  by  a  female 
unknown  to  her,  who  purported  to  be  a  confidential 
member  of  his  flock,  and  hastening  to  his  residence,  she 
was  intercepted  and  compelled,  under  feigned  warrant  of 
arrest,  to  submit  to  be  conducted  by  her  captors  to  undergo 
investigation  before  some  magistrate  of  whose  name  and 
abode  die  was  in  utter  ignorance.  At  first,  extreme  terror 
taking  possession  of  her  mind,  to  the  exclusion  of  every 
other  sense,  she  had  wept  and  entreated  at  least  the  favour 
of  being  ,  first  taken  to  her  uncle  or  brother  to  acquaint 
them  with  her  situation ;  but  this  request  being  inexorably 
refused,  she  sat  like  one  petrified  into  stone,  so  completely 
was  every  faculty  paralysed  by  the  crushing  blow  that  had 
befallen  her ;  for  well  she  knew  that  in  those  terrible  days 
no  innocence  could  guarantee  safety  or  justice,  and  sex  or 
condition  could  claim  no  privilege  of  exemption  from 
vengeance,  should  but  the  breath  of  suspicion,  even  though 
emanating  from  lips  of  calumny,  blow  upon  one's  fame. 
So  in  profoundest  [dejection,  pale  and  desponding  as  one 
over  whom  the  sentence  of  doom  had  been  already  spoken, 
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she  beheld  herself  hurried  along  towards  the  quay ;  then, 
as  the  chaise  drew  up  beside  the  wharf,  and  she  was 
ordered  to  alight  and  led  on  board  the  vessel,  just  then 
setting  sail,  came  the  poignant  thought^  not  of  her  own 
fate,  but  the  affliction  into  which  her  sudden  and  mys- 
terious disappearance  would  plunge  her  uncle  and 
brother,  with  perplexing  conjectures  as  to  the  inimical 
party  whose  motives,  or^  ill-will,  or  interest  could  have 
directed  against  her  any  criminating  accusation,  for  which 
over  and  over  she  ransacked  her  brain  to  come  at  the 
smallest  foundation.     By-and-by^  however,  when  they 

Suittod  shore  and  launched  into  the  deep,  Guildford  Oolan- 
idc,  rejoicing  in  the  success  of  his  enterprise,  and  feeling 
how  completely  she  was  in  his  hands,  boldly  cast  off  dis- 
guise, and,  abetted  by  Lord  Kingsborough's  patronage, 
revealed  himself  in  propria  persona,  at  once  defiant  and 
triumphant,  before  her  astonished  eyes.  Flashing  the 
whole  truth  of  the  transaction  upon  her  mind,  she  was 
herself  ac^ain — firm,  courageous,  and  resolute.  Scorn- 
fijdly  smiling  away  the  tears  that  had  besprent  her 
visage  as,  exulting,  Guildford,  casting  himself  at  her  feet 
with  mocking  penitence,  besought  her  forgiveness  for  the 
little  trick  his  own  passionate  love  and  her  wayward  humour 
had  incited  him  to  act,  adding  significantly  that,  being 
now  in  his  power,  she  had  no  option  to  choose,  so  need  not 
be  influenced  by  ulterior  considerations  as  to  the  pleasure 
of  her  friends  in  the  matter ;  and  Lord  Eingsborough 
hinted,  with  much  suavity,  *'  that  it  would  be  more  pleasing 
to  all  parties  she  would  with  good  grace  to  surrender  to 
unavoidable  circumstances,  put  away  prudery,  and  yield 
amicably  a  consent  which  should  otherwise  be  extorted 
forcibly  to  make  his  friend  happy,  she  proudly  drew  up 
her  graceful  head,  walked  deliberately  to  the  table  of  the 
state  saloon,  which  was  laid  for  dinner,  took  therefrom  a 
sharp,  glittering  steel  knife,  advanced  a  few  paces,  and, 
speaking  dear  and  composed,  said : 

^^  You  have,  indeed,  acted  a  base  trick,  Mr.  Oolandisk, 
but  which,  withal,  will  not  avail  your  design.  It  is  not  I 
who  am  in  your  power,  but  you  that  are  in  mine.  Show 
me" — ^she  turned   to  a  woman  of  repulsive  mien  ^W^ 
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stood  bV|  with  an  expression  in  her  e jes  that  fhe  serpent 
might  have  shown  in  his  baleful  gaze  when  fixed  with 
guileful  intent  on  Eve — '^to  some  retired  berth,  and  let 
any  who  approaches  within  the  reach  of  my  arm  beware  the 
consequences,  for  by  this  sacred  symbol  on  my  bosoms- 
she  held  up  a  small  ivory  crucifix — "  I  pledge  myseK  that 
his  heart's  blood  or  mine  shall  flow."  Eetreating  back- 
ward  as  she  spoke,  fixedly  surveying  each  one  of  the  mo- 
tionless group,  she  entered  a  small  recess  partitioned  from 
off  the  state  cabin,  closed  and  bolted  the  door,  and  turned 
to  look  out  of  a  small  window  upon  the  waves  rippling 
beneath  the  fast  keel,  gliding  like  a  ploughshare  on  iU 
course,  while  Lord  Eingsborough  addressed  the  rather 
discomfited  Ghiildford : 

*'  By  Jove,  there's  a  vixen !  Why,  man,  she'll  box  your 
ears  !  How,  in  the  name  of  Pluto,  could  you  fancy  such 
a  termagant,  houri  though  she  be?  I  wouldn't  risk 
having  a  decanter  fiung  at  my  head  or  being  stuck  like 
a  pig!" 

''The  money!"  muttered  candid  Guildford,  disconso- 
lately. **  A  drowning  man  will  grasp  at  a  straw,  and  I 
didn't  know  she  was  so  violent.'' 

*^  Alack,  sir,  don't  be  downhearted,"'  said  Mother  Lle- 
wellen,  encouragingly,  with  a  calculating  eye  to  her  own 
profit  in  his  success.  ^^  These  young  girls  at  first  sight 
ore  all  brag  and  bluster,  but  as  much  to  be  minded  as 
kittens  putting  up  their  backs  and  spitting.  Let  her  be 
awhile,  and  she'll  tame  down  of  her  own  accord.  Just 
don't  seem  to  notice  her  fits." 

"  Just  so,  Colandisk,'"  said  Lord  Eingsborough ;  ''leave 
her  to  herself  while  on  board,  and  when  we  have  her  safely 
moored  in  the  '  Cape  of  Good  Hope,'  you  can,  at  your 
leisure,  bind  her  to  the  yoke ;  and  when  you  have  her 
in  harness  be  advised  by  me,  don't  spare  whip  or  bridle  to 
make  her  run  smooth,  for  she'll  need  it." 

''  Be  hanged  if  I  do !  I'll  show  her  &om  the  start  I 
won't  be  a  henpecked  husband,"  said  Guildford,  crossly. 
"  Contrary  baggage ! — I  almost  feel  to  hate  her ;  but  I 
musn't  lose  the  balloons !" 


Early  on  the  morning  suoceeding  the  capture  of  Wex- 
ford, the  insurgent  leaders  had  issued  orders  to  their  men 
to  march  out  and  encamp  on  Windmill  Hill,  leaving  but 
a  force  sufficient  to  garrison  the  town.  Unfortanately, 
the  rebels  had  so  frequently  in  every  conflict  put  to  flight 
and  routed  the  military  and  yeomen,  they  had  now  begun 
to  hold  them  in  a  contempt  which  degenerated  into  rash- 
ness and  an  overweening  oonfidenoe  in  their  own  strength. 
Hence,  while  in  a  day  or  two  the  forces,  in  separate  divi- 
aions — ^the  first  under  their  leader,  Bagnal  Harvey,  the 
aeoond  under  Fathers  Murphy,  Boche,  Eeams,  and  others 
'•marched,  one  for  Taghmon,  and  the  other  to  open  a  pass 
between  Wexford  and  Wicklow,  the  town,  after  a  series 
of  skirmishes  with  the  royalist  troops,  was  surprised  and 
retaken,  the  insurgents  being  driven  outside  the  walls  and 
forced  to  march  with  speed  to  join  the  camp  at  Carrigrue. 
Renewed  and  decisive  success,  however,  against  Colonel 
Walpole  and  General  Loftus,  Lord  Mountjoy  and  the 
forces  at  Carrigrue,  Tubberneering,  Gorey,  and  other 
minor  places,  indemnified  their  loss  by  making  them  mas- 
ters of  the  entire  county,  with  the  exception  of  Newtown- 
barry,  New  Boss,  and  Duncannon  Fort :  they  had  also 
possession  of  the  Wicklow  district  between  Ajklow  and 
Wexford ;  and  ^'  it  was  now  that  the  Irish  Government 
became  seriously  alarmed ;  "*  'Hhey  had  kindled  a  war  in 
the  heart  of  the  country,  and  it  was  doubtful  whether  they 
possessed  the  power  of  extinguishing  it."t  Mr.  Fox,  ever 
sensitively  alive  to  the  honour  of  his  country  and  the  feel- 
ings of  humanity,  appealed  to  the  British  Senate,  and  im- 
plored the  minister  to  halt  in  his  desperate  career.  '*  I 
hold,"  lie  said,  ''  documents  incontrovertible,  which  show 
that  this  sanguinary  contest  has  already  cost  his  majesty's 
forces  the  loss  of  ten  thousand  men."  The  appeal  was  in- 
effectual, and  the  insurrection  raged  on. 

The  first  division,  meanwhile,  of  the  insurgent  army, 

•  under  command  of  Bagnal  Harvey,  General-in-Chief,  set  out 

from  their  encampment  at  Taghmon  to  attack  the  town  qi 

,Eoss.    All  Wexford  was  now  the  theatre  of  war  on  a 

*  Teeling.  t  Kavanagh*«  **  History  of  the  InsarrectiQuJ* 
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mightj  Boale,  ninety  thousand  royalist  troops  within  the 
limit  of  this  one  county,  well  drilled  and  supplied  with 
ample  xesouroes,  contested  the  field  against  tmrty  thou- 
sand insurgents,  untrained  to  battle,  and  destitute  of  all 
militaiy  equipment. ,  Save  among  two  or  three  thousand, 
the  pike,  hatchet,  scythe,  dub,  and  nitchfork  being  still 
th^  uniyersal  weapons,  which  were  only  of  avail  in  olose 
hand-to«hand  coiiflict,  the  struggle  was  for  Tiotory  or 
death ;  for  the  Orange  yeomanry,  with  their  mercenary 
aids,  giving  no  quarter  to  the  people,  were  met  with  equal 
retaliation ;  and  the  scenes  of  atrocity  which  they  had  in- 
augurated and  ruthlessly  perpetrated  in  the  counfay  had, 
at  long  last,  produced  the  efiect  of  working  up  their  spirit 
to  a  vrndictiye  ferocity,  reckless  of  result,  deaf  to  meroyy 
and  intent  only  upon  the  destruction  of  the  foe  at  the 
willing  sacrifice  of  their  own  life. 

Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byme,  having  taken  leave  of-  Gap* 
tain  Oourtney,  his  wife,  and  daughter,  before  leaving 
Wexford  town  to  join  their  corps  under  Bagnal  Harvey» 
next  sought  Florence  Esmonde  and  Percy,  to  make  their 
adieu.  Jrercy,  with  some  return  of  his  former  freeeiug 
hauteur,  which  had  somewhat  abated  in  the  social  reunion 
of  the  preceding  evening,  responded  to  the  fareweUi  ad- 
monishmg  them  the  while  not  to  be  too  buoyed  up  by  the 
auspices  of  the  present,  nor  so  foolhardy  as  to  suppose 
that  the  lion  of  Britain  would  not  yet  snatch  bacuk  the 
wounded  prey,  whose  frantic  efforts  had  but  prooured  a 
momentary  emancipation  from  its  grasp ;  and  Hugh  oom- 
menting  indignantly  upon  the  effects  of  bigotry^  and  pre- 
judice, which  could  so  pervert  man's  noble  mind  as  to 
render  him  a  cruel  parricide  to  his  country  instead  of  e 

florious  champion — ^its  disgrace  instead  of  its  pride.  But 
etween  Miles  and  Florence  the  parting  was  more  gentle; 
very  cold  was  her  hand,  very  pale  her  cheek,  very  sad 
and  sympathetic  her  eye  as  it  frankly  met  his,  and  verj 
earnest  was  the  tone  of  her  subdued  voice  as  the  mur 
inured: 

''  I  shall  weary  heaven  with  prayers  for  your  safe  retunif 
and  my  heart  is  with  you  and  your  cause.    Yery  bitter 
has  been  the  goad  that  has  impelled  you  and  yours  to  s 
course  so  desp^talQ  exA  luiisM^" 
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'^  Trulj  you  speak,  lady»"  returned  MileSy  in  a  tone  of 
feeling.  *'  No  light  or  trivial  oanee  or  quarrel  this  that 
drew  me  reluotant  £rom  a  more  eenial  sphere  of  peaceful 
seclusion  to  the  scene  of  strife  and  arms ;  yet,  since  it  is  so, 
Terj  precious  to  my  heart  are  those  kind  words  of  sympathy 
from  your  lips.  Like  a  benediction  they  will  infuse  new 
zeal  into  my  efforts ;  for  surely  heayen  will  hear,  when 
invoked  by  soul  so  pure.  Emboldened  by  your  goodness, 
fain  would  I  now  crave,  as  the  relic  of  a  saint,  some  me- 
mento of  you  and  of  this  hour,  that  in  war's  wild  hurri- 
cane, when  my  hand  is  lifted  affainst  our  foes,  I  may  still 
remember  that  yours  in  friendship  has  clasped  mine ;  and 
if  returned  victorious  from  evary  danger,  it  might  yet  be 
a  tAlisman  between  us  of  sympathetic   confidence   and 

*'  What  shall  the  amulet  be?''  smiled  Flora,  blushing 
brightly,  and  glancing  at  a  pearl  ring  on  her  finder. 

'*  Yes,  let  it  be  th£,"  said  Miles.  *^  A  ring  is  a  good 
omen.  What  may  I  give  you  in  exchange  worthy  your 
acceptance?"    He  looked  puzzled. 

*' This,"  said  Florence,  half-bold,  half-shy,  touching  a 
little  golden  crucifix  that  hung  suspended  by  a  slender 
chain  round  his  neck,  and  which  had  escaped,  in  Ids  hur* 
ried  morning  toilet,  from  his  bosom.  Miles  coloured  and 
hesitated ;  it  was  his  mother's  hand  that  had,  on  the  day  of 
his  first  communion,  placed  it  there,  with  the  injunction, 
and  claiming  his  promise,  never  to  part  with  or  lay  it 
aside ; — ^he  valued  it  as  a  most  precious  thing. 

'^  No,  Florence,  I  cannot  part  with  this  without  being 
untrue  to  her  who  gave  it.  It  is  a  mother's  gift,"  he 
quickly  added,  observing  a  shade  of  disappointment  upon 
Iter  brow ;  *'  but  you  shall  have — ^that  is,  if  you  indeed" 
(he  smiled)  '^  care  for  such  a  Popish  symbol — h/aosimik 
one  by  courier  from  my  next  encampment." 

**  Oh,  that  is  better  I"  she  exclaimed,  throwing  off,  in 
the  excitement  of  the  moment,  all  reserve ;  **  for  then  I 
will  hear  some  tidings  of  you.  You  are  very  good; 
and  I  would  value  a  crucifix  more  than  anyUiing. 
What  you  prize  I  can  see  no  reason  to  contemn, 
even  though  I  admit  I  have  been  taught  to  reg^  voisiK^. 
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article  as  an  emblem  of  superstition ;  yet  who  knows, 
who  knows  ?'*  she  added,  with  a  sigh.  **  It  may  not 
follow  that  we  alone  ore  all  right  and  others  all  wrong.  I 
wish  I  knew,  for  then^ "  she  paused,  disconcerted  be- 
neath the  steadfast  gaze  of  Miles.  At  the  moment  Peroy 
came  up,  wrathful  from  a  clash  of  argument  with  Hugh 
upon  the  question  of  Loyalty  t^erens  Fatriotifim,  and  with 
one  more  adieu  they  parted. 

At  the  door  they  met  Ned,  who  waited  for  them,  himself 
mounted  and  holding  their  horses.  The  boy,  now  quite  on 
easy  terms  with  both  Miles  and  Hugh,  addressed  them  as 
they  rode  along  : 

"  Sir,  I  hope  well  be  soon  pitching  into  them  agaioy 
and  if  I  don't  work  the  pike  may  I  never  hold  it  again." 

"  What's  up  now,  Ned  P**  exclaimed  Miles,  involuntarily 
checking  his  steed,  as,  from  the  lad's  ruffled  face  and  manner, 
he  conceived  a  sudden  apprehension  that  he  had  obtained 
some  ill-tidings  of  Euphemia  and  Nelly  and  Larry  Doyle, 
of  whom  no  account  had  been  brought  by  Moll  and 
Kitty — the  house  where  they  had  sheltered  being  a  burned 
heap  of  ruinS)  and  not  a  single  creature  within  reach  to 
say  had  the  inmates  fled  or  perished.  ^^  Any  news  of  the 
children?" 

**  No,  sir,  not  a  word.  Let  us  hope  the  best,  that  tbey 
have  escaped)  or  some  token  would  have  oome  to  hand; 
but  the  little  drummer,  sir,  Willy  Mitchell.'' 

"  Well,  what  of  him  r 

"  O'Brien  and  O'Hart,  sir,  brought  word  last  night  that 
Hunter  Gowan  and  a  lot  of  the  yeos  had  him  hanged 
for  refusing  to  beat  the  drum  to  *  Croppies  Lie  DowOy' 
after  stabbing  him  with  a  do£en  bayonets." 

"  Poor  child !"  ejaculated  Miles  and  Hugh  ;  "  pity  tre 
did  not  make  him  our  prisoner ;  but  who  could  have  fore- 
seen such  a  deed  pei^etrated  against  their  own — ^and  ^ 
mere  child.  He  was  a  gallant  little  fellow ;  but  fear  not) 
we'll  avenge  him,  Ned.*' 

"  Sir*  they*re  like  locusts — the  more  w©  kill  of  'em  thP 
tiiioker  they  seem  to  come,"  said  Ned.  **  I  think  I  mv»^ 
have  piked  myself  more  than  twenty.  I  wonder  do  they 
oome  to  life  again  F' 


RESCUE   OF    ALPHONSE.  551 

Thus  talking  they  joined  the  squadron,  where  they  re- 
ceiyed  orders  from  General  Harvey  to  proceed  with  a  band 
told  off  to  the  river  to  man  the  oyster  boats,  each  with  a 
erew  of  thirty-five,  to  cruise  in  the  offing  and  board  all 
passing  ships,  to  get  provisions,  of  which  they  stood  ia 
much  need,  for  the  town  and  the  troops. 

It  was  in  the  course  of  the  following  day  that,  after 
having  captured  several  prizes,  three  of  the  boats  returned 
heavily  laden  with  provisions,  passing  the  Fort  of  Boss- 
dare,  mounted  with  cannon,  and  cautiously  entering  tha 
mouth  of  the  harbour,  blocked  up  with  sUnken  vessels,  to 
obstruct  any  war  ship,  while  the  fourth  continued  to 
cruise  to  and  fro,  having  boarded  but  one  brig  and  taken 
but  little  booty.  A  vessel,  however,  crowding  all  sail,  hove 
in  flight,  and,  with  ensign  flying  from  the  top-gallant  mast, 
bore  swiftly  down  upon  them.  The  boat  immediately 
tacked  to  meet  her,  all  hands  plying  the  oar  with  vigorous 
stroke,  soon  brought  it  alongside ;  and  while  the  captain 
hailed  the  vessel  with  signals  for  parley.  Miles  rested  upon 
his  oar,  and  gazing  forward  was  surprised  to  see  a  white 
handkerchief  waved  from  a  cabin  window  with  impetuous 
motion,  and  then,  as  soon  as  it  caught  his  eye,  dropped 
below.  Putting  out  his  oar  he  caught  it,  and  opened  it 
out  to  examine,  while  the  following  dialogue  ensued  be* 
tween  the  captains  of  the  respective  crafts,  and  the  crews 
gave  attentive  ear. 

"  Why  do  you  stop  us  ?  What  news  have  you  P"  sung 
oat  the  captain  of  the  vessel,  leaning  over  the  bulwarks, 
^'  Come,  be  smart !  " 

^'  We  want  food  and  plenty  of  it — the  best,  mind/'  cried 
the  captain  of  the  boat ;  '^  don't  keep  us  all  day  I  " 

'^  To  Limbo  with  you !  Where  are  you  from  and  whither 
bound  P'  cried  the  other  son  of  Neptune,  looking  as  belli- 
gerent as  a  whale  at  a  shoal  of  minnows,  come  up  to  bully 
him. 

''From  Wexford  town  and  going  back  again  when 
we've  got  what  we  want,"  replied  the  nautical  hero,  brac- 
ing up  his  marine  garb.  ''Gome,  bo  lively  with  the 
prog." 

"  D — ^n  your  impudence ;  get  out  of  our  course,  or  we'll 
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ran  you  down.  We're  going  into  Wexford  onrselveB,'' 
shouted  the  other,  "  where  Til  have  jou  pilloried,  fined, 
and  punished  for  misdemeanour." 

**  Arrah,  you  will,  my  hearty !  Take  oare  it's  your 
mother's  son  won't  be  in  the  stocks  first ;  but  take  your 
time ;  we  won't  be  in  any  hurry  to  open  the  gates  to  ye. 
Are  ye  going  to  give  us  the  food,  ye  unmannerly  bear,  or 
do  ye  want  us  to  go  up  and  fetoh  it  P" 

''  This  is  most  extraordinary,"  oried  Guildford  Colandisk 
who  had  had  no  inkling  of  the  events  that  had  lately  trans-' 
pured.  '*  The  fellow  may  be  a  madman ;  but,  surely,  the 
whole  boatload  are  not  lunatics.  Ho !  you,  sir,  w^th  the 
white  handkerchief,  explain  what  means  this  conduct." 

**  Wexford  is  in  the  hands  of  the  insurgents,  and  will 
open  gates  to  none  but  friends,"  said  Miles,  who  recognised 
the  spedcer,  though  he  did  not  remember  him  just  now. 
Lord  Kingsborough,  screened  from  observation  in  the 
group,  hastily  came  forward,  exclaiming : 

<'  Don't  believe  the  scoundrel.  It's  a  d— d  lie.  Steer 
on,  and  let  us  get  into  port !" 

^'  Board  the  vessel !  Board  her ! — Aboard  her  I  "  shouted 
a  chorus  of  voices.  '^  The  pitchcapper  I — seise  him — seise 
him ! — burn  him ! — ^hang  mm  I — ^throw  him  overboard !— * 
hoist  signals  for  the  boats  to  come  back  I "  were  the  olamo^ 
ous  cries  that  burst  on  every  side,  as  the  detested  noble- 
man, coming  to  the  front,  was  speedily  recognised  by  the 
infuriated  crew,  who,  now  clambering  u]^  the  vessel's  sides, 
defied  all  control  to  restrain  their  passions  broken  loose, 
while  the  object  of  their  execration  and  threats,  flying 
down  into  the  cabin  for  his  gun,  followed  as  nimbly  by 
Oolandisk,  prepared  to  defend  himself  as  best  he  could 
firom  his  asiBailants,  whom  the  captain,  now  seeing  the 
trae  state  of  afiiEurs,  hastened  to  mollify  with  hamperi 
of  viotuab  and  kegs  of  ram,  and  anything  else  they  fieaioied, 
begging  only  their  permission  to  return  to  Dublin  with 
the  passengers  and  crew  unhurt. 

<<  Go  to  Jericho,  if  it  suit  ye ;  we  don't  want  to  be  bothered 
with  such  lumber ;  but  we  must  have  Kingsborough — ^we 
must  get  the  pitchcapper ! "  shouted  a  Babel  of  voices^  as  a 
nieh  efi  masse  was  made  for  the  state  saloon,  which  was 
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speedily  thronged  by  a  desperate-looking  swanxii  ravenoiui 
for  blood,  with  but  two  or  three  exeeptions. 

On  board  the  vessel  with  Lord  Eingsborongh  were  two 
or  three  of  his  friends,  ooming  down  to  Wexford ;  among 
them  was  Marmion  Esmond,  to  bring  up  his  sister  to 
Dublin.    To  him  Miles  O'Bjrme  addrrased  himself : 

*^  Captain  Esmond,  lay  down  your  gun ;  resistanoe  will 
but  expose  you  all  to  greater  peril.  Counsel  Lord  Kings- 
borough  to  disarm  immediate  vengeanoe  by  yielding  him* 
self  peaoeably  a  prisoner." 

<<  I  see  you  are  a  gentleman,  sir.  I  deliver  myself  up 
to  you  if  you  but  guarantee  my  life ! "  exclaimed  his  lord- 
ship, eagerly  and  wistfully  appealing  to  Miles,  who  ooldly 
replied: 

**  I  have  no  authority  to  aot  here ;  I  hold  no  plaoe  of 
oommand ;  I  can  but  offer  my  advice.'' 

<<  Better  keep  it  till  it's  axed  for,  sir,"  shouted  twenty 
rude  voices,  wnile  angry  eyes  and  gestures  warned  Miles 
to  silence.  **  Between  yous  an'  the  priests  too  many  get 
off  bein*  made  pay  their  debte ;  an'  only  we  know  yous  for 
our  frinds,  an'  true  min,  it's  little  call  ye'd  have  to  meddle 
wid  us.  Gtet  along,  boys ;  haul  'im  off;  away  wid  'im  'an 
his  black  phiz.  We'll  see  how  purty  he'll  look  wid  a 
pitohcap  on  his  pole,  an'  a  few  skivers  of  cold  iron  in  his 
body.    Away  wid  'im !" 

Ill  &red  it  then,  to  all  appearance,  with  his  doughty 
lordship,  as,  with  two  of  his  officers,  he  was  led  captive  and 
hurried  along  by  an  infuriated  rable,  eager  for  vengeance, 
and  impatient  of  any  authority  that  sought  to  interpose  to 
baffle  it.  Miles  and  Hugh,  who  had  followed  the  route  on 
deck,  having  exchanged  a  few  words,  Hugh  set  out  to  ac- 
company the  band,  whispering  at  an  opportune  moment  to 
Esmond,  beside  whom  he  walked : 

^^  His  lordship's  life  and  that  of  his  friends  hangs  upon 
the  torn  of  a  straw.  Let  not  a  breath  add  to  the  name  of 
tiie  ignited  populace  till  we  can  strive  to  pacify  their  temper ; 
much  may  depend  upon  yourselves." 

Esmond  stifly  returned  a  haughty  bow,  and  the  cariige 
filed  along  with  tumultuous  uproar  to  the  residence  of  the 
governor  of  the  town  pro  tetnpOf  Captain  Keogh ;  ^Vv\\^ 
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Hileiy  silently  gasdng  after  them,  was  now  aooosted  by 
Quildford  ColaBdisk,  who,  pale  and  tremblings  oame  from 
under  a  sofa  in  the  saloon,  where  he  had,  on  the  first  burst 
of  the  ^mente^  prudently  ensconced  himself,  mother  Lle- 
wellyn having  sat  doTvn  upon  it  and  spread  out  her  ample 
drapery  the  more  efieotually  to  oonoesd  him. 

^^  Nonsense,  Byrne ;  is  this  you  ?  I  am  enchanted  to 
see  you,  old  friend !  How  goes  it  P  Unlucky  wight  that 
Eingsborough ;  what'U  they  do  with  him  P  Curse  me  if 
ever  I  beheld  such  a  rabble ;  I  thought  they'd  have  sunk  the 
vessel ;  but  I  suppose  now  they  have  him  we  are  free  to 
return  to  Dublin  F' 

^'  I  don't  know,  sir,  that  you  are.  I  hold  this  vessel  for 
the  present,"  curily  answered  Miles,  taking  upon  himself 
a  tone  of  much  authority.  ^'  Let  me  see,'' he  added,  elec- 
trifying Golandisk  by  his  speech,  ''  the  lady  you  have  on 
b08^,  to  whom  this  handkerchief  belongs " 

^^  That's  me,  sir/'  said  Mother  Llewellen,  coming  for- 
ward, with  an  engratiating  smile,  and  dropping  a 
ooiutesy. 

<<  Woman  ! "  sternly  cried  Miles,  at  once  changing  her 
fisoetious  mood  to  quaking  dread,  '*  your  life  depends  upon 
your  answer  !    How  came  you  by  it  P" 

^^  Oh,  Lord,  sir,  don't  be  so  fierce,"  she  said,  in  oily  yet 
unsteady  accents.  *^  'Tis  my  daughter's,  an',  sure,  what's 
hers  is  the  same  as  mine ;  an'  I'm  not  used  to  be  spoke 

to  BO." 

^*  Let  me  see  her,"  demanded  Miles,  austerely. 

Now  spoke  Guildford  Golandisk,  perceiving  the  woman's 
quailing  mien: 

*'  Byrne,  you  can't  see  her ;  she's  my  wife,  and  a  little 
unhinged  in  her  mind.  By  the  doctor's  orders  she  is  kept 
quiet,  and  medical  treatment  will  do  for  her,  poor  dear !'' 

*^  Let  me  see  her  1 "  was  Miles'  sole  rejoinder. 

^^  For  what  purpose  P  Come,  Byrne,  don't  be  unrea* 
sonable ;  show  the  courtesy  of  one  gentleman  to  another. 
You  cannot  wonder  at  my  reluctance  to  exhibit  the  antios 
of  an  insane  wife,  whose  mania  runs  upon  her  being  yet  a 
maid  and  another  person." 

**  I  must  see  her,"  said  Miles,  imperiously. 
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'^  Beware,  sir,  how  jou  change  a  friend  into  an  enemy  by 
your  prooeeding.  I  may  not  brook  affront/'  passionately 
Yooiferated  Guildford. 

**  I  do  not  seek  to  aff'ront  you,  sir/'  returned  Miles,  de- 
liberately ;  "  but  end  this  foolish  chatter.  I  must  see  the 
lady,  and  know  from  her  how  she  became  possessed  of  a 
lawn  handkerchief,  one  of  a  set  I  brought  from  France  a  pre- 
sent to  my  sister,  and  marked  with  her  initials  in  a  wreath 
of  shamrocks  and  fl^ur  de  Its.'^  He  beckoned  as  he  spoke  to 
Ned  Burke  and  Johnny  Doyle  to  approach,  and  followed 
by  them  he  prepared  f^ain  to  descend  to  the  saloon. 

**  Ob,  if  that  De  all,  1  can  let  you  see  her,  though  I  warn 
you  beforehand  'tis  little  you  learn  from  her  mad  raving." 
Ghiildford  proceeded  to  the  cabin  door,  which  he  had  taken 
the  precaution  to  lock  on  the  outside  when  the  vessel  was 
first  boarded,  after  a  sharp  scuffle  to  push  back  Alphonse, 
who  had  rushed  out ;  and  opening  it  he  led  her  forth, 
saying: 

^^  Here  she  is— mad  as  a  March  hare." 

At  first  sight  of  the  distracted  face,  blurred  with  tears, 
the  dishevelled  hair,  torn  robe,  and  the  wild  cry,  "Save 
me  !-"-save  me ! — I  am  not  mad,"  with  which  she  sprung 
forward  and  dutched  his  arm  with  desperate  grasp,  satis- 
fied at  once  that  Colandisk  had  said  only  the  truth,  and 
that  the  sister  for  whom  bis  fears  had  been  awakened  was 
not  on  board,  he  was  about  to  turn,  with  an  apology,  and 
say :  '*  Take  her  back ;  it  is  all  right ;"  but,  compassionate 
and  gentle,  as  he  was  fierce  and  stern,  he  paused  a  moment 
to  speak  a  kind,  soothing  word  to  the  distressed  being  who 
evidently  besought  his  sympathy. 

"  No^  no ;  you  are  not  mad ;  no  one  shall  harm  you ; 
don't  look  so  frightened.  Is  this  your  handkerchief?" 
Alphonse,  sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would  break,  and  un- 
able to  utter  a  syllable,  merely  held  out  her  hand  in 
token. 

"  There  now,  just  tell  me  where  did  you  get  it,  if  you 
oan  remember." 

^*  Oh,  yes,"  she  sobbed ;  "  it  was  Effie  O'Byme's — ^your 
sister's;  she  dropped  it  after  her  the  evening  we  were 
spenking  together  before  she  left  Miss  Hodgene'  ^cScka^, 
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and  I  pidked  it  up,  and  threw  it  overboard  to  attract  your 
notioe. 

Miles  did  not  think  this  oollected  reply  savoured  muoh 
of  insanity.  Moreover^  it  was  plain  she  knew  him,  and 
he  began,  now  that  her  features  nad  relaxed  from  the  con- 
tortion of  mental  agony,  to  sunmse  that  he  had  seen  this 
face  before.    So,  again  speaking,  he  said : 

**  May  I  ask  your  name  ?* 

<<  I  am  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok/'  she  faltered,  with  a  heavy 
sigh. 

'^  There  now,  I  told  you  that.  There's  where  she  breaks 
down ;  let  me  take  her  now  to  her  mother,"  whispered 
Guildford  to  Miles;  but  Wles^  holding  his  own  way, 
merely  nodded  his  head,  and,  observing  Alphonse's  eager 
anxieitr  again  to  address  him,  he  said : 

'^  I  Know ; — ^now  I  remember  you  quite  well.  You 
are  a  little  altered  since  I  last  saw  you ;  but  are  you 
not  married  since  P     Mr.  Golandisk  has  told  me  you 


were." 


She  impetuously  replied,  darting  a  look  at  the  exaspe- 
rated Colandiak,  that  nad  nearly  belied  her  cause,  but  for 
the  sequel : 

'*  No,  no,  I  am  not !  He  and  that  woman  beguiled  me 
from  home  imder  false  pretences,  dragged  me  on  board 
this  vessel,  and  brought  me  hither  to  make  me  many  him, 


his  other  wife  being  ^et  alive." 
**She  isn't  my  wife, 


my  wife,  the  false  jade  I  And  didn't  you 
pronuse  to  be  my  wife  a  hundred  times ;  and  so  you  shsU, 
in  n)ite  of  your  prevarication,''  roared  the  incensed  Ghodld* 
ford.  ''Let  her  go !— give  her  up  to  me! — ^I  conunand  you, 
Byrne,  or  take  the  consequences  I  '* 

''  Stand  off,  sir  r  returned  Miles,  ''else  I  shall  begin  to 
question  whether  a  straight  jacket  may  not  be  applioaUa 
in  your  own  case  1" 

''Don't  jeer,  sir.  Do  you  refuse  to  obey  me  ?"  blustoed 
the  bully. 

Miles  lauffhed  outright,  for  Alj^honse  had  unoonsoioasly 
smiled,  and  Ned  Burke  exhibited  a  physiognomy 
ludicrously  scornful  and  indignant.  "  You  must  excuse 
mOf  sir,"  pleaded  Miles,  mockingly ;  **  we  have  so  many 
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masters  among  you,  it  is  hard  to  choose  whioh  to  obey, 
when  they  issue  contrary  injunctions.  There  is  another 
who  has  enga^;ed  my  service  in  his  interesti  and  without 
diBpleasing  him  I  could  not  accede  to  your  demand. 
First  and  foremost  my  duty  is  to  restore  Miss  Fitzpatrick 
to,  her  friends ;  then  you  and  Mr.  O'DriscoU,  who  is 
devotedly  attadied  to  her,  shall  have  your  rival  claims 
adjusted  at  her  pleasure." 

<«  D — ^n  the  coxcomb,  I'll  shoot  him !"  retorted  Golan- 
disk,  frowning  wickedly.  "  I  won't  be  done  out  of  my 
right  by  him.  What,  in  the  meantime,  are  you  going  to 
do  with  this  perfidious  jilt  P*' 

<<  I  cannot  tell  you  that  yet,  sir ;  but  I  can  tdl  you,  if 
you  repeat  such  words,  I  will  knock  you  down ;  so  be 
oarefuL  It  is  for  Miss  Fitzpatrick  to  express  her  desire, 
which,  as  feur  as  possible,  shall  be  carried  out.  But,  ho  I  * 
here  comes  my  aides-de-camp  in  a  hurry;  and  very  apropos 
to  the  question,"  he  continued,  as,  all  flushed  and  flustered, 
Moll  Doyle  and  'Kitty  Burke,  carrying  pikes,  whioh  had 
now  become  as  their  walking-sticks,  rushed  in  breathless 
to  the  saloon ;  and,  wonder  of  wonders  to  Miles,  followed 
by  the  whole  Courtney  family,  including  Florence  Esmond 
with  Hugh.  He  was  so  taken  aback,  he  could  only  stand 
still  and  stare,  while  Moll  yelled  in  notes  like  the  scream 
of  a  goose : 

*'  He's  got  off !— he's  got  off,  bad  luck  to  'im !  He  bribed 
'em  all  heavy  to  let  him  go,  the  villain  I  His  friends  stud 
betune  him  an'  the  pitchcap,  bad  cess  to  'em !  an'  the  bishop, 
our  own  bishop,  worst  of  all,  threatened  us  wid  hell-fire  if 
we  laid  a  finger  on  'im,  the  ^aljyeen  ! — the  pitchcapper !" 
Taking  up  the  refrain,  Kitty,  bouncing  over  to  Alpbonse 
Fitzpatrick,  upon  whom  the  eyes  of  Florence  Esmond  were 
riveted  in  amazement,  as  confidingly  she  stood,  her  hand 
locked  in  that  of  Miles's,  and  exclaimed,  in  a  genuine  burst 
of  astonishment : 

''  Awumeen  augus  aroon  machree  !  is  it,  in  troth  yerself 
my  two  eyes  is  lookin  at  ?  Mmha,  muaha,  alanna  deeltsh  ! 
how  did  ye  get  here  at  all  P' 

^*  Certainly  the  world  is  spinning  round  pretty  fast,  and 
in  the  topsy-turvey  strange  events  f^re  coming  tc^  ^^t^a^V 
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Baid  Hugh,  approaohing  with   more  staid  gait.       '^It 
is  quite  unexpeoted  to  meet  you  here,  fair  lady." 

*^  She  will  explain  it,  Hugh,"  said  Miles,  interpreting 
the  regretful  expression  of  Flora  Esmond's  brow  and  eye, 
as  it  reverted  &om  Alphonse  to  him.  He  held  out  his 
hand  to  her,  but  she  did  not  take  it,  while  he  turned  to 
learn  from  Captain  Courtney,  now  in  full  declamation,  the 
purport  of  this  visit. 

*'  A  desperate  country,  sir  I"  fumed  the  oaptaiui  oateh- 
ing  his  eye.  ^'  I've  been  in  Jamaica  among  the  blaokd, 
among  the  Hottentots,  among  earthquakes  and  hurri- 
canes, and  savages  all  over  the  world,  and  never  saw  any- 
thing like  the  scene  we've  just  escaped  from  with  our  lives. 
Where's  the  captain  of  the  ship  ?  Please,  sir,  order  him 
to  crowd  all  sail  at  once  and  make  for  Dublin.^' 

**  Why,  Captain  Courtney,  what  has  happened  to  mar 
your  confidence  in  us  since  we  left  you  well  and  peaceable 
yesterday  morning  P"  demanded  Miles,  with  some  uneasi- 
ness. ^*  We  left  men,  in  whom  we  reposed  trust,  to  guarantee 
you  from  being  molested  in  any  way." 

*^  No  use,  sir,  no  use ;  these  fellows  don't  respect  their 
leaders  a  jackstraw  when  their  gall  is  up ;  you  have  no 
power  to  control  them.  Thousands  burst  like  an  avalanche 
upon  us  when  Kingsborough  was  conveyed  prisoner  by 
them  to  our  hotel.  We  thought  we  should  have  seen  the  un- 
fortunate nobleman  pitchcapped  and  piked  before  our  eyes. 
It  was  as  much  as  his  friends,  aided  by  some  priests  and  a 
few  of  the  insurgent  chiefs,  could  do  to  get  him  a  respite. 
0,  Lord !  0,  Lord !  we'll  be  all  massacred,  that  will  be  the 
end,  if  we  don't  get  on.    I  say,  captiain— captain  I" 

**  Hush,  dear,  Mr.  O'Byrne  is  speaking  to  you,"  expos- 
tulated Mrs.  Courtney. 

**  Well,  well,  sir ;  well,  what  is  it  ?''  cried  the  captaio, 
swineing  himself  impetuously  round. 

"  There  is  positively  no  need  for  your  alarm,  nor  danger 
to  you,"  said  Miles,  firmly,  **  In  their  wildest  excesses 
our  people  are  actuated  by  a  sense  of  justice,  and  know 
how  to  discriminate  between  the  merits  of  their  opponents. 
And  deem  not  for  an  instant  they  would  visit  upon  you  or 
jours  the  wrath  they  iioard  for  oue  who  tias  rendered  him- 
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self  SO  obuoxious  as  Lord  Kiugsborough.  Did  one  indi- 
vidual of  all  that  raging  mass  ofiPer  an  insult,  or  seek  to 
obstruot  your  flight  hither  ?" 

Courtney  paused,  cooled  down  to  reflection  : 

''  NO)  egad  !  Lucky  so  far ;  they  had  just  then  other 
fish  to  fry  ;  but  don't  think  I  fear  danger  for  myself :  I'd 
scorn  it !  '* 

**  Well,  make  your  mind  easy ;  there's  no  danger  to 
fsar  for  one  belonging  to  you.  Will  you  not  trust  my 
honour  ?" 

'*  Yes,  yes ;  you're  a  fine  fellow ; — but  don't  you  think 
we  did  well  to  fly  r 

''  If  it  pleased  jon,  certainly ;  but  th6re  was  no  occasion. 
Will  you  let  me,  on  the  part  of  the  captain  here,  offer  you 
a  glass  of  wine,  and  some  refreshment  for  the  ladies,  whom 
you  have  victimised  to  your  premature  caution  P'' 

'*  Thanks,  I  will,"  answered  Captain  Courtney,  now 
completely  reassured  and  becalmed.  ''  So  you  think  it 
was  only,  after  aU,  an  Smeute;  but,  bless  my  soul,  it  was 
appalling !  and  put  me  in  mind  of  the  revolution  and  the 
Bastile  !  though  I  must  admit  your  Bellonas  are  more  civil 
than  the  poissards,  and  I  have  to  thank  them  for  aiding 
us  in  our  flight ;  so  send  them  up  here.  Well,  to  make 
friends  every  where,  all  the  Protestants  in  the  town  are 
running  after  the  priests,  asking  to  be  received  into  the 
Church,  and  be  labelled  Papists,  while  the  insurgents  are 
lighting  their  pipes  with  bank  notes,  cock  sure  that  Ireland 
is  their  own  and  Britain  drummed  out  of  the  field.  Send 
those  women  to  me." 

Miles  complied,  and,  having  despatched  Moll  and  Kitty 
to  receive  some  token  of  Captain  Courtney's  satisfaction, 
he  went  up  to  Flora  Esmond,  who  sat  apart  in  dejected 
silence,  while  Hugh  and  Alphonse  conversed  in  a  corner, 
and  Mrs.  Courtney  and  Ethel  had  got  Colandisk  between 
them,  and  the  captain  bustled  about,  giving  directions  to 
the  steward  for  dinner,  and  Ned  and  Johnny  prowled  the 
ship,  making  themselves  acquainted  with  nautical  craft : 

"I  have  not  forgotten  my  promised  souvenir,"  he  smiled ; 
**  but  I  haye  not  yet  had  an  opportunity  of  obtaining  the 
exact  one.    Meantime  yours  rests  safely  here/^  he  drew 
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forih  the  ring  attaohed  to  the  chaiii  of  the  oraoifix ;  but 
her  fistoe  gave  hack  no  smile  responfiive  to  his,  as  coldly 
she  made  anawer : 

*'  Pray,  do  not  put  yourself  to  any  trouble  about  it ; 
perhaps  it  is  better  not  mind  it/' 

Miles  gazed  at  her  steadily ;  feeling  her  oheek  become 
crimson,  she  rose  to  withdraw. 

*'  Nay,  one  moment/'  he  whispered,  taking  her  hand ; 
^'have  I  inadvertently  offended  youP  Nothing  would 
more  sorely  grieve  me.  Pray,  speak  in  candour,  and  let 
me  own  my  uult  and  solicit  pardon." 

*^  Oh,  no ;  ^ou  have  not,  indeed,''  she  gently  returned. 
**  We  are  all  mdebted  to  vou." 

'*  Stay  yet  a  moment,  he  added,  hastily ;  *'  will  you 
cancel  the  obligation  by  suffering  me  to  become  indebted 
to  you  P  I  cannot  now  enter  into  long  details ;  but  will 
you  grant  my  suit,  and  take  a  young  mend  of  mine.  Miss 
Fitzpatriok,  in  your  kind  charge,  wherever  you  stay,  till 
she  can  be  restored  to  her  friends,  to  whom  I  shall  write 
forthwith,  asking  you  also  to  forward  the  letter,  that  it 
may  more  safely  reisush  them  ?" 

''  I  shall  do  so ;  any  wish  of  yours  must  be  a  command 
with  me." 

''  Thanks ;  and  one  word  more  in  confidence  between  us. 
It  would  add  to  the  weight  of  my  obligation  could  yon, 
as  women  alone  know  how,  interest  her  in  favour  of,  I 
believe,  our  mutual  friend,  Maurice  O'DiiscoU,  who  has 
long  admired  her,  and  who  is  far  more  worthy  of  her  than 
yonder  hair-brained  Guildford  Colandisk,  from  whose  grasp 
she  has  just  been  providentially  rescued." 

The  whole  demeanour  of  Florence  changed.  With 
cleared  brow  and  sunny  eye  beaming  upon  Milee^  she 
cried: 

*'  Surely,  I  will ;  Ethel  and  I  will 'treat  her  as  a  sister; 
but  I  thought,"  she  stammered,  "you — ^you  —perhaps »" 

"  Engaged  to  her,''  said  Miles,  helping  out  the  difficult 
sentence.  "  She  is  very  sweet  and  pretty,  yet  not  for  me. 
Indeed,  I  do  not  suppose  I  shall  ever  many.  Hugh  savs 
I  shdl  be  an  old  bachelor,  and  it  must  be  8O9  since  the 
only  object  I  could  love  fondly,  deeply,  is  far,  &r  beyond 
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xny  readi.  No,  I  miut  not  think  of  her,  save  as  a  kind, 
well-wiBhing  Mend.  She  can  be  nothing  more  to  me — 
never,  never  I" 

Florenoe'B  brow  was  again  fhonghtM:  *^Do  I  know 
her  P — could  I  in  any  way  assist  you  r '  she  murmured,  em- 
barrassed at  her  own  question  and  yearning  to  extract  his 
t  secret. 

**  You  do  know  her,*'  he  said,  "  but  I  dare  not  ask  you 
to  become  my  advocate  with  her." 

''Why  not?'*  And  then  her  cheek  faded.  Yes,  he 
meant  Ethel  surely,  suggested  ready  thought,  which  his 
response  as  soon  dissipated. 

**  You  will,  I  fear,  deem  me  presumptuous ;  nevertheless, 
I  shall  not  deceive  myself  or  you.  The  name  of  the  peer- 
less one  I  love  with  true  knightly  devotion  and  faith  is  of 
race  and  creed  inimical  to  mine.  My  bold  avowal  may 
banish  me  forever  from  her  sight,  yet  be  it  spoken.  Her 
name  is  Florence  Esmond."  He  hastened  away  as  he 
said  the  word,  leaving  flora  with  cheeks  glowing  with 
confusion  and  heart  swelling  with  happiness,  gazing  mute 
and  intently  after  his  receding  fiRore,  as  he  approached 
Alphonse,  took  her  hand,  and  with  ught  apology  conducted 
her  back,  saying : ''  Miss  Esmond  has  kindly  promised  me 
you  shall  be  to  her  as  a  sister  till  an  opportunity  be  afforded 
of  restoring  you  to  your  Mends." 

"  Certainly  I  will,"  said  Florence,  extending  a  gracious 
hand  with  courteous  smile  to  the  now  bright  and  tranquil 
Alphonse.  ''  I  am  very  glad  we  have  met ;  I  had  often 
wished  both  my  cousin  Etnel  and  I  to  know  you,  but  your 
aunts  appeared  to  discourage  any  advance  of  ours,  I  aon't 
know  why." 

**  Am  I  excluded  from  the  coterie  ?"  whispered  Miles, 
aside  to  Florence,  and  sparing  Alphonse  the  em  oarrassment 
of  reply. 

Florence  laughed.  Miles  grew  bolder*  ''Are  you 
offended  with  me  P" 

"  Dinner !"  shouted  the  stentorian  voioe  of  Captain  Gregg 
from  the  head  of  the  table,  now  groaning  under  piles  of 
costly  plate  and  smoking  viands.    • 

'*  jDon't  keep  us  all  day  famishing  with  your  love-making 
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or  whatever  else  you  are  coshering  ahout  down  there/'  re- 
echoed the  bass  of  Captain  Courtney,  restored  to  perfeet 
equanimity  by  the  consciousness  of  his  safety,  and  the 
presence  of  good  cheer,  for  he  was  not  a  little  of  a  gour- 
mand. **  I  say,  Miles,  will  you  come  along  up  with  us  to 
Dublin.  Ask  him,  Florry ;  you  seem  to  have  got  to  the 
soft  side  of  him." 

'*  I  don't  suppose  Dublin  holds  a  fortress  that  would 
secure  my  safety  from  a  rebel's  doom,  should  I  yield  to 
your  solioitatioti,"  smiled  the  young  xhan,  gravely ;  *^  but  I 
will  make  a  note  of  your  invitation,  and  do  myself  the 
pleasure  when  armistice  or  victory  leaves  me  carte 
blanche/* 

*^  That's  a  good  way  ofiP/'  said  Ghuildfprd  Oolandisk, 
seating  himseu  beside  Ethel  Courtney,  who  made  gay 
response : 

^^  Don't  be  too  sure.  I  expect,  before  long,  we  shall  see 
the  viceroy  oome  out,  cap  in  hand,  to  salute  the  insurgent 
chief,  and  solicit  permission  to  retire  under  *fiavour  with  his 
goods  and  chattels." 

"  Faith,  if  yom  keep  going  ahead  this  way,"  chimed  in 
her  father,  "it  may  be  no  joke." 

"And  Priest  Murphy,"  cried  Colandisk,  "will  oome  with 
a  whip  in  his  hand,  and  a  monkish  swarm  at  his  back, 
lashing  you  all  into  the  confessional,  and  putting  every 
Protestant  soul  of  you  on  the  gridiron." 

'^  Dear  me,  I  shouldn't  like  that  I"  sighed  Mrs.  Courtney 
"What  makes  priests  so  cruel,  Mr.  O'Byme?" — she  looked 
pathetically  at  Hugh.  "  What  a  wicked  man  the  Pope 
must  be  I  Now,  wouldn't  you  be  better  off,  like  us,  wit^* 
out  such  a  tyrant  over  you  P" 

"  Why,  nia'ani,"  returned  Hugh,  solemnly,  cutting  a 
potato,  "  the  Pope  that  you're  so  much  afiraid  of  is  but » 
spoony  tyrant ;  he  never  invented  a  pitchcap  in  his  life,  or 
sent  atl  army  into  any  country  I .  know  of,  to  massaoiv 
the  people  for  tithes  or  any  other  cause." 

''But  hasn't  he  got  the  keys  of  heaven  and  hell,  and  can 
send  every  one  that  doesn't  worship  him  to  blazes  P"  cried 
Guildford,  with  a  sour  look  at  Alphonse*  "  Ah,  heV  a  niee 
ohap." 
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''All  I  say  is,"  said  Captain  Courtney,  drinking, 
^'here's  perdition  to  Borne,  and  all  Papists  and  rebels/' 

''  All  Papists  and  rebels !"  smiled  Hugh. 

''With  few  exoeptions  I  mean^  of  course/*  returned 
Captain  Courtney ;  "present  company  are  always  excepted." 

"  Do  you  endorse  these  sentiments  P"  whispered  Miles  to 
Florence,  who  sat  beside  him ;  "  do  you  thinlc  we  are  such 
ogres  P" 

"  No,  indeed,  I  do  not,"  she  answered,  aloud,  and  enthu- 
siasticidly  continued :  "  I  do  not  believe  all  tiie  stories  I 
hear,  or  that  Catholics,  though  they  may  be  more  super- 
stitious, or  less  enlightened,  are  worse  by  nature  than  any 
other  people;  and  aware  as  I  have  been  made  of  the  many 
cruelties  perpetrated  upon  them  to  drive  them  into  rebel- 
lion, I  am  not  one  whit  sorry  for  their  success.  They  have 
used  their  victories,  as  we  must  all  admit,  with  great 
humanity,  and  I,  for  one,  shall  be  ever  sony  for  any  reverse 
that  may  befall  them." 

"Bravo!''  exclaimed  Miles;  "spoken  like  a  heroine;" 
while  every  eye  gazed  astonished  upon  the  intrepid  defen- 
der of  the  Papist  cause,  and  Coluidisk  sardonically  said : 

"  Oh,  indeed  1  on  the  eve  of  conversion  ?  I  shall  be  seeing 
you  and  Miles  going  arm-in-arm  some  fine  day  to  priestly 
shrift,  while  joybells  are  ringing  for  some  Mac  or  0,  re- 
instated upon  the  throne  of  his  ancestors." 

"  Strang  things  have  come  to  pass,''  said  Miles,  coolly, 
helping  himself  to  ^reen  peas ;  while  Florence  violently 
blushed,  and  convulsions  of  laughter  shook  the  table. 

"  Do  you  know  you're  a  diverting  fellow ;  and  I'm  very 

flad  you're  here  to  amuse  us,  though  sorry  it  should  have 
een  at  Miss  Fitzpatrick's  expense,"  said  Hugh.  "  How 
do  you  mean  to  return  to  Dublin  after  such  a  freak  P  I 
think  you  should  just  now  be  in  more  salutary  awe  of  the 
angry  Don  Antonio  than  a  hundred  Popes." 

At  that  moment  Ned  Burke  entered  in  haste,  with  a 
message  from  Sergeant  Mooney,  who  came  on  board  to 
inform  him  his  division  and  Hugh's  were  ordered  to  march 
instanter  to  join  the  commander,  Bagnal  Harvey,  on  his 
way  to  New  Boss.  The  brothers  promptly  rose  at  the 
summons. 

^1 
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* '  Dang  it|  man ,  Blay  where  you  are !  Let  the  rag  and  tag 
go  en  their  way,  and  take  a  commission  in  the  British  ser- 
vioe/'  cried  Captain  Courtney.  **  More  respectable,  and 
payi  better." 

Miles,  amused  at  the  exhortation,  shook  his  head  in 
deprecation. 

**  Not  he ;  he's  going  in  for  a  kingdom,"  sneered  Ghiild- 
ford,  yet  with  a  flash  of  joy  in  his  eager  eye  as  he  glanced 
at  Alphonse,  who  had  also  risen. . 

'^  Or  perchance  a  grave/'  said  Miles.  His  eye  lighted 
on  Florence,  now  also  standing,  while  the  others  were  in 
commotion,  and  looking  at  him  with  earnest  sadness* 
^'  Farewell  once  again,  sweet  lady,*'  he  said,  in  low  tone. 
''  Should  such  fate  be  mine,  you  at  least,  I  fondly  deem, 
will  not  harshly  censure  the  cause  for  which  I  die,  nor 
deny  a  word  of  vindication  to  my  memory." 

*'  Oh,  do  not  speak  so !"  she  returned  in  the  same  breath, 
her  eyes  dim  with  tears.  "  I  shall  pray  for  your  return, 
and — and — I  will  not  suffer  a  thought  of  any  other  sequel 
Adieu ! — remember  your  promised  token." 

**  I  will,  I  will,  dear  Florence.  But  hark !  what  sounds 
are  those  from  shore?  What  tumultuous  roar,  with  filing 
of  guns  and  din  of  arms,  is  heard  from  the  adjacent  city  T* 

Miles,  Hugh,  Ned  Burke,  Johnny  Doyle,  Kitty,  and 
Moll  Doyle,  who  had  been  feasting  in  the  steward's  cabin, 
rushed  on  deck,  followed  by  the  terrified  ladies,  and  Captain 
Courtney  swearing  and  asking  of  everyone :  "  What  has 
happened  P  are  the  wolves  tearing  Kingsborough  limb  firom 
limb  P"  No ;  it  was  a  powerful  army  of  the  king's  troops, 
suddenly  descried  marching  upon  Wexford,  to  recapture 
the  important  town,  and  the  stalwart  defenders,  too  con- 
temptuous of  an  enemy  they  had  hitherto  vanquished  with 
so  much  facility,  again  arraying  themselves  in  semi-militaiy 
line,  bristling  with  the  formidable  pike,  heretofore  their 
compendium  of  every  weapon,  and  preparing  to  hurl  their 
squadron  upon  the  foe. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

THE   ATl'ACK   ON   NEW   ROSS. 

^*  Now  onward,  and  in  open  view, 
The  countless  ranks  of  England  drew ; 
Bark  rolling  like  the  ocean  tide 
When  the  rough  West  hath  chafed  his  pride, 
And  his  deep  roar  sends  challenge  wide 
To  all  that  bars  his  way.*' 

Lord  of  thb  Isleb. 

Too  confiding  in  tlieir  own  prowess,  and  neglecting,  at  the 
Qutsety  the  ordinary  precautions  of  defence  to  secure  the 
prize  they  had  won,  Wexford,  as  we  have  said,  after  a 
serieB  of  sharp  conflicts  with  500  royalist  troops,  under 
Colonel  L'Estrange,  and  several  corps  of  yeomanry,  was 
retaken,  and  the  insurgents,  repulsed  and  driven  outside 
the  walls,  hastened,  in  small  detachments,  some  to  join 
the  camps  on  Vinegar  Hill  and  Oarrigrue,  while  others 
proceeded  on  to  join  the  marching  divisions ;  that  com- 
manded  hy  Qeneral  Harvey  being  now  far  advanced  on 
its  way  to  New  Boss,  which  town  it  was  unanimously  de- 
cided by  all  the  insurgent  leaders,  should  be  assaulted 
forthwith.  Amid  all  tiiis  scene  of  marching  and  counter- 
marching, battles  and  skirmishes,  rout  and  rally,  where 
Mars  was  undoubted  master  of  the  revels,  Oupid,  as  we 
have  seen,  not  idle,  had  contrived  moments  to  interlude 
the  acts  with  business  of  his  own,  and,  despite  every  out- 
ward circumstance  arrayed  against  him,  draw  together  from 
the  chaos,  hearts  that  had,  at  the  outset,  owned  their  horo* 
scope  caste  under  adverse  planets ;  hence,  unattracted  by  a 
single  influence  to  each  other's  sphere,  it  would  seem  as  if, 
for  this  very  reason,  the  self-willed  little  god  took  pleasure 
all  the  greater  in  working  out  his  intricate  game^  o.\id^ 


666  THE  ATTACK  ON  NRW   ROSS. 

oertain  it  is,  his  usual  suooess  prevailed ;  for,  while  Florenoe 
Esmondi  on  bended  knees  in  her  chamber,  is,  with  clasped 
hands  and  tearful  eyes,  offering  up  fervent  orisons  for  the 
safe  return  of  tiie  idoli  now  shrined  in  her  bosom's  ooxe, 
and  imagining  fair  scenes  of  future  Elysian  by  him  pre. 
sided  over,  in  the  full  beatitude  of  love,  and  pride,  and 
joy.  Miles  himself,  accompanied  by  the  vision  of  the  only 
object  to  whom  his  heart  had  ever  bowed  in  homage, 
bounded,  with  elastic  stride,  along  in  unbroken  reverie, 
sharing  in  his  aspirations  of  glory  dreams  of  her  whose 
brow  should  be  irntdiated  by  the  reflected  lustre  from  his 
own,  and  cherishing  phantasms  of  bliss,  too  celestial,  too 
ecstatic  to  be  realised  upon  earth. 

The  usual  phalanx  of  women,  not  the  common  camp- 
followers  of  an  army,  plundering  and  dissolute,  but  honest 
wives  and  mothers  of  men,  upon  whose  outskirts  they  hung 
for  protection,  brought  up  the  rere,  headed  by  Moll  Doyle  and 
Kitty  Burke,  and  so  marshalled,  after  three  days*  bivouao 
at  Taghmon,  they  set  out  again  on  the  4th  of  June,  and, 
on  the  morning  of  the  5th,  &ey  halted  before  the  walls  of 
New  Boss,  which  was  simmioned  to  surrender,  and  said 
summons  being  answered  by  shooting  the  bearer  of  the 
flag  of  truce,  orders  were  given  for  the  assault. 

The  town  of  Boss,  now  on  the  verge  of  sanguinary  eon- 
test,  was  at  this  time  fortified  by  a  ffarrison  <S  2,000  men, 
entrenched  within  strong  walls  and  gates,  protected  by 
cannon,  while  the  ditches  on  either  side  of  the  road,  lead- 
ing to  the  principal  entrance  on  the  southern  side  of  the 
town,  were  lined  with  troops  to  guard  the  approach.  From 
these  and  other  outposts  a  galling  fire  having  been  opened 
on  the  insurgents,  General  Harvey  ordered  Colonel  Kdlj 
to  charge  with  his  Bantry  corps,  and  forthwith,  the 
assailants,  raked  by  the  impetuous  charge  of  tiie  gallant 
young  leader,  fled  pell-mell  in  confusion  to  the  very  walb 
of  the  town,  where  they  were  pursued,  and  Colonel  Cinnj, 
being  now  ordered  forward  to  support  them,  rushed  to  join 
the  fray.  The  main  body  of  the  insurgents,  in  whose  lines 
were  marshalled  Miles  and  Hugh  O'Byrne,  beholding  the 
hot  engagement,  could  no  longer  be  restrained,  and,  de- 
spite tne  efforts  of  their  leaders,  poured  tumiUtuously  down 
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to  the  soene  of  strife.  From  the  gates,  from  the  waUs, 
and  from  the  ditches  poured  incessant  volleys  of  sharp 
fire  upon  the  headlong  assailants,  who  fell  in  whole  ranks 
beneath  the  consuming  fusilade,  the  host  still  rushing  on 
with  unparalleled  intropidity,  shoulder  to  shoulder^  the 
cry  of  their  leaders  ever : 

«<  Forward  I  Forward !"  answered  with  wild  cheers  and 
yells  of  ^^  Faugh  a  ballagh  /" — clear  the  way ! — and  still  they 
surged  around  the  walls,  and  battered  the  gates,  and 
essayed  the  bridge,  mowed  down  every  minute  beneath 
the  chain  shot  that  swept  it. 

**  The  devils  in  hell  cannot  resist  them !"  exclaimed  a 
British  officer,  as  the  soldiers  under  his  command  b^gan 
to  stagger  and  fall  back  inside  the  walls.  "  Let  the  strong 
squadron  of  the  5th  Dragoons  make  a  sally  from  the  town 
by  Strongbow's-lane,  and  ti^e  them  in  the  rere/'  The 
command  was  no  sooner  issued  than  obeyed.  The  dragoons, 
sallying  forth,  fell  upon  the  insurgents'  rere,  for  an  instant 
disordering  their  lines.  It  was  only  for  an  instant. 
The  women,  who  as  yet  had  taken  no  part  in  the  action, 
now,  seeing  the  deploy  of  the  enemy,  sprung  to  their  feet 
at  the  cry  of  Moll  I)oyle  : 

"  Now — ^now  for  yer  lives,  every  mother's  soul  o'  yees, 
help  the  boys !  Fall  on  'em — smash  'em — ^and  bad  cess  to 
'em !"  And,  pike  in  hand,  bounding  to  the  fray,  with 
hearts  scorning  danger,  and  embittered  with  the  memories 
of  burned  homes  and  slaughtered  kindred,  with  an  impe- 
tuosity that  left  no  room  for  thought,  they  charged  the 
astonished  foe,  even  as  their  compatriots  had  done  in 
Limerick  a  hundred  years  before,  as  reckless  of  scars  and 
death  as  they ;— the  dragoons,  making  a  swifb  detour  to  de- 
fend the^iselves  from  these  novel  assailants,  were,  in  turn, 
charged  by  a  veering  squadron  of  pikemen .  Thus  hemmed 
in  between,  as  it  were,  two  flros,  the  entangled  enemy 
upon  the  defensive,  thrown  into  disarray,  had  a  stiff  bout 
to  effect  a  precipitate  flight,  with  heavy  loss,  including 
that  of  their  officer,  Oolonel  Dodwell.  Now  launched  into 
the  meliei  the  Amazonian  belligerents  manfully  held  on ; 
and  Miles,  who,  being  in  the  van  of  battle,  havmg  no  idea 
of  what  was  doing  in  the  rere,  felt  some  not  u»s^\i'oxi^ 
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emotioiis  of  Burprise  when,  as  they  at  length  forced  the 
gate  of  the  town,  and  poured  in  like  a  rushing  torrent  that 
had  broke  its  dam,  General  Johnson,  in  swift  retreat  be- 
fore themy  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  stout  circumference  of 
Moll  Doyle  floundering  in  along  with  the  tide,  and  soon 
after  appeared  Kitty,  elbowing  her  way  in  the  throng,  as 
though  such  things  as  nerves  were  fabulous  absurdities ; 
for  she  was  even  laughing  and  exchanging  badinage  with 
the  gossoons  as  they  flled  along  in  the  rush.  But  there  was 
no  time  for  comment ;  for  though  they  were  within  the 
walls,  and  General  Johnson  and  his  troops  had  fled,  the 
main  guard  of  the  hostile  army,  with  two  swivel  guns, 
still  kept  possession  of  the  market-place,  while  Major  Yan- 
deleur,  with  the  Clare  Militia,  maintained  his  post  at 
Irishtown,  to  each  of  which  places  Colonel  Cluny  pro- 
ceeded to  dislodge  the  foe.  Meantime,  General  Johnson, 
having  been  joined  by  the  County  of  Dublin  Militia,  eager 
to  retrieve  their  laurels  and  avenge  the  death  of  their 
leader,  Hiord  Mountjoy,  inspired  with  new  hopei  returned 
to  make  a  final  effort  to  regain  the  town,  and  onoe  again, 
the  wearied  insurgents,  who  had  begun  to  disperse  in 
quest  of  some  sustenance,  rallying,  renewed  the  onslaught, 
and,  despite  the  fearful  carnage  made  in  their  ranks 
by  the  guns,*  they  charged,  pike  in  hand,  to  the 
very  muzzle  of  the  musket  and  the  mouth  of  the 
cannon,  and  drove  the  enemy  in  precipitate  flight  from 
the  town.  Again  reinforced  by  auxiliaries,  the  inde&ti- 
gable  troops  made  a  desperate  endeavour  to  repair  their 
loss)  and  this  time  victory  crowned  their  peraevezing 
efforts*  The  insurgent  force  of  three  thousand,  beiog 
finally  overpowered  by  the  incessant  conflict,  with  fresli 
and  vigorous  detachments,  poured  in  to  sustain  the  com* 
bat,  flagged  and  gave  way,  upon  which  General  Harre/ 
ordered  a  retreat  to  be  sounded,  and  the  dispirited  insor* 
gents  marched  to  their  former  encampment  of  Carrigbyrne. 
In  this  engagement  of  thirteen  hours  duration,  it  has  been 
estimated  by  Sir  Jonah  Barrington  and  others  that  fi^^ 
thousand  men  fell  on  both  sides,  or  were  consumed  in  tho 

*  Ha^'s  History. 
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oonflagtation ;  hut  blb  suppressio  veri  n,nd  assertw/abtYreTe 
the  order  of  the  day  and  systematioally  carried  out  by  the 
English  commanders,  the  list  of  the  kiljed  and  wounded 
in  (xeneral  Moore's  despatches  haying  been  suppressed  by 
the  Qoyemment,  we  have  no  accurate  statement  of  the 
hayoo  of  this  engagement. 

Dispirited  by  meir  defeat,  nevertheless  far  from  de- 
spondent, Miles,  after  partaking  of  somejslightrefreshment, 
the  first  for  twenty-eight  hours,  and  having  comforted 
Ned,  who  shed  tears  of  bitter  vexation  at  their  disaster, 
and  condoled  with  Eitty  his  mother,  who  would  not  be 
comforted,  and  wept  loud  and  long,  because  Moll  Boyle 
not  being  among  the  forthcoming  from  the  battle,  she  had 
concluded  must  now  be  lying  among  the  slain  upon  the 
field  of  that  unfortunate  town,  had  betaken  himself  to 
repose  upon  a  heap  of  fern,  a  purple  broom  waving  for 
curtain  above  his  mossy  pillow,  and  feeling  uneasy  also 
about  Hugh,  who  was  among  the  missing,  when  his  atten- 
tion being  arrested  by  discordant  shouts  and  sounds 
approaching  from  a  distance,  he  raised  himself  up  with 
several  others  couched  around  him,  to  see  what  it  might 
portend.  They  were  guarded  well  against  surprise :  sen- 
tinels were  posted,  watch-fires  burned,  and  every  man  was 
under  arms,  yet  the  din  approached  nearer  and  nearer. 

"  Tip,  Miles  !"  cried  Bagnal  Harvey,  who  bivouacked 
beside  him,  *^  take  a  party  of  the  freshest  men  and  go 
out.'; 

Miles  rose  up,  a  horn  was  sounded,  and  at  the  head  of 
a  hundred  volunteers  he  set  off  at  a  brisk  march,  casting  a 
sorrowful  look  as  he  passed  upon  the  enclosure  where  the 
wounded,  whom  they  had  borne  in  their  retreat,  were  lying 
feverish  and  restless,  tended  and  nursed  by  many  a  friendly 
hand.  Strange  how  the  ludicrous  and  the  tragic  often  go 
hand-in-hand.  He  had  not  advanced  beyond  the  turn  oi^ 
the  road  when  he  spied  a  troop  of  insurgents,  who  had 
loitered  in  the  rere  coming  along  wearily  tugging  in  their 
midst  a  gun  carriage,  to  which  they  had  yoked  themselves, 
and  conspicuously  mounted  thereon  the  prominent  person 
of  Moll  I)oyle,  making,  as  it  were,  a  triumphal  progress 
to  the  camp.    Kitty  Burke,  who  was  seldom  fox  ^ii'^^xV.  \»l 
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the  wake  of  Miles,  whom  her  son  inTariably  aooompanied 
in  evexy  expedition,  at  sight  of  her  relative,  deplored  as 
dead,  at  onoe  expressed  the  revtdsion  of  her  feeling  in  dha- 
raoteristic  fashion : 

**  Whjf  thin,  niver  weloome  ye,  woman ;  what  eaU  had 
ye  to  stay  behind  an'  we  in  such  a  way  about  ye  P  Por- 
shnitf  to  ye,  Moll  1" 

*'  Mnsha,  thin,  gra  machreeP  was  Moll's  brisk  retort, 
«<  were  ye  suoh  an  omadhaun  as  to  think  that  I*d  ooome  away 
widout  the  dear  little  goon,  that  has  stood  our  firind  in  so 
many  a  battle,  an',  plase  God,  will  aginP  Wisha,  woman, 
have  more  sinse !" 

Miles,  far  too  wear^,  and  anxious,  also,  about  Hugh 
to  take  much  interest  in  a  dialogue  that  otherwise  would 
havegreatly  amused  him,  merely  said : 

''lu>u  did  well,"  and  then  he  turned  to  make  in- 
quiries among  the  men  if  they  oould  give  him  an^  tidings 
of  his  brother ;  but  though  mtmy  had  seen  him  in  action, 
they  had  since  lost  sight  of  him,  and  could  give  no  account, 
upon  which  Ned  cried : 

^'  Sir,  maybe  he's  wounded  P  You  go  back  wid  the 
min,  leave  me  to  look ; — ^Uying  or  dead,  if  he's  above 
ground,  I'll  find  him." 

Before  Miles,  vdiose  duties  bound  him  to  his  post  in  the 
camp,  oould  reply,  the  impetuous  boy  was  on  with  the 
buoyancy  of  youth,  sufficiently  recruited  after  a  hard  day's 
battle  and  toilsome  march,  by  a  couple  of  hours'  rest  and 
some  food,  to  set  out  on  a  pilgrimage  in  auest  of  the 
master  he  dearly  loved ;  for  m  his  mindHugn  and  MUes 
were  one  and  the  same,  individually  entitiea  to  his  ser- 
vice,^ and  though  he  had  come  to  regard  the  latter  with  an 
admiration  not  entirely  devoid  of  awe,  the  former,  of  whom 
he  had  stood  in  no  awe  whatever,  was  his  favourite. 

Meanwhile,  the  second  division  of  the  insurgents,  en- 
camped under  Fathers  John  and  Michael  Murphy  on 
G-orey  Hill,  had  decided  to  march  on  Arklow,  and  a  f<»roe 
of  twenty  thousand  men,  two  thousand  of  whom  carried 
firearms,  with  three  thousand  pikemen,  the  rest  promis* 
cuously  armed  with  scythe  and  every  available  weapon, 
took  the  field.     The  alarm  of  the  (iovemment  and  the 
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metropolis  was  now  at  its  height ;  immediate  reinforce- 
ments of  the  garrison  of  Arklow  oould  alone  secure  Dublin 
from  being  next  assailed  by  the  victorious  foe.  The  Oavan 
Militia  was  instantly  despatched  to  the  scene  of  action, 
under  Lord  Famham,  to  support  the  troops  under  General 
Needham,  Colonels  Skerrett,  WalpolCi  Qrogan,  and  a 
cavalry  regiment  of  the  Ancient  Britons.  The  ready  foe, 
whose  cry  was  ever,  *^  Let  us  get  at  the  soldiery  I"  soon 
came  up  with  the  desired  enemy,  posted  in  great  force  at 
the  Fishery,  and  forthwith  attadked  their  position,  the 
ffallant  leaders  charging  with  dauntless  courage  at  their 
head.  In  vain  the  spirited  defence  of  the  royalists  oppose 
the  crashing  onset  of  the  pikemen,  as  they  hurled  tixem- 
selves  upon  the  adverse  ranks  that  wavered  beneath  the 
storm.  In  vain  the  various  corps  of  yeomen  cavalry 
charged  furiously  down  upon  the  firm  ranks  of  the  iron 
legions :  they  were  broken  like  billows  dashing  upon  the 
elms  of  the  shore.  Walpole's  division  fled  panic-stricken. 
General  Needham  soimded  a  timely  retroat  from  the 
surging  onslaught.  The  Ancient  ^Britons  retired  with 
severe  Toss ;  Grogan's  yeomanry  broke  in  disorder,  their 
captain  slain,  and  Oolonel  Skerrett  was  driven  from  his 
position  by  the  artillery — ^a  few  pieces  of  ordnance  conducted 
Dy  the  insurgent  Esmond  £yan,  whose  arm  at  the  moment 
Ming  unfortunatelv  shot  off  by  a  cannon-ball,  saved  him 
from  utter  rout.  After  a  contest  of  four  hours  the  royal- 
ists were  completely  beaten  out  of  the  field.  But  vic- 
tory to  the  insurgents  so  complete  was  dearly  purchased 
by  the  loss  of  many  of  their  matchless  chiefr,  among  whom 
were  Father  Michael  Murphy,  the  leading  and  guiding 
spirit  of  the  action.  DiBpirited  by  this  catartrophe,  instead 
of  pursuing  the  flying  foe,  and  securing  for  themselves  the 
fruits  of  their  success  in  the  total  destraotion  of  the  troops 
and  capture  of  booty,  the  insurgent  army,  bearing  their 
wounded,  marched  back  to  Gorey;  while  the  rallied  sol- 
diers, the  civilised  English  Protestants  of  the  eighteenth 
Qkentury^  recovering  breath  with  their  oozed-out  courage, 
finding  the  coast  clear  of  the  dreaded  foe,  returned  to 
wreak  cowards'  valour  in  mangling  the  slain  with  any  of 
the  defenceless  wounded  unhappily  overlooked  in.  ^^ 
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weltering  mass  ;  while  their  allies,  the  **  Ancient  Britons," 
held  demoniac  orgies  round  a  wood  fire,  and  left  on 
record  to  all  future  ages  their  cannibal  propensities,  by 
cutting  from  his  breast,  roasting,  and  eating  the  gallant 
heart  of  Father  Michael  Murphy,"*  of  which  notable  exploit 
it  was  their  wont  to  vaunt  in  cooler  hour.  **  Taking 
oare  to  avoid  any  place  where  the  dreaded  pikemen  were 
in  force,  the  yeomanry  and  military  in  small  bands  in- 
fested the  country,  and  wherever  they  went  the  shrieks 
and  death-cries  of  tortured  victims  still,  aff  heretofore, 
announced  their  presence,"!  &i^d  ruin  befell  the  hearths  and 
homes  of  the  desolated  land. 

Pending  the  brief  interval  that  ensued,  of  respite  from 
the  field,  while  stUl  encamped,  waiting  for  ord^ns  from 
limbrick  Hill,  to  which  place  the  mam  body  of  the  in- 
surgents had  advanced.  Miles  O'Byme  lingered  in  agitating 
suspense  as  to  the  J  fate  of  Hugh,  whom  Neil  More, 
having  met  Ned  Burke  on  the  way,  acquainted  with  his 
having  been  made  prisoner,  while  of  Ned  Burke  who,  later 
on,  had  unaccountably  disappeared,  there  was  yet  no  tidings 
or  trace  whatever. 

"  The  foolish  boy  is  on  some  Quixotic  expedition,  and 
will  get  himself  into  trouble  to  no  purpose/'  ne  mused,  as 
he  strolled  alone,  some  few  hundred  yards  from  the  din 
and  turmoil  of  the  host,  to  enjoy  the  calm  beauty  of  the 
moonlit  landscape  and  commune  in  tranquillity  with  his 
own  thoughts — not  the  happiest,  for  he  was  troubled  with 
dark  conjectures  as  to  the  fate  of  Euphemia  as  well  as 
Hugh,  with  that  of  many  others  in  whonx  he  took  a  kindly 
interest.  He  thought,  too,  of  Alphonse  Fitzpatriok,  and 
whether  Maurice  O^Driscoll  had  got  his  letter,  telling  of 
her  misadventure,  and  counselling  him  now  to  push  his 
fortune  by  a  bold  sally,  and  so  secure  the  prize  from  all 
future  contingency;  then,  by  easy  transition,  he  glided 
into  a  reverie  about  Florence  Esmond,  which  insensibly 
chased  the  shadows  from  his  brow ;  for,  associated  with  the 
charming  vision  were  dreamjs  of  love,  glory,  and  ambition 

*  Bev.  Mr.  Gordon's  **  History  of  the  Rebellion.'' 
t  KavauftgVa  •*  History  of  the  Insurrection.'* 
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realised,  a  free  country  wherein  to  dwell,  and  high  place  re- 
deemed among  the  magnates  of  the  land.  A  smile  was  npon 
his  lip  and  a  beam  upon  his  brow  when  Kitty  and  Moll  Doyle, 
who  had  watched  him  sauntering  off  alone,  and  not  im- 
pressed with  romantic  notions  of  the  charms  betimes  found 
in  solitude,  tramped  after  him  and  most  disagreeably  and 
mal^d-propos  interrupted  his  meditation,  Kitty  in  querulous 
tone  crying: 

"  Arrah,  captain  jewel,  d'ye  think  any  harum  could  'ave 
ooome  to  my  little  boy.  Shure  I'd  break  my  heart  afther 
him,  an'  he  all  I  have  in  the  world." 

Moll  Doyle  chimed  in :  "  Och  hone  !  ferfnergare  I  an' 
there's  my  two  craythers,  an'  poor  Miss  Effie,  an'  doesn't 
know  this  minit  if  it's  living  or  dead  they  are.  TTlla  I 
ulla  /" 

Miles's  heart  was  touched  with  sympathy  for  the  mater- 
nal anxiety  of  the  women;  so  repressing  the  petulant 
humour  that  tempted  him  to  resent  their  intrusion,  he 
answered,  kindly :  **  Let  us  hope  the  best ;  you  know  the 
proverb :  *  God's  help  is  nearer  than  the  door,'  and  those 
whom  our  arms  cannot  reach  we  must  commit  to  his  care. 
As  to  Ned,  when  he  comes  I  think  I'll  throunoe  him  for 
playing  such  f^ambols  at  such  a  time.  'Tis  growing  dark; 
let  us  return." 

To  the  camp,  cbnversing  as  they  walked  along  on  many 
topics  of  interest  to  them,  slowly  they  wended  their  way. 
On  reaching  their  goal  they  separated,  the  women  to  their 
quarters,  and  Miles  to  the  tent  of  the  general;  than  to 
one  whom  more  ill-qualified  to  bear  such  high  command, 
he  bad  often  felt  with  sorrow,  the  conduct  of  emprise  so 
weighty  was  never  worse  committed.  Of  most  question- 
able intrepidity  of  character,  and  wholly  unskilled  in  the 
taoticB  of  war,  deficient  in  every  essential  point  of  military 
genius,  and  chosen  merely  on  the  merit  of  his  vast  landed 
temtory,  amiable  private  character,  and  kind,  liberal  prin- 
ciples, to  guide  the  national  legions,  neyer  were  characters 
more  dis^milar,  and  less  congenial,  associated  together, 
than  that  of  Bagnal  Harvey  and  Miles  O'Byme,  in  whom 
even  personal  worth  seemed  to  assume  deep  shades  of  con- 
trast.  Silently,  unobtrusively,  Miles  glided  \iTi\i^\.\s:^\s^^ 
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the  tent  where  the  general  was  holding  oounoil  with  some 
of  the  insurgent  leaders  as  to  their  next  progranune  of 
aotion.  Harvey  perceived  him  as  he  stood  in  the  distanoe, 
shaded  behind  tne  heavy  curtain  drawn  back  firom  the 
entrance,  but  cared  not  to  engage  in  the  debate  the  kins- 
man whose  cynical  humour  he  dreaded,  and  whose  opinions 
rarely  coincided  with  his  own.  No  favourite  was  Miles 
O'Byme  with  Bagnal  Harvey,  or  indeed,  generally  speak- 
ing, with  those  who  did  not  know  him  well  enough  to 
appreciate  qualities  of  head  and  heart,  concealed  beneath 
the  husk  of  phlegmatic  self-possession  and  cold  reserve ; 
hence,  uncourted,  unsolicited,  no  prominent  post  was  con- 
ferred upon,  or  distinguished  his  place  in  the  camp,  where 
he  was  regarded,  save  when  in  brunt  of  battle,  as  rather 
an  apathetic  champion  by  bis  own ;  while  thrown  casually 
among  adverse  ranks,  like  flint  and  steel  clashing,  the 
dormant  fire  blazing  then  forth  unrestrained  and  vivid,  he 
was  considered  a  most  ignitible  spirit  and  heartwhole  rebel. 
With  watchful  eyes  intent  upon  the  discussion  in  which 
he  was  summoned  to  take  no  part,  Miles  stood  against  the 

Eost  of  the  entrance,  motionless  for  some  time,  and  might 
ave  so  continued  absorbed  in  attention  till  the  debate  had 
come  to  an  issue,  but  for  the  unexpected  apparition  of  Ned 
Burke's  face  peering  in  at  the  threshold,  and  his  voice  in 
low  tone  saying  to  someone  without :  *^  I  don't  see  Mr. 
Miles  among  'em." 

"  Here  I  am,''  said  Miles,  at  once  coming  fortii  out  of 
the  tent.  '^  I  say,  my  boy,  where  have  you  been  since 
yesterday  P — ^your  garb  isn't  becoming." 

"  In  Wexford  town,  sir,"  returned  Ned^  with  a  smirk  of 
drollery  twinkling  in  his  eye,  not  at  all  cowed  by  the  austere 
gaze  of  his  master,  who  drily  returned : 

**  Indeed  I  What  doing,  pray  ?"  And  as  he  put  the 
question  Hugh  came  up,  laughing. 

"  Here  I  am  again,  thanks  to  Ned  ;--«nd  vet  I  don't 
know  that  I  should  thank  him  so  much,  as  but  for  hit 
interference  I  might  have  been  now  in  glory,  as  that 
wheyfaced  young  parson,  Sardanapalus  Pon^ret,  this 
morning  assured  me,  as  I  lay  awaiting  the  gibbet,  with  the 
addendOf  to  be  sure)  of  my  conversion  as  a  necessary  oca* 
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dition  affixed  theretOf  and  a  Bible  warrant  oertifloate. 
How  I  hate  those  Pharisees !  What  are  you  all  doing 
down  here  P" 

''  Standing  still,  till  the  enemy  gain  time  to  reoover 
breath  and  reomit/'  returned  ifiles,  bitterly.  ^*  Mean- 
time, as  we've  plenty  of  leisure,  I  should  be  glad  to  hear 
how  Ned  oontrived  your  emancipation :  it  must  have  tasked 
his  ingenuity." 

*^  So  it  did,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  with  free,  unembarrassed 
mien,  quite  unconscious  of  any  extraordinary  desert  on  his 
part.  ''  Whin  I  heerd  Mr.  Hugh  was  taken  prisoner  an' 
fetched  ye  word,  seein'  nothing  could  be  done  for  him,  I 
thought  I'd  jist  say  nothin'  to  anyone,  but  ^o  myself 
back  to  Wexford,  an'  sthrive  for  to  see  the  ladies  an'  let 
them  know,  thinkin'  perhaps  they  might  speak  a  word  for 
him,  or  any  way  get  leave  for  me  to  see  him." 

Here  Ned  paused,  observing  Miles's  cheek  and  brow  had 
flushed ;  the  latter  saying :  '^  Go  on." 

He  resumed :  "  I  met  a  sweep  on  the  way,  sir,  an'  fearin' 
lest  I'd  be  known  in  the  town  for  belongin'  to  ye,  an' 
taken  prisoner,  maybe,  or  shot,  I  gave  him  all  the  money 
I  had  to  give  me  his  clothes  an'  take  mine ;  so  we  exchanged, 
an'  thin  I  went  on  my  way." 

"  Very  good,  Ned ;  go  on,"  smiled  Hugh ;  "  the  best  of 
the  story  is  to  come." 

Ned  proceeded :  **  I  went  to  the  hotol,  sir,  an'  sint  up  a 
message  to  Miss  Esmond  that  a  boy  wanted  to  speak  to 
her.    I  was  afeard  to  say  anything  else,  sir." 

'^  Go  on,"  said  Miles. 

''  Well,  sir,  all  I  could  say  or  do,  no  one  would  take  the 
messa^  unless  I  told  my  business,  an'  who  I  was,  an' 
who  smt  me,  an'  the  boy,  Gary,  who  was  such  a  civil 
sneak  while  we  had  the  town,  set  on  me  and  cuffed  and 
kicked  me,  and  called  me  names ;  so  I  got  afeard  to  stop 
any  longer,  an'  come  away— but  to  take  another  plan.  I 
climbed  on  the  roof,  an'  went  along  till  I  got  to  a  chimney 
thatlooked  convenient  to  the  rooms  her  friends  owned, 
and  let  myself  down." — Miles's  visage  now  began  to  ex- 
pand in  lines  and  curves ;  Ned,  also  displaying  a  broad 
grin,  continued : — "  I  got  down,  sir,  but  into  a  room  tJba^* 
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was  full  of  quality  at  dinner.  There  was  Mis^  Esmond, 
and  Miss  Gourtnejs  aa'  the  captain  and  his  wife,  and  Miss 
Fitzpatriek,  and  a  strange  gentleman  sitting  next  her, 
and  the  two  Captain  Esmonds,  and  a  parson,  and  Lord 
Carhampton,  and  Lord  Eingsborough,  and  Mr.  Colandisk 
and  a  lot  of  waiters.  I  never  was  so  taken  on  the  hip  at 
suoh  a  sight." 

'*  Go  on,  go  on,"  cried  Miles,  amused  beyond  expression. 
'^  What  did  they  say  at  suoh  an  apparition  among  them, 
this  goodly  company  ?*' 

''  They  all  stared,  sir,  an'  the  waiter  shouted :  '  Get  along 
out  o'  this,  ye  villain ;  ye've  come  down  the  wrong  chim- 
ney ;*  an'  they  run  to  put  me  out ;  but  I  ootch  a  hold  o* 
Miss  Esmond,  an'  winked  at  her ;  an*  thin  the  two  lords 
jumped  up,  an'  swore  I  was  a  croppy  that  escaped,  an' 
was  run  for  my  life,  an'  that  they'd  make  an  end  of  me ; 
but  Miss  Esmond  said,  '  No ;'  that  I  had  asked  her  pro- 
tection, and  should  have  it ;  an'  that  she'd  resent  any  hurt 
to  me,  as  done  to  herself.  Then  her  brothers  scolded,  and 
made  fun  of  her ;  but  Miss  Courtney  took  her  part,  and  so 
did  the  strange  gentleman,  and  said  he'd  shoot  anyone 
would  touch  me.  Thin  Miss  Esmond  asked  me  was  I 
hungry,  and  I  said  I  was — but  it  was  more  to  get  time  to 
speaJk  to  her ; — so  she  took  me  herself  over  to  a  comer  of 
the  room,  an'  bid  me  sit  down  on  a  little  stool  while  the 
waiter  fetched  me  a  plate,  and  thin  I  whispered  in  her  ear 
Mr.  Miles's  brother,  Mr.  Hugh,  was  taken  prisoner;  an'  she 
got  very  pale,  an'  made  a  sign  to  me  to  say  no  more.  So 
she  went  back  to  the  table,  and  after  awhile  I  seen  her  and 
Miss  Courtney  whispering  together ;  and  then  they  whis- 
pered to  the  strange  gentleman  and  Miss  Eitzpatri^ ;  and 
after  some  time,  while  the  company  were  talking  of  the  war — 
the  only  thing  they  did  talk  about — the  strange  gentleman 
says,  '  So  you've  got  Hugh  O'Byme  among  the  prisoners, 
I  hear  P'  '  As  safe  as  a  rat  in  a  trap,  and  under  sentence 
to  swing  to-morrow/  said  Mr.  Colandisk ;  *  but  how  the 
deuce  did  you  know  that,  O'DriscoU  ?  And  if  'twas  to  serve 
him  brought  you  down  here,  you  might  have  spared  the 
pains.  Government  is  determined  to  make  an  example  of 
every  insurgent,  and  all  we  want  is  the  rebel  Miles  to  nang 
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along  with  him.'  Well,  sir,  while  they  were  speaking. 
Hiss  Esmond  whispered  to  a  waiter,  who  oame  over  quite 
oivily  an'  bid  me  follow  him.  She  looked  at  me  to  go ;  so 
I  wenty  and  after  awhile  the  ladies  oame  into  the  room 
where  I  was  put,  to  tea ;  so  they  oame  and  spoke  to  me» 
and  then  I  told  them  who  I  was,  and  everything ;  and 
soon  after  the  strange  gentlemen  came  in  with  Lieutenant 
Percy  Esmond,  and  they  had  a  great  deal  of  talk  among 
theniselyeSy  and  the  gentlemen  went  in  and  out;  an'  at 
last,  when  it  was  late  in  the  night,  they  come  again,  and 
the  lieutenant  said  to  Miss  Courtney,  who  was  crying : 
*  Don't  be  such  a  fool,  Ethel ;  dry  your  eyes.  We've  got 
the  permit  to  see  the  prisoner  for  just  half  an  hour,  and 
take  leave  of  him.    Get  ready  quick  I'   So  at  once  they  all 

fot  on  their  cloaks ;  and  Miss  Esmond  came  up  and  said 
was  to  go  with  them,  and  I  did ; — and  Mr.  Hugh  knows 
all  the  rest." 

Miles  turned  to  Hugh,  who  now  spoke :  ^'  Just  as  you've 
heard :  I  was  confined  in  the  jail^of  Wexford,  awaiting  my 
end  at  hand,  when  the  door  opened,  and  instead  of  the  turn- 
key, who  should  walk  in  but  O'Driscoll,  who  had  the  night 
before  got  your  letter  and  hurried  down  to  Wexford  to  see 
Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  and  take  charge  of  the  recovered  prize. 
She,  Florence  Esmond,  [and  dear  little  Ethel  Coilrtney, 
accompanied  him,  to  say,  as  it  were,  a  few  kind  parting 
words  to  the  condemned  felon,  which  done,  they  peace- 
fully retired;  while  that  noble  fellow,  O'Driscoll,  who 
stayed  behind,  made  me  exchange  clothes  with  him,  to 
which  I  never  had  consented,  had  he  not  sworn  and 
pledged  to  his  safety  and  immunity  from  consequence,  in 
the  fact  that  Florence  Esmond  had  in  person  pleaded 
with  Lord  Carhampton,  and  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  bribed 
his  lordship  with  a  good  sum  [of  gold,  payable  within  a 
month,  to  obtain  the  interview  and  favour  my  escape, 
without  risk  to  himself.  So  O'Driscoll  and  I  changed 
clothes  and  place,  he  remaining  in  the  cell,  while  I  also, 
favoured  by  the  well-feed  turnkey,  walked  forth  with  our 
fair  friends  to  freedom ;  met  Percy  at  the  gate,  to  whom  I 
rendered  them ;  and  with  many  grateful  thanks  for  their 
kind  service,  having  made  my  adieux  to  all,  accompanied 
by  Ned,  I  set  off  for  our  camp,  and  here  I  9sxl'' 
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*^  And  here's  a  package  Miss  Esmond  gave  me  for  yon, 
sir/'  added  Ned,  drawing  a  small^  paroel  from  his  bosom 
and  handing  it  to  Miles,  who  reoeiTed  it  with  most  revaren* 
tisl  handy  and,  opening,  found  it  to  oontain  a  miniatnre 
likeness  of  henel^  set  m  pearls,  a  braid  of  her  golden  hair, 
and  a  few  lines  in  writing,  which,  haying  pemsed,  he 
folded  again,  and  replaced  idl  in  his  bosom ;  then  turning, 
he  held  out  his  hand  to  Ned,  saying : 

''  You  are  a  good,  faithful  fellow,  and  if  things  speed 
well  with  us,  fear  not  but  you  shall  be  rewarded  as  a 
friend." 

^^  Oh,  sir !  Td  do  more  than  that  for  Mr.  Hu^h  or  for 
yourself,"  responded  the  lad,  who  did  not  pri(fe  himsdf 
upon  the  greatness  of  his  achievement  in  rescuing  fitnn 
death  a  well-beloved  master.  His  sole  happiness  was  in 
the  success  of  his  emprise,  and  that  he  held  to  be  reward 
sufficient. 

Hugh  said  nothing,  but  he  thought  not  the  less  deeply ; 
and  while  all  three  stood  silent  a  moment,  and  Ned  was 
thinking  of  pajring  a  visit  to  his  mother  and  Moll  Doyle, 
O'DufiPjr  came  up  with  tidings  that  orders  were  come 
from  the  encampment  at  Limbriok  Hill  for  the  insurgent 
force  to  march  to  reinforce  Father  John's  squadrons,  who 
were  expecting  the  English  army,  under  Oenerals  Dundas 
and  Loftus  to  attack  their  position  on  the  morrow. 

''  Bedad,  sir,  that's  good  news !"  cried  Ned,  joyously. 
''  I  wish  it  was  in  Father  John's  own  squadron  we  were, 
for  wid  the  sign  o'  the  cross  over  it  there's  no  batin'  'em ; 
an'  shure  what  could  we  have  expected  at  New  Boss  but 
defeat  undher  the  ginersl  that  niver  bint  his  knee  to  ask 
for  a  blessin'.    I  hope  he  won't  bring  us  ill-luck." 

"  I  hope  not,  Ned,"  returned  Miles,  gravely.  **  But  go 
and  see  your  mother,  who  is  uneasy  about  you,  and  take 
what  rest  you  can  before  we  are  again  under  march." 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

BRITISH  AND  CELTIC  WARRIORS  HOLD  A  GRAND  TOURNAMEKT 
ON  VINEGAR  HILL. — FORTY  THOUSAND  CHAMPIONS  MEET 
IN  THE  LISTS. — PRIZE  OF  THE  FIELD :   A  NATION. 

"  And  when  they  tread  the  ruined  isle, 

Where  rest  at  length  the  lord  and  slave* 
They'll  wonderins  ask  how  hands  so  vile 
Could  conquer  nearts  so  brave  'i** 

Moo&E. 

Early  on  the  momiBg  of  the  sixteenth,  the  insurgents  set 
out  from  limbrick  HUly  without  enoountering  an  enemy 
on  their  maroh^  till  at  Tinahealy  their  advanced  guard 
came  up  with  an  equal  force  of  the  royalists^  whom  they 
put  to  flight  with  their  usual  impetuous  charge.  Early 
on  the  following  day  the  united  forces  of  Loftus  and 
Dundas  came  in  sight  of  the  formidable  array  marshalled 
on  Mount  Pleasant,  and  witnessing  the  military  discipline 
they  exhibited,  with  their  dauntless  bearing — belieiug 
their  boasted  vaunt,  that  the  "bloody  croppy  rebels" 
would  fly  on  the  appearance  of  their  OYerwhelming  force 
— the  English  troops  halted  in  the  distance,  while  tho 
despised  foe,  commanded  to  advance,  charged  at  a  quick 
pace  down  the  hill,  and  [once  again,  swept  before  the 
irresistible  charge  of  the  pikemen,  the  serried  lines  of 
Britain  broke,  and  the  mighty  host  melted  away  and 
drifted  like  thunder-clouds  dispersed  by  tempest,  the 
cavalry  vainly  attempting  to  cover  their  retreat  from  the 
pursuing  army,  as  it  hung  upon  their  rere.  Night  at 
length  dosed  in,  and  laden  with  spoil  and  prisoners,  the 
victors  returned  to  their  camp,  where  tidings  of  the  failure 
of  the  insurrection  in  Kildare  and  Dublin,  and  o£  ^^ 
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rumoured  immediate  invasion  of  the  country  bj  Buona* 
parte,  having  reached  them,  it  was  decided  in  hastily  con- 
vened council  to  march  to  Xilcavin  Hill,  and  compel 
General  Lake,  stationed  at  Gorey,  to  give  them  battle. 
After  a  brief  rest  they  set  out,  and  advanced  to  the  walls 
of  the  town,  where  the  troops  were  drawn  up  in  prepara- 
tion for  an  attack.    The  scanty  artillery  of  the  insurgents 
was  soon  brought  to  the  front,  and  began  to  play  on  the 
lines  of  the  enemy,  who  replied  with  spirit,  while  the 
pikemen  pushed  rapidly  forward  to  engage  the  redcoats, 
who  slowly  retreated  before  them.     The  main  body  of  the 
patriots  awaited  upon  the  hill  orders  from  their  leaders, 
then  busy  in  council  debating  upon  the  contents  of  dis- 
patches from  General  Harvey,  to  the  eflFect  that,  being 
unable  to  maintain  his  position  before  Koss,  he  was  forced 
to  fall  back  with  his  division  to  cover  Wexford,  and  that 
he  deemed  it  expedient  the  forces  now  on  Kilcavin  Hill 
should  set  out  for  Vinegar  Hill,  to  act  in  concert  with  the 
army  under  him.    The  expedience  of  the  measure  having 
been  discussed  among  the  chiefs,  it  was  agreed  to  abandon 
the  attack  upon  General  Lake,  and  hasten  to  the  reinforce- 
ment of  Bagnal  Harvey.    The  same  night,  accordingly, 
the  insurgent  corps,  in  the  dawning  flush  of  their  success, 
were  summoned  to  resume  their  march  to  Vinegar  Hill, 
their  movements  still  impeded  by  the  vast  multitude  of 
women  and  children  that  sought  protection  beneath  their 
fegis  from  the  English  soldiers,  whose  enormities,  as  they 
issued  from  their  entrenchments  and  hung  upon  the  rere 
of  the  weary  champions  of  freedom,  no  tongue  might  de- 
scribe, no  history  record.     Well-nigh  famished  and  ex- 
Latisted,  the  gallant  cohort,  sheltered  by  the  rere*  guard, 
arrived  at  nightfall  at  their  destination,  and  there  en- 
camped, a  hundred  fires  lighting  up  the  dark  scene,  and 
the  deep  and  solemn  murmur  of  the  great  multitude, 
borne  upon  the  night  wind,  sounded  sad  and  mournful  to 
the  ear  as  requiem  over  tombs. 

On  the  morning  of  the  19th,  Miles  O'Byme,  who  had 
been  from  an  early  hour  patrolling  round  the  vicinity  of 
the  bivouac,  with  one  or  two  others^  descried,  by  the  aid  of 
a  glass,  a  considerable  force  of  horse,  foot,  and  artillery 


k. 
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marohing  towards  them.  They  at  onoe  gave  the  alarms  and 
Father  Philip  Eoohe,  a  bold  and  dashing  leader,  at  once 
ordered  the  foroe  under  his  oommand  to  prepare  for  battle. 
To  this  Captain  T.  Gluny  objeoted,  urging  the  rashness 
of  hazarding  a  oonfliot  at  odds,  whioh  could  but  result  in 
defeat  to  their  small  band ;  hence,  having  yielded  to  the 
opinion  of  his  sage  adviser,  the  insurgents  effected,  <by 
strategic  manoeuvre,  a  hasty  retreat  to  the  encampment 
on  the  Three  Eocks,  where  they  heard,  on  their  arrival,  that 
Sir  John  Moore,  with  a  large  force,  was  stationed  at 
Longraig,  between  Boss  and  Wexford,  in  consequence  of 
which  intelligence,  at  daybreak  next  morning,  the  re- 
inforced legions  set  out  to  give  battle  to  15,000  chosen 
troops,  under  the  command  of  one  of  the  ablest  generals 
in  the  English  service. 

Arrived  at  GofiTs  Bridge,  within  sight  of  the  enemy, 
the  gunsmen  marshalled  into  line,  four  deep,  amounting 
to  650  men.  At  this  critical  jimcture,  one  of  the  leaders, 
acting  as  he  had  hitherto  done  at  Eoss,  loft  the  field,  at 
the  head  of  his  corps,  under  the  pretence  of  taking  up  a 
position  to  cut  off  the  enemy  in  case  of  defeat ;  while 
Captain  Cluny  was  remonstrating  with  the  dastard,  Father 
Eoche  ordered  his  line  to  advance.  The  conflict,  opened 
with  vigour,  was  maintained  for  four  hours  with  con- 
siderable slaughter,  the  gunsmen  pouring  their  fire  upon 
the  English  line  till  their  ammunition  was  exhausted,  and 
two  fresh  cavalry  regiments,  under  Lord  Dalhousie,  ap- 
proached to  reinforce  the  troops,  and  compelled  them  to 
retreat.* 

Alarmed  now  in  right  earnest  at  the  difficulty  of  quell- 
ing the  stubborn  spirit  exorcised  by  fiendish  means  to 
achieve  vile  design  upon  the  nation's  legislative  independ- 
ence, Government  arose  in  its  might,  and  hastened  to  put 
forth  all  its  strength  to  grapple  with,  not  a  powerful  pro- 
vince— a  rival  kmgdom — ^but  two  small  counties,  whose 
half-armed  peasantry  had  alone  chivalrously  spnmg  to  the 
war  challenge,  and,  hand-in-hand  withstood  the  shock 
and  brunt  of  the  mailed  phalanx  of  Britain,  and  still  put 

•  Sir  John  Moore's  despatchesy  which  describe  this  as  a  sharp,  hntOL 
actioD^  were  suppressed, 
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forth  its  prowess  with  imdiminished  ardour,  to  hurl  the 
oppressor  from  the  soil,  and  rend  the  country's  chains. 
From  all  quarters  regiments  were  now  converging  in  over- 
whelming force  to  make  a  combined  onslaught  on  the 
insurgent  host :  General  Dundas  marched  from  Baltinglass 
to  form  a  junction  with  General  Loftus ;  Major-General 
Needham  set  out  from  Arklow  to  Gorej  on  the  19th  June ; 
and  on  the  evening  of  the  20th,  General  Moore  took  up  a 
position  at  Fook's  Mill ;  while  Major-General  Sir  James 
Duff  marched  from  Newtownbarry  to  join  General  Lofkus 
at  Scarawalsh,  to  await  orders  from  General  Lake,  now 
posted  at  Solsborough.  To  aid  the  concentration  of 
troops  on  land  several  men-of-war  appeared  off  the  coast, 
while  gunboats  blocked  up  the  entrance  of  Wexford 
Harbour. 

The  loud  war-trumpet  at  early  dawn  broke  the  deep 
slumber  of  the  insurgent  camp,  and  now  brave  hearts, 
strong  hands,  swiftly  marshalling  in  battle  ranks,  front, 
flank,  and  rere,  foot,  horse,  and  cannon  rolled  along  the 
serried  host  to  take  up  the  assigned  position  against  the 
foe — twenty  thousand  English  troops,  led  by  six  chosen 
generals,  practised  in  every  military  manosuvre,  furnished 
with  a  formidable  artillery,  and  fresh  and  vigorous  for  the 
fray.  Glinting  in  the  rising  sun,  lance  and  broadsword 
flashed  back  the  golden  beams  in  rays  of  dazzling  light, 
as  right  onward  poured  the  swelling  tide  to  hurl  its  sub- 
merging biUows  upon  the  opposing  barrier,  to  stem  whose 
rushing  burst  swayed  and  heaved  the  frowning  sea  of 
pikes  before.  From  the  deep  array  of  the  English  lines 
rolled  the  thunder  of  cannon  and  rattle  of  musketry,  with 
the  booming  of  drum,  and  the  ringing  of  clarion,  as  the 
advancing  squadrons  drew  near,  while  the  thrilling  blast 
of  pipr?,  and  the  war  cries  of  the  leaders  were  promptly 
answered  by  each  Celtic  corps,  burning  for  the  onslaught. 
Now  converged,  and  concentrated  upon  the  field,  forty 
thousand  men  stood  front-to-front — twenty  thousand 
peasant  patriots,  ill-trained  for  war,  and  scantily  equipped 
with  war's  necessary  munitions,  arrayed  in  bold,  defiant 
attitude  against  twenty  thousand  men  fitted  out  in  martial 
panoply,  and  aided  and  abetted  by  a  powerful  Orange 
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oligarohy,  all  straiiung  with  them  to  one  end — thedestruo- 
tion  of  their  oountryy  and  the  extermination  of  the  mag- 
nanimous people,  with  whom  they  had  never  fraterniBod, 
could  never  fraternise.  And  now  the  hostUe  lines  engage : 
as  oonflicting  ooeans  with  tumultuous  roar  surge,  heave, 
and  foam  in  rival  strife,  th^  squadrons  closed  in  wild  con- 
tending waves,  amidst  cloud/s  of  smoke  that  plume  and 
shroud  the  battlefield,  the  levin  flame  flashes  up  to  the 
veiy  mouth  of  the  cannon,  the  chivalry  of  Erin  charged 
beneath  the  banners  of  their  chiefs.    Closing  at  weapon- 
point,  a  forest  of  pikes  brandish  and  wave,  amid  a  tide  of 
broadswords ;  shriek  and  yeU  arose,  portentous  £rom  the 
seething,  reooiUng,  rallying,  struggling  mass,  now  com- 
mingled in  chaotic  confusion,  now  drifting  in  broken  billow 
and  eddying  waves,  plumed  crests  and  glittering  helmets 
borne  wildly  to  and  fro  upon  the  hurricane  that  swept 
along,  wavering  banners  tossed  upon  the  storm,  rising, 
sinking,    beaten    back,    advanced.      Blended    with   the 
cannon's  roar,  swells  louder  and  ever  louder  the  yell  of 
maddened   combatants,  and   shout,  shriek,    and    groan 
commingled  in  dire  chorus,  as  though  all  the  fiends  and 
furies,  broke  loose  from  their  penal  element,  hovered  in 
darkness,  smoke,  flame,  and  carnage  over  the  scene ;  lances 
crash,  and  dinted  shields  are  bom  down  where  the  pikemen 
dash,  and  swing  their  banded  might  upon  the  serried 
phalanx  of  the  reeling  foe,  in  that  stem  and  desperate 
strife,  upon  whose  issue  all  was  staked  dear  to  the  patriot's 
heart.    Hundreds  of  women,  now  inured  to  war,  stood 
side  by  side  with  their  warrior  champions,  and  fought  as 
dauntlessly  and  well ;  no  fear  of  death,  no  flight  for  wound : 
unquailing,     imflinching,    shoulder    to    shoulder    they 
fought,  each  closing  the  gap  of  slain  comrade  the  moment 
he  fell,  and  plying  the   ghastly  weapon   of   death  as 
vigorously  and  efleotively  in  the  stubborn  contest*    The 
battle   raged,   and  with  fortitude  superhuman  the  un- 
covered insurgents  still  stood  the  tremendous  fibre  opened 
upon  the  four  sides  of  their  position,  and  the  stream  of 

*  The  hospital,  with  a  number  of  wounded  insurgents,  was  set  on 
fire  by  order  of  General  Lake,  who  iJso  commanded  that  all  the  wounded 
on  the  field  and  those  found  in  houses  should  be  put  to  death* 
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shells  and  grape  poured  upon  them,  mowing  down 
whole  ranks  and  lines.  General  Lake's  horse  was  shoty 
and  several  officers  were  slain ;  yet,  fast  as  hailstorm  in 
Deoemher,  pelted  the  iron  shower  upon  the  host,  and 
steadily  the  British  lines  began  to  advance  up  the  hill  ; 
billows  urging  billows,  thousands  of  horsemen  spurred, 
rushing  on,  bearing  down  the  weary  lines  of  the  over- 
matched defenders.  Onward,  ever  onward  pressing, 
bayonets  crossing  pikes,  and  murderous  fusilade  opening 
their  path,  the  brunt  of  strife  began  to  flag,  and  at  length, 
riddled  beneath  the  ceaseless  beating  of  the  iron  stonn, 
the  insurgents  who  had  maintained  for  several  hours  the 
unequal  struggle  against  such  terrible  odds,  gave  ground, 
and  a  retreat  being  ordered  by  the  leaders,  they  set  out 
for  Wexford,  protected  by  a  force  under  General  Roche. 
Among  the  slain  were  several  of  the  chiefs,  and  Moll 
Doyle,  with  many  other  women,  who  had  behaved  with 
singular  intrepidity  on  the  field. 

The  town  of  Wexford,  having  surrendered  to  General 
Sir  John  Moore,  the  insurgents,  in  separate  divisions, 
marched  by  different  routes,  one  led  by  Gerald  Byrne, 
Esmond  Kyan,  and  Hugh  O'Byrne  in  the  direction  of 
Gorey,  while  the  second,  consisting  of  an  equal  force  of 
three  thousand  men,  under  the  command  of  Father  John 
Murphy,  Miles  O'Byrne,  Miles  Byrne,  jun.,  and  other 
leaders,  proceeded  en  route  for  Carlow,  halting  at  Three 
Kooks,  Sludah,  Longrig,  and  Eillane,  at  which  latter  place 
they  again  routed  a  force  of  yeomanry  sent  to  oppose 
them,  thence  continuing  their  march  on  the  ensuing  day 
they  received  intelligence  of  a  force  of  cavalry  and  infantry 
advancing  to  Gore's  Bridge,  to  intercept  the  passage  of  the 
Barrow,  upon  which  they  marched  to  meet  the  enemy.  The 
4  th  Dragoon  Guards,  whom,having  been  defeated  in  a  fierce 
engagement,  fell  back  on  their  infantry,  the  Wexford 
Militia,  whom  Miles,  with  astonishment,  beheld  headed, 
among  other  officers,  by  Maurice  O'Driscoll,  Percy  Esmond, 
and  Guildford  Golandisk ;  but  he  had  little  respite  for 
comment — a  volley  of  musketry  blazed  along  the  line. 
The  insurgents  replied  with  spirit,  and  how  much  was  his 
amazement  augmented  to  find,  when  the  war-cloud  liad 
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rolled  away,  tbat^  having  disobarged  a  harmless  fusilade, 
but  one  man  having  been  wounded  by  Oolandisk,  who 
fired  with  truer  aim,  officers  and  men  were  galloping  at 
the  top  of  their  speed  from  the  field.  Immediate  pursuit 
being  ordered,  the  insurgents  gave  ohase,  made  many 
prisoners,  of  whom  Esmond  was  one,  and  captured  the  town. 
Mautioe  O'DrisoolI,  overtaken  in  his  flight  with  Q-uildford 
Colandisk,  after  a  feeble  show  of  resistance,  was  seized 
by  Miles,  to  whom,  with  a  smile  of  significance,  he  sur- 
rendered his  sword.  Guildford,  with  some  others,  escaped 
by  hard  riding,  and  the  victors  proceeded  to  Mount 
Leinster,  where  they  pitched  their  camp  for  the  night. 

The  moon,  like  a  shield  of  silver,  hun^  suspended  that 
summer  night  in  a  cloudless  firmament,  bespangled  with 
myriad  glittering  constellations,  as  though  it  were,  in  sooth, 
the  regal  dome  of  a  spacious  world,  lighted  with  lamps  for 
festive  hour ;  and  yet  there  was  a  whispering  voice  in  the 
air — a  moan  in  the  languid  breeze,  as  it  swept  mournfully 
by,  waving,  with  gentle  motion,  the  rustling  houghs  of  the 
trees,  and  a  murmur  in  the  rippling  waves  of  the  gliding 
and  winding  river  that  boded  of  rain  at  hand  and  change 
in  the  weather. 

Sad  at  heart  and  depressed  in  spirit,  Miles  O'Byme  and 
Maurice  O'DriscoU,  having  left  the  camp  after  the  mid- 
night watch  was  changed,  sauntered,  side  by  side,  through 
the  solitary  wilderness,  reposing  in  the  magical  solemnity 
and  stillness  of  moonlight,  so  clear  and  brilliant  that  all 
the  surrounding  country  lay  defined  and  open  to  view  as 
in  the  blaze  of  day.  While  slowly  they  paced  along,  in- 
haling the  soothing  balm  of  the  lulling  hour  and  absorbed 
in  converse,  fearing  no  danger,  and  anticipating  no  inter- 
ruption. Miles  heard  from  Maurice,  whom  he  had  first  re- 
proached that  he  should  have  borne  arms  against  his  own 
countrymen,  a  full  and  satisfactory  explanation  of  his 
conduct,  and  the  motive  that  had  impelled  him  to  such  a 
step: 

**J  hadnoalternative,  Miles/'  pleaded  the  young  man,  ear- 
nestly, *'  havingimplicated  myself  in  promoting  theescape  of 
Hugh  from  inevitable  death,  the  wrath  of  his  baffled  enemies 
knew  no  bounds.  Luttrell  and  Kingsborough,  well  bribed 
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to  bear  me  soathless  through,  proved  but  lukewarm  patrons 
at  the  oall  of  need,  in  espeoial  Luttrell,  who,  pleading  fair 
to  my  face,  had,  I  disoovered,  under  the  rose,  connived,  with 
Oolandisk,  to  sanction  and  abet  the  designs  of  my  aocusers. 
It  was  Marmion  Esmond,  with  Percy  and  Captain  Oourtneyi 
who  stood  my  friends,  and  suggested  that  I  could  easily 
vindicate  my  loyalty,  suspected  and  imj^ugned  by  my 
deed  of  temerity  in  favour  of  a  personal  fnend,  by  taking 
an  appointment  in  the  Wexford  Militia,  and  demonstrat- 
ing my  zeal  in  the  cause  by  my  activity  against  the  rebels. 
Need  1  rehearse  the  sequel  P  Thankful  for  my  escape,  I 
accepted  the  commission,  with  the  mental  reservation, 
that  no  drop  of  patriot  blood  should  stain  my  hand ;  but, 
when  fall  soon  I  found  that,  among  the  corps,  many  there 
were  whose  hearts,  were  like  mine,  estranged  from  the 
tyrant's  cause  they  were  fated  to  serve.  JUittle  pain  it 
gave  me  to  dissuade  nearly  every  man  of  them  from  the 
hateful  task  assigned  them.  Hence,  this  mom  when  we 
rode  out,  Colandisk  beside  me,  a  spy  to  watch  and  re- 
port my  movements,  my  resolution  was  ahready  made, 
with  that  of  the  brave  fellows  under  me.  Sent  to  the  front 
to  meet  the  first  charge,  we  discharged  our  muskets  in  the  air, 
then  seized,  as  it  were,  with  panic,  turned  and  fled,  carrying 
disorder  and  confusion  into  our  own  lines.  My  subsequent 
flight  with  the  stout  Colandisk  was,  as  you  know,  a  sham; 
for,  long  ere  we  had  stood  face  to  face  in  the  ranks,  I  had 
recognised  you,  and  longed  to  grasp  your  brave  hand,  as 
now  I  do.    Are  you  satisfied  P" 

Miles  wrung  the  hand  extended  to  him : 

'^  Yes,  yes,  Maurice ;  you  had  no  alternative,  and  you 
have  acted  nobly  and  well.  Doubt  not  but  when  I  repre- 
sent your  case  to  our  leaders  you  will  be  granted  liberty 
without  demur.  I  am  only  sorry  we  cannot  let  Esmond 
accompany  you,  and  that  we  did  not  secure  Colandisk. 
We  are  now  glad  to  hold  prisoners  of  note  as  ransom  for  any 
of  ours  taken  in  battle.  But  tell  me,  friend,  some  news  of 
yt>ur8elf  and — and  about  the  Courtneys  and  Ethel,  and 

,"  he  longed  to  utter  the  name  of  Flora  Esmond,  but 

O'Driscoll's  eye  was  upon  his  face,  and  somehow  he  felt 
his  heart  beat  quicker  and  as  if  some  rising  tell-tale  would 
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have  betrayed  his  seoret ;  so,  he  added :  ^'  What  about 
Alphonse  ?  Is  there  any  prospect  of  her  giving  propitious 
ear  to  your  suit  P" 

Maurice  now,  in  turn,  pressed  the  hand  of  Miles,  while 
his  faoe  glowed  like  the  red  harvest  moon,  warm  and 
refulgent : 

**  Yes,  Miles ;  thanks  to  my  good  finend  Hugh,  and  your 
gallant  self,  who  brought  it  about.  Alphonse— dear  Al- 
phonse—and  I  met  onoe  again,  not  as  of  yore,  in  oold, 
courteous  ceremony,  but  in  genial  friendship.  She  told 
me  all  her  story.  How,  in  my  heart,  I  blessed  Golandisk, 
as  the  medium  of  my  fortune.  I  suppose,  by  right,  I 
should  have  called  him  out  and  shot  him ;  but,  in  truth, 
the  dolt  isn't  worth  a  bullet,  and  I  was  in  far  too  generous  a 
frame  of  mind  to  think  of  horse- whipping  him.  However, 
he  is  dangerous  withal,  as  a  venomous  snake  crawling  in 
the  grass.  Hence,  I  shall  be  glad  of  my  liberty  to  get  up 
to  Dublin,  whither  she,  now  my  own  plighted  bride,  is 
gone  with  the  Oourtneys  and  Florence  Esmond.  By  the 
way,  what  I'd  give,  Miles,  to  see  you  married  to  that  girl : 
she  ranks  next  in  worth  and  beauty  to  my  Alphonse,  of  all  I 
ever  met ;  and,  somehow,  I've  a  notion  she  likes  you.'' 
Miles  coloured  furiously,  but  O'DriscoU,  not  looking  at  him, 
went  on :  *'  Yes,  I  know,  of  course,  Alphonse  is  now  safe,  quite 
safe,  in  the  protection  of  her  relatives  and  friends.  What 
a  dear  fellow  that  brother  of  hers  is — ^the  priest ; — glad  to 
think  he  shall  be  mine ;  but,  as  I  was  saying,  Alphonse  is 
quite  safe  now,  and  my  delighted  mother  has  written  to 
me  that  she  is  the  happiest  of  women,  in  the  prospect  of 
another  such  child  to  love  and  cherish,  with  the  probability 
of  grandchildren  ad  infinitum.  Still,  Miles,  I  feel — ^I  know 
how  absurd  it  is,  a  yearning  to  be  near  my  treasure ; 
an  insane  dread  of  some  evil  befalling  her  in  my  absence ; 
some  calamity  impending  that  mv  protecting  presence 
could  alone  ward  off.  Yes,  I  shall  be  very  glad,  and  store 
it  up  with  all  my  other  deep  obligations  to  be  duly  requited, 
could  you  procure  my  speedy  carte  blanche  of  freedom*" 

"  You  shall  have  it  to-morrow,  my  friend,"  said  Miles. 
''I  can  understand  and  sympathise  with  ^our  feelings, 
and  you  will  discharge  any  obligation  by  bemg  the  bear^t 
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of  a  message  from  me  to  Florence  Esmond,  whom,  strange 
to  say,  I  regard  with  sentiments  I  had  onoe  deemed  it 
recreancy,  impossible,  to  own  to  one  of  her  race.  Unlike, 
indeed,  she  is  to  her  brothers,  towards  whom  I  entertain 
but  one  undiminished  feeling  of  most  hostile  enmity. 

"  Yet,  in  sooth,"  returned  O'Driscoll,  "  Marmion  and 
Percy  are  not  deficient  of  high  and  noble  qualities ;  but 
when  proud  spirits  oppose  and  clash,  it  is  as  though  when 
Greek  meets  Greek. — Hist  I  what  is  that?  Ho !  stand  to 
your  defence.  Miles ;  we  are  beset !" 

It  was  even  so.  Just  as  they  had  turned  out  of  a  boreetif 
or  lane,  simultaneously  with  the  loud  report  of  firearms, 
and  the  whiz  of  a  bullet  so  dose  as  to  singe  O'DrisoolFs 
hair,  rose  a  shout  of  many  voices,  and  suddenly  they  were 
Burrounded  bj  a  party  of  seven  or  eight  miUtia,  led  by 
Hunter  Gowan,  and  in  their  midst  was  Guildford  Colan- 
disk.  The  lurid  glare  of  the  sky  as  Miles  and  Maurice 
emerged  from  the  shade  of  overarching  trees,  and  the 
shoo^g  of  sparks  of  fire  and  shafts  of  flame,  amid  wreaths 
of  black  spreading  smoke  from  some  neighbouring  dingle 
in  the  valley,  told  plainly,  though  neither  cry  norjscream 
floated  to  their  ears,  on  what  nocturnal  mission  of  evil 
was  this  picked  crew  of  bad  spirits  roaming.  But  there 
was  no  time  for  thought.  In  answer  to  Miles's  shrill 
whistle,  Ned  Burke,  who  sauntered  in  the  rere,  came 
bounding  with  speed,  and  the  three  instantly,  setting  their 
backs  against  a  thickset  hedge,  levelled  their  pieoes,  and 
prepared  to  defend  themselves  to  the  last.  O'DrisooU  pre- 
viously waved  his  handkerchief  for  parley,  and,  addressing 
Colandisk,  said : 

'^  Ten  to  two  is  unfair  odds,  Guildford,  for  by  right  I 
should  stand  aside ;  nevertheless,  though  the  insurgent's 
prisoner,  Miles  O'Byme  is  my  Mend,  and  as  such  I  may 
not  stand  by  and  witness  the  tmequal  strife  without  len^ng 
succour.    So  bide  the  issue." 

"  Confound  you  I  didn't  we  always  know  you  were  a 
rebel  at  heart !"  cried  Colandisk,  fiercely.  "  Here  goes ! — 
dead  or  alive,  the  croppy  chief's  my  aim,  and  you  for  a 
deserter.'* 

''And  there's  the  chap  beside  him   that  robbed  old 
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Watkins's  till  and  absoonded/'  shouted  two  troopers, 
whose  ill-favoured  appearance  had  been  so  immensely  in- 
creased by  the  lives  of  vicious  profligacy  they  had  been 
leading,  that  till  they  spoke  Ned  Burke  had  not  recognised 
the  bloated  visage  of  Beaky  and  the  cadaverous  one  of 
Tiokell,  his  quondam  fellow-apprentices.  Now  he  knew 
them,  and  shuddered  as  the  lifted  carbines  covered  his 
head.  There  was  but  one  moment's  pause  as  the  muskets 
of  all  were  brought  to  a  level,  and  each  thumb  rested  on 
the  trigger.  In  that  pause  the  ear  of  Miles,  pretematu- 
rally  sharpened  by  nervous  excitement  to  the  smallest 
sound,  heard  a  voice  say  close  beside  him,  and  in  hurried 
whisper : 

"  Now,  Nelly,  now ;  fire  away  I" 

In  that  pause  between  life  and  death  there  was  the  click 
of  a  pistol,  two  loud  reports,  two  yells  of  agony ;  now  a 
rattle  of  musketry,  two  more  pistol-shots,  two  more  howls, 
and  a  stampede  of  Hunter  G-owan  and  his  men.  Con- 
founded, bewildered,  when  the  smoke  that  blinded  them 
dispersed  away,  Miles,  Ned,  and  O'DriscoU  found  two  men 
lying  dead  at  their  feet,  and  Colandisk,  with  his  wrist 
broken  and  a  flesh  wound  in  his  leg,  striving  to  Ump  away 
firom  the  scene  of  his  disaster ;  while  the  authors  of  the 
mischief,  scrambling  through  the  hedge,  exhibited  them- 
selves in  the  small  persons  of  Effie  O'Byrne  and  Nelly 
Doyle,  considerably  dilapidated  in  garb  and  appearance 
by  some  weeks  of  vagrant  wandering  and  hardship  and 
their  present  frightened  aspect.  Nevertheless,  they  smUed 
and  laughed,  and  Effie,  regardless  of  her  plight,  and  the 

Eresence  of  a  stranger,  twined  her  arms  around  MUes,  as 
e  exclaimed,  ^'My  poor  child !"  and  bent  to  embrace  her. 
And  Nelly  shook  hands  withNed,  asking  in  the  same  breath 
for  her  mother  and  Johnny ;  but  Ned,  seeing  Colandisk 
essay  flight,  and  aware  of  the  value  of  prisoners,  without 
other  reply  than  "  More  power  to  ye,  Nelly !  You  an' 
Miss  Effie,  God  bless  her !  gave  us  a  timely  help,"  sprung 
after  the  fugitive  and  hauled  him  back,  lamenting  and 
expostulating  upon  such  cruelty.  Then  Miles,  taking  the 
prisoner  in  charge,  and  whispering  to  Maurice:  *'You 
may  go ;  TU  t&e  upon  myself  to  acquit  you  of  y<s^a:!t 
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paroW  which  liberty  O'Drisooll  magnanimously  declined 
to  avidl  of  till  he  had  seen  bis  friend,  now  en  route  for  the 
camp,  within  its  precincts  and  out  of  all  danger.  So  he 
walked  behind,  Hstening  amused  to  Nelly  assuring  Ned 
that  it  was  her  own  hand  had  shot  the  two  men  d^id,  for 
she  aimed  steady  to  the  mark ;  while  Miss  Effie,  with  her 
two  shots,  had  only  wounded  the  other  villain,  where  she 
ought  to  have  killed  her  two ;  but  she  was  too  quick,  and 
didn't  take  her  time.  And  then  Nelly,  with  a  business* 
like  air,  proceeded  to  reload  her  pair  of  pistols  from  a 
pouch  slung  by  her  side,  while  Effie,  in  self-defence,  made 
answer : 

"  I  was  so  frightened  when  I  saw  him  take  aim  at  Miles, 
I  thought  I'd  never  be  in  time,  and  my  hand  shook  so ; 
but  it's  all  right.  I'm  glad  he's  only  wounded  ;  I  wouldn't 
like  to  kill  anyone  if  I  could  help  it.  What  a  pack  of 
cowards  they  were  1" 

'^  But  tell  me,  my  little  maid,"  said  O'DrisooU,  who  had 
no  idea  of  the  relationship  between  her  and  Miles« ''  how 
comes  it  that  so  opportunely  for  us  you  and  your  com- 
panion were  roving  by  moonlight,  instead  of  sleeping,  like 
the  birds,  snug  and  quiet  in  your  nest  ?*' 

Miles,  who  heard  the  question,  drew  near  to  listen. 
Effie  replied,  as  if  addressing  him : 

^'  Since  the  yeomen  came  upon  us  in  the  farmhouse  of 
Art  O'Duffy,  where  you  left  us.  Miles — and  which  they 
burned  to  the  ground  after  we  all  escaped  in  time,  every- 
one flying  a  different  way  only  Nelly  and  I,  who  kept 
together — for  a  good  while  we  lay  out  in  the  fields.  Then 
at  long  last  we  met  Meelan  Gonroy,  with  her  strange  child. 
It  was  a  wet  day,  and  we  were  cold  and  hungry ;  so  she 
brought  us  home  with  her,  where  do  you  think,  but 
to  a  room  she  had  settled  very  snug  for  herself  in  an 
old  castle,  and  we  stayed  with  her  there  till  somehow  we 
thought  it  was  haunted,  and  the  woman  was  always  silent, 
and  the  child  used  to  say  such  queer  things ;  and  at  last, 
sure  enough,  one  night  Nelly  saw  something,  and  we  used 
to  hear  strange  noise  and  have  such  troubled  dreams,  we 
got  frightened  and  said  we'd  run  away^  and  so  we  did ; 
and  it  was  hiding  in  the  ditch  we  were  from  the  soldiers, 
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when  we  saw  you  and  Ned  and  this  gentleman  coming 
along ;  and  when  we  saw  them  attack  you  we  whispered 
to  each  other  to  fire  at  them  and  kill  as  many  as  we  could 
to  help  you.     That's  how  it  is." 

"Aiid  bravely  you  did,  my  little  heroine,**  smiled 
O'Driscoll,  while  Miles  said  : 

''  And  Where's  the  castle,  Effie,  in  which  Meelan  Conroy 
has  made  herself  a  home?  I  should  like  to  see  her 
again." 

"  'Tis  a  great  way  off,  Miles,  in  Wicklow ;  I*d  hardly 
know  how  to  tell  you  the  way  from  this." 

"  Never  mind;  perhaps  we'U  find  it  on  our  march.  Will 
you  come  with  me,  you  and  Nelly,  to  the  camp  P  Kitty 
is  there." 

"Yes,  we  will;  I'll  be  so  glad  to  see  Etty,**  cried  Euphe- 
mia,  eagerly. 

"And  is  my  mother  with  her,  sir?"  said  Nelly.  "She'll 
be  sorry  to  hear  we  lost  poor  Larry  the  night  we  were 
burned  out.  I'm  afeard  the  yeos  got  hold  of  him,  or  he'd 
have  surely  come  after  us." 

Miles  felt  he  could  not  answer  to  the  interrogation  of 
the  anxious  child ;  he  merely  said :  "  Kitty  will  teU  jrou 
everything,  little  one ;  let  us  hasten  on.  How  long  is  it 
since  you  left  the  castle,  Effie  ?" 

"  Six  or  seven  days,  Miles.  How  is,  Hugh  ? — ^is  he  at 
the  camp?" 

"  No ;  he  went  with  Gerald  to  Gorey ;  but  he  was  well 
when  I  last  saw  him.  The  moon  is  gone  down,  and  the 
sky  is  lowering ;  I  see  we  shall  have  a  wet  morrow ; — and 
yonder  is  our  camp." 

"  I'm  afeard  there's  something  amiss  up  there,  sir.  I 
see  men  hurrying  to  and  fro,  and  signs  of  commotion,"  said 
Ned  Burke,  steadfastly  gazing  upon  the  heights  they  were 
approaching,  looming  dark  and  heavy  in  the  clouded 
dawn. 

Miles,  falling  back,  not  to  be  observed  by  Colandisk 
limping  sullenly  in  advance,  said  to  O'Driscoll:  "Now's 
your  time ;  God  bless  you ;  farewell !"  Each  silently 
pressed  the  other's  hand,  and  O'DriscoU,  turning,  dis^ 
appeared  in  the  obscurity,  as  if  he  had  escaped  his  guard. 


592  VtNBfeAfe   HILL. 

Upon  reaohing  the  oamp  Miles,  handing  the  pmoner 
Golandisk  over  to  the  proper  authority,  demanded  of  Father 
John  Murphj,  who  just  then  oame  up,  with  every  sign  of 
perturbation  and  wrath  disturbing  his  usually  serene  coun- 
tenanoe,  had  anything  gone  wrong  among  them  in  his 
absence ;  at  the  same  time  his  eye  fell  upon  the  forms  of 
O'Hart,  O'Brien,  Neil  More,  and  Mooney,  O'Loughlin  and 
others,  handcuffed  andlooking  like  scowling  culprits,  gloomy 
and  disconcerted,  before  the  eye  of  their  indignant  priest 
and  leader. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  Father  John,  severely,  "  I  am  dis- 
appointed in  my  men ;  I  had  thought  myself  the  leader  of 
brave  soldiers,  instead  of  midnight  assassins.  Question 
these  fellows  yourself,  whom  I  am  going  to  expel  from 
among  us,  of  the  cause,  which  it  freezes  my  blood  to  think 
but  of." 

Miles  turned  and  looked  at  the  culprits,  who  maintained 
dogged  silence^  till  O'Hart  spoke  bold  and  daring: 

''I'll  tell  ye  what  we  did,  sir;  an'  the  dickens  a  bit 
sorry  we  are  for  the  same;  an'  if  hid  riverenoe,  God 
bless  him,  had  suffered  himself  the  villainies  we  had 
sworn  to  rivinge  back  upon  the  villains  who  had  injured 
us,  an'  made  us  what  we  are,  maybe  he  wouldn't  be  so 
hard  on  us  entirely.  We  fell  upon  some  of  the  worst  of 
the  prisoners,  our  black  Orange  inimies,  and  paid  'em  back 
all  arrears  in  full.  Troth  we  did  put  it  out  of  their  power 
to  hurt  us  or  ours  agin,  an'  if  his  riverenoe  turns  agin  us 
for  the  same,  why,  we  must  only  put  up  wid  it." 

Miles,  without  waiting  to  hear  more,  leaving  Effie  and 
Nelly  to  speak  to  Father  John,  whose  ruffled  brow  cleared 
and  softened  at  sight  of  the  children,  he  hurried  in  quest  of 
Percy  Esmonde  for  whose  fate  dreadful  misgivings  deafened 
him  to  the  voice  of  Gruildford  Colandisk  screaming  after 
him: 

*'0'Byme — Miles — friend — ^I  say,  you  won't  take  the 
mean  revenge  of  leaving  me  with  these  cutthroats  ?  For 
heaven's  sake  come  back ! — take  me  with  you  I  I'll  go  on 
my  knees  to  swear  I'll  do  anything  you  please ;  I'll  give 
you  any  ransom!  Oh,  oh,  oh!  what  will  become  of  me! 
0  good  priest ! — holy  man  ! — protect  me.   I  am  a  convert ; 
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I  will  go  to  Mass — any  thing  you  wish — only  save  me  from 
these  monsters  thirsting  for  my  blood." 

*'  Hush,  hush,  sir ;  cease  your  immanly  cries.  No  one 
is  going  to  harm  you/'  said  Father  John ;  '*  but  we  must 
retain  you  prisoner  for  the  present,  and  you  shall  be  treated 
as  well  as  our  exigencies  can  admit  of." 

He  turned  away,  holding  a  hand  of  each  of  the  children, 
while  Ned  Burke  directed  his  steps  after  his  master,  whom 
he  found  holding  earnest  colloquy  with  Percy  Esmond, 
whose  hand  was  locked  in  his;  while  Kitty  stood  by, 
assuring  him  that  the  boys  never  meant  to  hurt  a  hair  of 
the  yoimg  gentleman's  head,  seeing  he  had  never  done 
'em  any  harum ;  an*  that  she  came  herself,  knowing  he 
was  befriended  by  Mr.  MUes,  an'  stood  near  him  to  keep 
up  his  heart,  an*  purtect  him  for  fear  thim  as  didn't  know 
him  would  think  him  as  bad  as  the  rest,  finding  him  among 
'em:  all  which  Percy,  who  was  deeply  agitated  and  shocked 
by  the  sight  of  ten  or  twelve  of  his  comrades  sprung  upon 
in  slumber,  and  butchered  around  him,  by  their  incensed  and 
implacable  foes,  fully  corroborated.  Then  Miles,  in  further 
guarantee  of  good  faith,  addressed  him,  as  arm-in-arm  he 
led  him  forth : 

''  It  is  incumbent  on  us,  as  you  may  understand,  Percy,  to 
hold  you  our  prisoner  pending  an  exchange  on  both  sides, 
when  this  calamitous  period  shall  have  drawn  to  a  close ; 
nevertheless,  though  so  little  faith  has  been  kept  with  us 
by  our  deceitful,  and,  I  am  sorry  to  add,  ignoble  adver- 
saries, yet,  if  you  pledge  me  your  word,  as  a  man  of 
honour,  that  you  will  not  belie  the  better  opinion  I  enter- 
tain of  you,  by  taking  unfair  advantage  of  my  implicit 
confidence,  I  shall  interest  myself  with  our  chiefs  to  have 
you  retained  merely  as  prisoner  on  parole,  till  some  turn 
of  fortune  may  set  you  free." 

^'  Thanks,  Miles,  thanks,"  returned  Percy,  disclosing  in 
every  altered  lineament  the  relief  of  his  spirit  at  this  speech. 
''  You  may  trust  me  without  hesitation.  You  are  a  good 
fellow,  I  do  believe,  though  a  confounded  rebel,  and  I  stick 
to  my  belief  that  though  you  fought  well  on  the  Hill,* 

♦  Vinegar  HilL 


594  DEATH  OF   FATHER  JOHN  MURPHT. 

and  have  pitohed  into  ub  pretty  often,  we'll  drub  you  yet, 
and  you  are  doing  well  to  make  a  Mend  in  time.  IWhat's 
Colandisk  howling  forP — ^are  they  going  to  gibbet  him  ?  I 
must  say  some  of  our  fellows  are  arrant  oowards,  and  no 
loss  to  be  rid  of  them." 

^'  I  agree  with  you  in  that  much,''  said  Miles^  '^Ned, 
my  boy,  take  out  Tippoo  Saib,  and  at  the  top  of  your 
speed  overtake  O'Drisooll.  Let  him  have  the  animal  to 
help  his  journey,  and  caution  him  to  care  it  well." 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

DEATH  OF   FATHER  JOHN  MURPHY. 

"  'Tt8  come — ^hie  hour  of  martjrdoin 
In  Iran^fl  eacred  cause  is  come ; 
And,  though  his  life  has  passed  away, 
Lake  lightning  on  a  stormy  day, 
Yet  shall  his  death  hour  leaye  a  track 
Of  glory  permanent  and  bright, 
To  which  the  brave  of  after  times, 
The  suffering  braye,  shall  long  look  back.** 

JPmm  WoBSHiFPiBfl. 

To  whom  is  it  given  to  interpret  the  occult  mysteries  of 
the  human  heart,  to  analyse  the  ever-fluctuating  phases  of 
its  impulses,  emotions,  and  sympathies  ?  Nay,  the  very 
object  acted  upon,  the  owner  and  possessor  of  the  organ 
affected  by  transmutation,  and  vibrating  like  an  instru- 
ment of  many  chords  to  every  lightest  touch  of  the  tuner, 
is  unable  to  explain  the  abstruse  question,  to  fathom  the 
unexplored  depth,  and  reach  the  hidden  spring  that  propels 
the  intricate  machinery  of  human  life,  thought,  ahd  action. 
Kitty  Burke  who  but,  as  we  have  seen  lately,  had  bewailed 
with  genuine  affliction  the  supposed  death  of  her  friend 
and  kinswoman,  Moll  Doyle,  on  the  battlefield,  and  would 
not  be  comforted,  now  when  that  event  had  actually 
come  to  pass,  and  she  had  seen  the  brave  woman  stru(i 
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down  by  her  side,  and  left  among  the  gory  ranks  of  the 
slain  on  Vinegar  Hill,  no  tear  came  to  her  eye,  no  lamen- 
tation to  her  lip.  In  silenoe  shouldering  her  well-used 
pike,  she  trudged  along  in  the  retreat  with  her  dispirited 
comrades :  silent  she  had  sinoe  continued,  and  still  silent 
she  sat  apart  on  a  hillock,  resting  her  chin  on  her  hand, 
alternately  gazing  upon  the  dawn,  breaking  in  misty  rain 
and  drooping  skies,  and  upon  the  strange  scene  before  her; 
hundreds  of  weary  men  locked  fast  in  sleep,  with  weapons 
in  every  hand  to  guard  that  needful  rest,  and  hundreds  of 
fires  dotting  the  extensiYe  vista,  surrounded  by  swarms  of 
busy  women  preparing  the  morning  meal  of  whatever 
material  supplied  by  the  spoil  of  war — ^hagis,  porridge, 
hearthbread,  &c. ;  while  prisoners,  jealousy  guarded, 
scowled  upon  their  scowling  sentinels  with  impotent  wrath. 
Contemplating  one  conspicuous  among  these,  by  his  clamor- 
ous plaints  and  obstreperous  demeanour,  was  Kitty  for  a 
moment  beguiled  of  her  moody  thoughts,  when  a  light, 
cheery  laugh  feU  upon  her  ear,  in  company  with  a  well- 
known  voice,  crying  out  gleefully : 

'^ There  she  is! — ^that's  herself  sure  enough!"  The 
next  moment,  with  a  spring  and  a  bound,  Euphemia  and 
Nelly  were  locked  to  her  bosom,  and  Eitty,  overwhelmed 
with  excess  of  feeling,  then  gave  vent  to  a  loud  and  vio« 
lent  fit  of  weeping,  all  the  more  violent  from  the  reaction 
of  the  overohaxged  heart.  But  little  time  was  afforded 
for  the  greeting  of  absent  friends,  or  hurried  question,  or 
slow  response.  The  trumpet  sounded  suddenly  to  march. 
Tip  rose  at  the  signal  the  slumbering  troops,  and  fedling 
into  rank,  they  snatched,  as  they  filed  along  for  Dunaine, 
at  morsels  of  food,  half-cooked  meat,  lumps  of  dough,  and 
half-baked  bread,  to  support  them  on  the  way.  At 
Dunaine,  where  they  airived  at  five  in  the  morning, 
joined  by  some  Kilkenny  colliers.  Father  John  proceeded 
to  attack  an  English  force  stationed  at  Oastlecomer.  The 
town  was  soon  taken,  with  the  loss  of  fifty  of  the  garrison, 
when  loud  volleys  of  musketry  in  the  distance  announced 
the  arrival  of  oir  Charles  Asgil,  with  a  squadron  from 
Kilkenny,  to  the  aid  of  the  royal  troops  in  Castlecomer. 
The  insurgents,  hastening  from  the  town  to  m&^l^^o^- 
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speedily  oame  in  sight  of  the  enemy ,  dranvn  up  in  line  of 
battle,  and  awaited  the  signal  for  attaok,  instead  of  which 
they  beheld  once  again  the  entire  division  of  the  English 
general,  horse,  foot,  and  artillery,  wheel  about  and  oom- 
mence  a  rapid  retreat  to  Kilkenny,  whither  they  were  at 
once  followed  by  the  seemingly  invincible    foe,  who, 
marching  through  the  miserably  apathetic  population  of 
Kilkenny  and  Queen's  County,  without  gaining  a  recruit 
or  encountering  a  foe,  directed  their  route  to  reunite  their 
ioroe  to  that  which  had  proceeded  on  the  21st  of  June  in 
the  direction  of  Wicklow.    Encamping  for  the  night  on 
the  hill  of  Kiloomney,  on  the  ensuing  morning  great  was 
the  dismay  and  consternation  of  the  gallant  insurgents 
upon  discovering  an  act  of  unparalleled  treachery  perpe- 
trated upon  them  by  their  Kilkenny  reinforcement,  who 
not  only  deserted  in  the  night,  but  had  plundered  and  car^ 
ried  off  to  their  pits  and  dens  all  their  fire- arms,  leaving 
them  nearly  defenceless  in  the  midst  of  their  numerous 
assailants.      Nevertheless,   *'  the  ^tand  spirit   that  had 
animated  these  heroic  men  from  the  outset  still  upheld 
them  under  their  accumulated  misfortune."    Word  having 
been  brought  by  scouts  to  Father  John,  while  in  the  act 
of  bemoaning,  with  Miles  O'fiyrne  and  others  of  his  chiefs, 
the  heavy  loss  they  had  suffered  at  the  hands  of  their 
false  allies,  the  depraved  descendants  of  the  early  Kil- 
kenny colonists  of  the  Pale,   whose  parliamentary  sta- 
tutes we  have  on  record,  that  the  king's  troops,  converging 
from  several  quarters,  were  gathering  round  them,  the 
priestly  warrior  gave  instant  orders  to  force  the  pass  of 
Scollagh  Gap,  and  at  the  head  of  four  thousand  men  he 
advfvnced  to  the  charge.     The  soldiery  stationed  in  the 
defile  made  but  feeble  resistance  to  the  furious  harpoon 
assault,  and  once  more  the  Lion  and  Unicom  of  England 
ignominiously  fled  the  field.     Nor  did  Sir  Charles  Asgil, 
at  the  head  of  four  thousand  trained  veterans,  deem  it  pru* 
dent  to  engage  in  their  support  against  such  belligerents. 
Having  triumphantly  achieved  their  project,  and  gained 
their  desired  goal,  the  victorious  insurgents  halted,  and 
while  the  gallant  pikemen  wiped  the  blood  and  sweat 
from  their  brow,  and  respired  brief  space  from  inaction, 
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the  leaders  oonvened  in  oounoil  to  debate  upon  what  steps 
should  next  be  taken. 

*^  Dwyer  and  his  men  are  posted  at  the  wood  of  Eil- 
aughrim,"  said  Miles  O'Byrne.  "  What  if  we  sped  thither  ? 
'Tu  but  five  miles,  and  Dwyer's  will  juroYe  no  weak  rein- 
foroement  to  our  division." 

**  But  Dwyer  may  be  for  carrying  out  plans  of  his  own 
that  may  run  counter  to  ours,  and  so  change  our  tactics/' 
said  Doyle  of  Donard,  another  leader  of  note,  giving  his 
opinion  freely,  while  lighting  and  smoking  a  short  pipe 
with  infinite  relish,  and  he  dived  one  hand  into  his  fob- 
pocket  and  looked  at  Miles  with  a  grim  yet  pleasant  coun- 
tenance, full  of  humour,  as  he  added,  glancing  at  his 
harpoon,  trickling  with  gore :  ^^  Ain't  it  better  for  us  take 
no  partners  in  the  business  while  we  can  carry  it  on  our 
own  shoulders  ?" 

*^  It  was  Father  John's  plan,"  said  Cavanagh  of  Arklow, 
another  leader,  ^^  that  the  men  were  to  march  right  on  to 

{'oin  the  division  in  Wicklow.     Where's  Father  John  ? 
jet's  hear  him.    Did  anyone  see  Father  John  P    Gro  look 
someone  for  Father  John." 

*^  Miles,"  said  Miles  O'Byrne,  addressing  his  youDg 
kinsman,  **  go  you  and  Ned  and  look  for  Father  John, 
and  say  we  want  him  here,  while  I  just  turn  into  the 
women's  division  and  see  what's  doing.  I  hope  none  of 
our  prisoners  have  slipped  away.  I  left  Eitty  with 
Johnny  Doyle  and  some  others  in  charge  over  them,  to 
keep  her  and  that  troublesome  child  Effie  out  of  daager, 
else  they'd  have  been  in  the  thick  of  the  fight."  He 
went  his  way,  and  Miles  junior,  with  Ned  Burke,  set 
out  in  quest  of  Father  John,  asking  of  all  whom  they  met 
for  the  priest.  None  bad  seen  him,  none  could  give  in- 
formation of  the  missing  leader*  The  shades  of  eve  began 
to  fall,  and  still  went  round  the  call  and  the  search  for  him 
who  never  more  should  answer  to  the  call  of  friend  or 
foe,  who  never  more,  save  in  dream  or  vision,  should  be 
seen  on  earth !  Alas !  for  his  friends  and  native  land  he 
had  loved  so  faithfully  and  served  so  well,  the  course  of 
the  warrior  priest  and  patriot  was  run,  and  in  the  k^xa 
that  was  tiding  him  to  victory,  fame,  and  f^Yoity  ^  >iXi<b'^«^^ 
had  out  short  his  span.    Riding  out  a&ex  ^^e  >D»X!iX.^  ^ 
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reoonnoitre  the  fields  he,  the  aroh-inBurgent,  moBt  re- 
doubted and  terrible  of  all,  of  whose  dread  power  and 
dark  and  fearful  spells  hatred,  awe,  and  terror  were  rife 
in  fabricating  tales  of  horror  to  soare  the  credulous,  he, 
surprised  by  snare,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  cruel  foe, 
whose  vindictive  maUce,  alone  exceeding  cowardly  terror, 
full  soon  wreaked  upon  the  captive  atrocities  only  equalled 
by  those  recorded  of  O'Hurley  and  many  of  our  martyrs — 
insulted,  scourged,*  consumed  by  fire.  Well  the  champion 
proved  his  gallant  cause,  and  wrestled  in  conflict  final  and 
severe  with  demons  for  the  conqueror's  crown  in  a  happier 
world.   But,  oh  !  for  the  hearts  that  mourned  him  in  uiis, 
when  at  last  the  astounding  tidings  were  borne  to  their 
ears  of  the  untimely  doom  of  him  whom  vdth  their  heart's 
blood  each  man  of  that  host  had  ransomed !    So  hushed 
in  awe  was  every  bosom,  a  pin  had  been  heard  to  tail  in 
the  insurgent  camp  I     Then,  with  streaming  eyes  and 
inward  vows,  the  mournful  host  separated  into  two  divi- 
sions,  one  party  taking  the  direction  of  the  Wicklow 
mountains,  the  other  marching  to  Killaughrim  wood  I 


Meanwhile  the  division  of  the  Wexford  force,  under 
Gterald  Byrne,  £yan,  Roche,  and  Murphy,  about  seven 
thousand  men,  after  many  conflicts  with  the  foe,  frequent 
defeat  and  much  loss,  unable  to  maintain  their  groimd, 
had  set  out  towards  the  Wicklow  mountains  to  join  their 
forces  at  this  rallying-point  to  the  detachment  led  by 
Father  Murphy.  Passing  through  Grorey  their  road 
**  was  strewn  with  the  dead  and  horribly-mangled  bodies 
of  women  and  children,  many  with  their  bowels  ripped 
open,  presenting  a  ghastly  spectacle ;"  for  the  English 
soldiery  and  Orange  yeomanry,  who  had  taken  shelter 
within  their  entrenchments  from  the  storm  of  insurgent 
warfare,  had  sallied  from  their  lurking-places  and  over- 
run the  country,  flooding  it  with  the  blood  of  those  whose 
infirmity  or  debility  hindered  their  marching  under  the 
banners  of  their  absent  protectors  against  this  sanguinary 
horde  of  muxderers,  consisting  of  the  regiment  of  Ancient 

*  He  T^o^^e^  &>i«  \i\ai^x^\a^<^  %^\kA  outset. 
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Britons  and  the  yeomanry  corps,  led  by  Hunter  Gowan, 
Beaumont  of  Hyde  Park,  Ram  of  Gorey,  White  of  Midle- 
ton,  and  the  Earls  of  Courtown  and  Mountnorris — ^names 
accursed  in  Irish  story.    The  insurgent  cohort  swiftly  di- 
rected their  arms,  and  having  in  many   a  fearful  reprisal 
well  avenged  their  massacred  wives,  mothers,  and  children, 
they  set  out  for  their  destination,  still  ever  as  they  passed 
briskly  repulsing  the  enemy  hanging  on  their  rere  and 
obstructing  them  in  front  till  they  gained  Croghan  Hill, 
one  of  the  Wicklow  mountains,  where  they  rested  for  a 
couple  of  days,  and  on  the  29th  set  out  to   attack  the 
town  of  Camew,  halting  for  a  short  space  at  Monasud, 
which  village  they  had  scarcely  quitted  when  the  cavalry 
regiment  of  Ancient  Britons,  with  several  corps  of  mounted 
yeomanry,  arrived,  elate  with  the  prospect  of  sure  victory 
now  at  last  over  the  insurgents,  harassed  by  long  march 
and  dearth  of  provisions.    About  a  mile  from  Camew  they 
came  to  a  road,  bounded  on  one  side  by  a  deer-park,  and 
on  the  left  by  a  ditch  running  through  swampy  ground. 
While  riding  at  full  gallop  along  the  route  thus  enclosed, 
their  advance  was  arrested  by  a  barricade  of  carts  thrown 
across  the  road,  and  before  they  had  time  to  progress  or 
retreat,  a  deliberate  fire,  every  shot  of  which  told,  riddled 
their  ranks,  and  emerging  amid  smoke  and  din  and  up- 
roar from  their  ambush,  Gerald  and  Hugh  Byrne,  O'Hart, 
O'Duffy,  Kyan,  Boche,  and  Murphy  in  the  van  of  their 
pikemen,  charged  into  the  midst  of  the  surprised  dragoons. 
The  conflict,  sharp,  stem,  and  brief,  was  decisive ;  in  half 
an  hour  every  man  of  that  ferocious  Ancient  Briton  regi- 
ment had  found  his  master,  and  bit  the  dust,  not  one  of 
them  who  had  ridden  forth  that  mom  in  the  flush  of 
anticipated  conquest,  to  riot  in  the  blood  of  the  foe,  took 
back  his  own  life  from  the  fatal  encounter.  The  yeomanry, 
surveying  the  scene  of  slaughter  from  a  safe  distance,  fled, 
as  was  their  wont,  swearing  that  they  warred  with  infernal 
legions,  not  to  be  vanquished  by  mortal  men,  while  the 
exulting  victors  cheering  the  stampede,  grouped  around, 
and  clasped  the  hand  of  Bwyer  and  Miles  O'Byme,  who 
had  ridden  hard  over  just  in  time  to  warn  them  of  the 
pursuit  and  attack,  of  which  they  had  received  timely 
intelligence  by  scouts  along  the  way.    Without  ij^sMaa  V^ 
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rest,  the  chiefs,  at  the  head  of  their  yiotorious  host,  marohed 
onward,  and  after  some  fruitless  attempts  to  storm  the 
garrison  at  Carnew,  they  proceeded  to  encamp  on  Bally- 
rakeen  Hill  for  the  night.  Early  the  ensuing  day  troops 
of  the  various  corps  of  infantry,  impelled  by  rage,  and 
burning  to  redeem  their  lost  prestige,  marohed  in  serried 
squadrons,  horse  and  foot,  to  attack  the  enemy,  who  with 
equal  spirit,  and  their  wonted  impetuosity,  charged  in  firm 
phalanx  down  the  slope  of  the  hill  on  the  foeman's  lines, 
and  ^4n  vain  the  hostile  cavalry  essayed  to  check,  by 
their  furious  onslaught,  that  unyielding  cohort  of  brothers 
who  fought  in  the  sacred  cause  of  country :  every  man  in 
the  insurgent  ranks  was  a  hero,  resolved  to  conquer  or 
perish  where  he  stood."  To  break  the  stubborn  forest  of 
pikes  the  horse  charged  like  a  tempestuous  shook,  and 
ecu*eering,  swept  like  whirlwinds  upon  the  compact  em- 
battled array.  In  vain  the  levin  shower  belched  in 
thunder  and  lightning,  and  red  rain  deluged  the  field ;  in 
vain  the  foot,  like  swollen  billows  crested  with  glittering 
icicles,  dashed  in  surfy  foam  upon  the  dark  barriers,  and 
swept  back  like  mountain  waves,  beaten  down  by  ndghty 
avalanche  hurled  to  oppose  their  force,  the  lances  crashed 
and  shivered  as  upon  wall  of  iron,  while  bearing  down  all 
that  barred  its  course,  the  tide  of  pikes  swept  on.  At 
length,  after  an  hour's  stem  brunt  of  conflict,  Gerald 
Byrne,  chief  in  command,  observed  the  lines  of  the  enemy 
drifting  in  broken  array,  and  shouted : 

'*  Press  on ! — bear  down  !  Hurrah,jRzw^A  a  ballagh!  Brave 
hearts !  They  scatter — they  fly  !  Charge,  Miles,  charge 
and  pursue  I " 

Thrown  into  utter  confusion  by  the  fresh  and  desperate 
onset,  and  unable  loufi;er  to  withstand  the  shock  of 
.Milesian  arms,  again  the  British  cavalry,  leaving  the 
infantry  corps  to  make  the  best  way  they  could  through 
the  storm,  fled  in  dieordered  route  from  the  avenging 
pursuer's  spear,  leaving  the  field  strewn  with  slain,*  and 
the  royal  standard  of  Britain  trampled  beneath  the  foe- 
man's  feet,  while,  laden  with  spoil  and  provisions,  the 

*  Captains  Ohamuey  and  Kixon  were  alain  in  tbia  engagement. 
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viotora  pursued  their  way  towards  Witklow  Gap,  where 
they  pitched  their  camp. 

Elate  with  pardonable  exultatioD  in  the  nDvarying 
Baccess  of  their  arras,  and  priding  in  the  prowess  of  the 
heroes,  whose  hards  had  not  only  stemmed  the  torrent  of 
the  oppressor's  raight,but  even  turned  the  tide  of  blood  and 
warfare  to  inundate  his  pwn  path.  Miles  O'Byme,  with 
lifted  brow  beaming  high  hope  and  lofty  aspirations,  till  now 
hut  vaguely  dreamed  of,  with  the.  lordly  mien  and  stride  of 
one  who  felt  the  sod  be  pressed  was  his  own  once  more, 
walked  beside  Feroj  Esmond,  proportionably  erestfallen, 
and  wondering  in  his  Beoret  soul  what  blight  bad  fallen 
upon  and  withered  the  sap  of  valour  and  might  in  British 
arms.  Lees  saroostio  of  spirit,  he  oalmly  heard  the  victor 
rhapsodise  upon  a  futurity  he  now  owned,  in  silence, 
might  not  be  quite  a  chimerical  vision  of  Utopian  fancy, 
and  less  conBdently  he  asserted  his  creed  in  the  fallacy  of 
that  of  his  adversary,  while  he  expatriated  in  glowing 
language  upon  the  tlieme  of  many  nearts,  "  Ireland  for 
the  Irish  " — a  regenerated  land  wherein,  beneath  the  pro- 
tecting tegis  of  equal  law  and  kindly  oberisbed  human 
sympathies,  the  foeman  abjuring  strife,  and  the  stranger 
claiming  an  asylum,  might  dwell  together  in  brotherly  love 
and  harmony.  As  they  walked  along  the  green  winding 
footpaths,  moist  with  new-fallen  lain,  and  the  heavy 
brooding  Bkies  banging  gray  and  gloomy  overhead,  the 
cheek  of  Miles  betimes  grew  sad  and  his  voice  deep  and 
pathetio,  as  he  reverted  in  thought  to  him  who  had  led 
them  thus  far  up  the  toilsome  ascent  to  the  eminence 
whereon  they  now  stood — the  country's  avengers,  the 
foeman's  dread.  Gallant  Father  John  !  how  many  tears 
should  yet  in  days  to  come  dint  the  eye  at  thought  of  him 
so  cruelly  snatched  away  and  oonsigned  to  &  martyr's 
grave  P  But  truce  for  the  present  in  this  crisis  of  fate. 
With  all  unnerving  sorrow,  let  the  dead  be  embalmed  in 
the  precious  fragrance  of  the  fond  heart's  memory,  till  the 
hour  when  the  consecrated  names  shall  be  anointed  with 
ohriem  of  glory,  their  names  inscribed  in  gold  in  imperish- 
able record,  and  incense  of  praise,  with  tribute  of  tears,  be 
offered  to  the  Bonotified  dust,  ehiinod  in  monumeot  of 
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marble.  Miles  turned  abruptly  to  beckon  to  Hugh  and 
Ned  Burke,  whom  he  spied  in  the  distance,  and  while 
thej  were  approaching,  Euphemia  and  Nelly,  heated  and 
breathless  with  running,  came  up  from  an  opposite  direc- 
tion, Euphemia  exclaiming : 

<<  Miles,  we've  found  it ;— come  along ;  Eltty  is  waiting 
at  the  other  side  of  the  hedge.' ^ 

<<  Found  what  ?"  cried  Miles,  testily,  and  reddening  in 
spite  of  his  stoicism  at  the  figure  she  presented  before 
Percy,  whose  mind's  eye  must  have  contrasted,  he  thought, 
her  tout  ensemble  rather  disparagingly  with  that  other  fair 
picture,  no  doubt,  at  this  moment,  present  to  it — ^Florence 
Esmond,  in  her  refined  beauty  and  cultured  grace.  *'I 
really  wisb,  Effie,  you  would  not  be  so  wild.  What  have 
you  found?" 

*^  I  say,  Miles,  you  got  out  of  bed  at  the  wrong  side  this 
morning,"  pertly  returned  the  unabashed  gipsy,  with  a 
jaucy  smile,  tossing  back  the  tangled  mass  of  her  raven 
hair.  '^  I  thought  you  wanted  to  see  Meelan  Conroy :  if 
you  don't,  it's  no  matter  I  Come  along,  Nelly !  If  you 
want  to  see  the  old  castle,  Ned,  follow  us ;  and  be  sure 
you  give  a  loud  trumpet-call,  Hugh,  if  the  camp  rises,  that 
we  niay  be  in  time  to  follow  you." 

Away  she  sped,  with  a  merry  glance  at  Percy  Esmond, 
who  smiled  in  turn,  amused,  but  deeming  her  a  very  Hot- 
tentot. Miles,  whose  fortitude,  when  summoned  to  his 
;iid,  enabled  him  at  all  times  to  bear  the  inevitable  with  as 
good  grace,  even  though  he  felt  the  keen  sting  of  Percy's 
ridicule  of  the  ludicrous,  said  good-humouredly  : 

''Come,  let's  follow.  Miss  Effie,  broken  loose  from 
school,  has  it  all  her  own  way  now ;  but  when  we  have 
come  to  the  end  of  this  roving  camp-life,  my  little  lady 
shall  find  her  wings  cUpped,  and  her  liberty  circumscribed 
within  the  bounds  of  decorum  and  trsdning,  till  die  pre- 
sents a  different  aspect  I " 

**  That  will  be  no  easy  matter,  I  infer,"  said  Peroy, 
maliciously.  "  If  it  be  true,  as  we  are  told,  that  first  im- 
pressions are  ineffaceable — what  is  in  the  blood  will  abide 
to  eternity,  defying  art  and  time  to  eradicate.  The  gipsies, 
for  instance,  who  nas  ever  heard  of  one  of  the  tribe  being 
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reolaimed  to  the  usages  of  civilised  life  ?  And  for  my  part, 
wandering  through  soenes  like  these,  I  am  free  to  confess 
that,  had  my  lot  oeen  cast  among  the  Bohemians,  not  all 
the  blandishments  of  courts  would  have  lured  me  from  the 
enjoyment  of  my  wild  liberty  to  a  gilded  cage  ! " 

Miles,  not  over- pleased  at  this  speech,  was  about  to  reply 
in  tone  somewhat  naughtily,  when  Hugh,  pointing  to  what 
looked  like  a  heap  of  manure,  piled  up  against  an  old  wall, 
;iot  far  distant,  and  in  sight  of  the  broken  turrets  of  an  ivy- 
screened  castle,  said : 

''  I  do  believe,  Miles,  yonder  green  hillock  is  the  abode 
of  some  class  of  beings.  Ned,  if  he  had  not  run  on  with 
the  children,  would  fain  insist  it  was  a  fairy  rath ;  for  I 
oertainly  saw  awhile  ago  a  very  small  object  in  human 
form  creep  out  and  creep  in  again.  Just  let's  take  a  look 
in  as  we  go  by." 

Diverging  slightly  from  their  path,  the  three  gentlemen 
walked  in  the  direction  of  the  rank  mound  of  matted  grass 
and  rotten  straw,  which,  before  they  reached,  they  were 
again  overtaken  by  Effie  and  her  train,  this  time  including 
Ned  and  his  mother,  to  say  they  need  not  take  the  trouble 
to  come  on  further,  for  they  had  searched  the  castle,  and 
found  that  Meelan  and  the  child  were  gone  away  ;  it  was 
quite  empty,  and,  as  they  said  the  word,  froxp  an  aperture  in 
tne  heap  they  were  now  near  enough  to  discover  to  be  abut, 
without  chimney  or  ccusement,  protruded  a  face  which  had 
well  become  a  worthier  frame,  and  they  recognised  Meelan 
Conroy. 

"  Musha,  thin,  ye  crathur,  is  it  here  ye  are,  an'  we  afther 
lookin'  for  ye  up  in  the  ould  castle  beyant,  an'  findin'  not 
a  relict  of  ye  in  it ! "  exclaimed  Kitty,  anticipating  the 
others  as,  without  ceremony,  she  bent  her  short  person  and 
dived  into  the  dark  den,  while  Hugh  and  Miles,  stooping 
almost  to  their  knees,  found  their  way  after,  followed  by 
Ned,  Effie,  and  Nelly.  Esmond  preferred  to  stand  out- 
side at  the  door,  listening  to  the  twitter  of  birds  among 
the  drooping  trees,  and  wishing  in  his  heart  himself  far 
away  from  the  rural  scene  of  green  fields,  blue  hills,  and 
silver  streams,  in  the  busy  thoroughfares  of  the  more  con* 
genial  smoke  and  din  and  charm  of  the  metropolis. 

*'  Troth,  an'  it's  myself  is  glad  to  see  y^,  aknnal     ^si 
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hoiv's  the  weeuy  one  P"  oontinued  Kitty,  addressiug  the 
young  woman^  Tvho  stood  with  the  ohild  in  her  armF, 
clasping  her  neok,  and  resting  its  head  upon  her  cheek, 
while  its  large  transparent  eyes  rested  solemnly  upon  all 
at  the  same  moment.  ^'  Why,  it*s  dwindled  away  to  a 
thread  the  crathur  is.     What  ails  it  f " 

"  Why  did  you  leave  the  castle,  Meelan  ?  I  should  have 
thought  you  would  have  been  more  comfortable  there,'' 
said  Miles,  gazing  upon  the  attenuated  forms  of  mother 
and  child,  and  around  the  dark  enclosure  wherein  theV 
stood,  whose  sole  furniture  was  one  three-legged  stooJ, 
with  a  bundle  of  heath  in  a  comer.  Meelan  looked  be- 
wildered at  the  questioner,  her  lips  parted  as  if  in  the  act 
to  speak,  and  she  stood  silent  then,  as  one  lost  in  reverie, 
while  the  sharp  eyes  of  Euphemia  and  Nelly  eagerly 
scanned  her  countenance.  After  that  lingering  pause  of 
thought,  Meelan  murmured  slowly,  just  above  her  breath  : 

'^  I  shouldn't  have  gone  there.  When  the  seal  of  deso- 
lation is  set  upon  a  ruin  no  hand  should  break  it  or  in- 
vade tho  secrets  locked  within  its  dark  recesses.'' 

'*  Wasn't  it  haunted,  Meelan  ?"  cried  Euphemia,  im- 
patient and  eager  for  corroboration  of  her  own  belief  by 
the  testimony  of  another ;  but^  without  heeding  the  inter- 
ruption, she  mused  on : 

''  Let  no  meCa  think  to  rekindle  a  quenched  hearth-fire 
among  ruins.  The  dead  are  jealous  of  the  walls  reared  b; 
their  hands,  and  brook  not  profanation  of  the  shrine  where- 
in once  they  toiled  in  joy  and  sorrow  in  the  flesh,  derelict 
and  abandoned  by  their  race.  Is  it  not  written,  ^  So  be  it  ¥ 
Why  should  the  foot  of  stranger  invade  their  peaoe,  or  the 
eye  of  stranger  look  upon  their  penance,  or  the  voice  of 
sfaranger  mingle  with  the  sigh  of  spirits  within  the  con- 
secrated precincts  of  expiation  in  solitude  and  ailenoe  ?  I 
should  not  have  gono  there.'' 

"  Well,  well,  you're  out  of  it  now,  so  think  no  more 
about  it,"  said  Hugh,  striving  to  combat  an  emotion  of 
intense  awe  by  assuring  himsdif  that  the  woman  was  cer- 
tainly crazed;  while,  shuddering,  Kitty  observed,  as  a 
gleam  of  light  shone  upon  the  obscurity : 

"  Glory  be  to  Q-od,  it's  goin'  to  take  up  fine — the  sun's 
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"No,  it  isn't  the  sun,"  piped  the  tiny  Toioe  of  the 
child,  sweet  and  muBioal,  as  if  a  silver  chord  of  a 
clearseach  vibrated.  "  It  was  an  angel  went  past— a 
bright,  bright  angel  from  a  great  way  off,  going  home  ^ 
bis  own  star;"  and  the  child,  with  languid  motion,  raised 
itself  np,  and,  with  outstretched  hands,  gazed  with  strain- 
ing orbs  as  though  far  beyond  the  mud  walls  of  the  hovel 
and  the  gray  curtain  of  the  sky  it  beheld  entranoed  the 
golden  gates  of  the  West  flung  open,  and  through  a  span- 
less vista  of  rainbow-arohes  and  banners  of  purple  and 
crimson  the  beatified  vision  pass  into  the  white  light  of 
heaven. 

Por  an  instant,  awestruck,  the  auditors  held  bated  breath, 
gazing  mutely  on  the  mother  and  child,  whose  strange 
aspect  and  speech  stirred  a  new  pulse  in  each  bosom. 
Then  Miles  said,  taking  the  small  hand  of  the  child  in  his  : 

"Poor  little  one!"  Addressing  the  mother,  he  con- 
tinued :  "  How  do  you  obtain  a  livelihood  P  What  sup- 
ports you  ?" 

Meelan  articulated  in  tone  low  and  mnsing : 

"  I  don't  know — a  little  does  it ;  for  three  days  we  had 
no  bread,  and  then  one  evening  at  sunset  a  lady  came  to 
the  door  and  handed  us  in  a  cake  of  white  bread.  We 
have  lived  on  it  since,  and,  use  what  we  may,  it  leaves 
abuodant  yet ! " 

"  Only  I  fear  you  are  not  strong  enough,  with  this 
fragile  creature,  to  bear  the  toil  of  long  and  often  hurried 
march,  in  which  full  often  scores  of  delioate  women  and 
children  have  fallen  without  possibility  of  succour,"  said 
Miles,  "  I  would  ask  you  to  come  to  our  eamp,  where,  in 
some  respects,  you  might  be  more  comfortable." 

Here  the  ohud  interposed,  with  voice  of  energy :  "No, 
don't  go,  ma'am;  athair  is  oomin',  an'  we'll  bo  soon 
goin'  home  now.  Ma'am,  wash  my  hands  an'  my  face ;  I 
jDuflt  go  nice  an'  dean  to-night  to  God." 

A  tJirill  crept  through  every  bosom ;  but  the  mother, 
pressing  the  child  to  her  heart,  murmured :  "  Will  you 
go,  my  soul's  treasure,  an'  leave  me  all  alone  in  this  oold 
world  r 

"  Ob,  ma'am.  I  most  go ;  they  wont  me  ;  and  I'll  come 
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again  beautiful  to  you  in  a  dress  of  woTen  sunbeams,  autl 
ril  bring  you  flowers— oh,  such  lovely  flowers! — ^but  I 
must  go,  they  call  me/' 

The  child  lay  back  exhausted  and  weary  on  its  mother's 
arm,  and  all  who  looked  upon  the  small  face,  sublimated, 
spiritualised,  and  in  its  deadly  pallor  lustrous  with  the 
celestial  beam  pervading  every  feature,  like  light  shining 
through  a  semi-opaque  vase— all  felt  that  the  luminous 
spirit  was  indeed  novering  on  the  threshold  of  its  earthly 
shrine,  and  pluming  its  pinion  for  flight  into  another 
world. 

"  Sit  down,  my  poor  woman,"  said  Miles.  "  We  have 
inconsiderately  kept  you  standing  too  long.  I  shall  hasten 
to  our  camp  and  send  you  speedily  some  assistance  in  food, 
clothing,  and  whatever  we  can  spare.  Is  there  anything 
you  especially  wish  for  ?" 

"  God  bless  you !  God  bless  you !"  fervently  ejaculated 
Meelan,  bending,  with  tearful  eyes,  over  her  child.  **  I'd 
like  to  see  the  priest,  to  have  him  lay  his  hand  upon  my 
weeny  one.    I'd  like  to  see  Father  John." 

"  No,  ma'am,  not  him,"  gasped  the  child.  **  He's  gone 
with  the  angels,  an'  can't  come  now.  Oh,  ma'am,  I  wish 
you  could  see  him,  sitting  between  Patrick  and  Mary,  and 
angels  upon  angels — oh,  millions ! — crowding  round  him, 
and  the  Saviour  looking  down  from  a  blazing  throne  and 
smiling  on  them  all.  Ah  I  when  will  athair  come  P  I 
want  to  go." 

"  Poor  child !  yours  are  happy  visions.  Pray  for  UB 
when  you  get  to  your  happy  home,"  said  Miles,  going  out) 
followed  by  the  others. 

*'  For  heaven's  sake,  what  charm  detained  you  bo  long 
in  that  fllthy  den  P"  exclaimed  Percy  Emondsi  in  peevish) 
querulous  tone,  accosting  him  as  he  appeared.  ''  I'm  sure 
I  don't  know  what  attraction  there  can  be  in  the  squalid 
inmates  or  their  mud  hovel." 

Miles  returned,  gravely :  **Not  much,  perhaps,  to  yon 
or  me,  of  the  earth  earthly ;  but,  believe  me,  Percy,  the 
flesh  is  not  the  man,  nor  does  the  tenement, limit  the 
vision  of  his  soul.  To  the  squalid  inmates  clothed  in  tem- 
porary rags  are  given  hopes  and  asprrations  that  the 
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spacious  univorse  oaztiot  bound,  and  dreams  and  vistas  of 
glory  such  as  the  Caesars  in  their  purple  never  contem- 
plated, and  of  which  bereft  they  would  not  exchange  their 
mud  hovel  to  dwell  in  the  palace  of  kings.  Speed  on ;  the 
rain  is  falling,  and  I've  promised  to  send  the  poor  woman 
some  assistance  from  the  camp  for  her  dying  child." 

Percy  Esmond  was  not  by  nature  heartless  or  hardened, 
but  he  had  been  trained  in  a  school  in  which  lessons  of 
human  wisdom,  philosophy,  and  self-seeking  were  assidu- 
ously cultivated,  to  the  utter  exclusion  of  divine  precepts, 
ii^oulcating  self-abnegation,  simple  faith,  and  human 
charity.  So,  gifted  with  a  tolerably  hard  head,  and  rather 
proud  of  an  exemplary  fund  of  hard,  practical  common- 
sense,  that  sternly  excluded  from  heart  and  brain  all 
foolish  claptrap  play  of  sentiment  or  imagination,  he 
walked  beside  Miles,  judiciously  silent,  and  thinking 
within  his  own  mind :  "  Silly  fellow !  what  a  donkey  he 
must  be — yet  not  a  bit  of  a  fool  in  some  things,  only  quite 
cracked  on  his  hobby,  dazed  by  the  glamour  of  witchcraft 
— ^I  mean  priestcraft — 'tis  all  one.     Humph  !" 

They  reached  the  camp,  and  Miles  having  told  the  story 
of  Meelan  Oonroy,  ))askets  with  food  and  clothing  were 
soon  packed,  to  be  conveyed  by  Kitty  to  the  hut,  while 
Father  Kerns  snatched  an  hour  from  business  to  accom- 
pany her  to  afiEbrd  the  benefit  of  his  sacred  ministry  to  the 
poor  woman  and  her  child. 

Meanwhile  night  had  closed  in,  and  whither  was  Miles 
wending,  wrapped  in  sable  mantle  P  Upon  the  walls  of 
that  ruined  castle,  upon  which  his  eyes  had  rested  while 
Meelan's  mystic  words  had  evoked  a  sudden  interest,  and 
stirred  up  a  dormant  spirit  yearning  for  adventure,  and 
deep  thoughts  of  possible  things,  not  unallied  to  the  super- 
natural, in  whose  creed  he  was  no  sceptic.  Again  he  nad 
gazed  with  eye  intent,  and  absorbed  in  profound  rumina- 
tion. Hugh  stood  beside  him,  contemplating  the  same 
object  witn  equal  curiosity,  and  impressed  with  feeling 
not  less  deep.    Miles  spoke,  addressing  him : 

**  Had  the  woman  simply  said  out  her  tale,  we  might 
have  construed  it  according  to  our  judgment.  I  am  not 
for  believing  ghost  stories,  any  more  than  fairy  taLeo.^ 
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knowing  well  what  tricks  imagination  oan  play  upon  ore- 
dulity,  ignorance,  and  timidity,  but  she  veiled  her  subject 
in  such  mysterious  phrase  that  somehow  it  laid  more  bold 
of  my  mind  than  any  more  direct  statement  would  have 
done.  I'll  tell  you  what  Hugh,  I'll  pass  to-night  in 
that  castle/' 

"  Do  you  think  it  wise  to  go  alone  P''  demanded  Hugh, 
"Neither  you  nor  I  oan  doubt  of  each  other's  courage 
where  man  meets  man  in  mortal  mould,  but  are  you  sure 
your  nerves  would  be  proof  against  supernatural  challenge 
or  what  superstitious  fear  might  dupe  one  into  believing 
such  r 

Miles  thoughtfully  answered :  '^  I  am  not  a  man  of  weak 
nerve.  Let  Ned  come  and  light  a  fire  in  such  chamber  as 
I  shall  choose,  with  a  pair  of  pistols,  a  book,  and  a  lamp  : 
the  time  will  pass  lightly  till  dawn.'* 

«rU  teU  you  what  Miles,"  said  Hugh,  "I  don't  like 
the  idea  of  your  going  alone,  the  castle*  is  large  enough  in 
space  to  afford  more  than  one  recess  within  its  ruins ;  I 
will  take  up  my  quarters,  similarly  provided  for  the  ni^ht, 
in  some  spot  of  it ;  then,  should  either  of  us  be  victimised 
to  jugglers'  tricks  or  nocturnal  visitation,  a  pistol  report 
will  speedily  summon  to  the  cedl." 

"  Agreed,"  said  Miles.  *'  Call  Ned  to  fetch  turf  and 
candles,  and  fc^ow  me." 

*  In  the  Ticinitj  of  the  Poul-a-phuc&,  or  Demon's  Hole,  the  roar  of 
whoee  mighty  whirlfVK)!  was  heard  where  they  stood. 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

THE   SPECTRE   OF  THE   BUIV, 

"  Tb«  apiritual  world 
L'us  hII  about  ua,  and  iti  aTeuun 
Ar«  open  to  the  uoieen  feet  oF  pbantomi 
Tbnt  coma  and  go,  and  ire  perceive  tbem  not 
Buje  bf  their  JiiSiienee,  or  trhen  at  time* 
A  moet  mjatarious  Proridence  penuita  them 
To  numifeet  tbemselTet  to  mortal  e;e*." 

'•  G:i,Ea  COKKT  of  Silbh  Fibm." 

"  Such  iceaee  baTe  been  tb'  nbodee 
Where  tbrouib  the  (il«nce  of  m;  n>u1  bare  paieed 
Voices  snd  Tiaion*  from  tbe  aphere  of  those 
That  hare  to  die  uo  mure." 

"  VoPBie  or  Palbhho." 

Ibbland  IB  a  land  whose  mystic  story  may  be  clearly  read 
though  dimly  inteipreted  in  the  ruined  mementoes  that 
strew  her  hills  and  valleys  from  shore  to  shore.  The 
modem  struotures  of  the  Norman  and  the  Bane  bear  in- 
scribed upon  their  front  the  date  of  their  foundation,  and 
subsequent  Ttcissitudes ;  the  monastic  fanes  and  hoary 
oastles  of  yet  earlier  centuries  speak  of  the  time  when  Mile- 
sian monarchs  reigned  in  Tara,  Emauia,  and  Kinoorah  ; 
when  St.  Patrick  first  preached  Christianity  to  assembled 
princes  and  astoimded  Druids,  met  in  ooDoIare  upon  the 
royal  hill,  where  we  behold  each  imposing  figure  of  the 
majestio  group  looming  in  the  foreground  of  the  soene 
through  tbe  mist  of  mteen  hundred  years.  In  Ulster, 
O'NeHs,  O'Donnells,  and  MaoMahons  can  point  to  the 
gray  remnants  of  their  ancestral  balls  ;  in  Mlunster, 
O'Sullivans,  O'Drisoolls,  O'Briens,  M'Carthys,  may  yet 
look  upon  the  devastated  homes  of  their  fathers ;  in  Con- 
naught,  HacDermods  and  O'Connors ;  and  in  Leinster 
O'Euarcs,0'PorralIs,  O'Eymes,  O'Mores,  and  O'CiiwiasgEia. 
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can  retrace  the  site  of  former  glory  in  the  princely 
piles  now  abandoned  to  decay,  where  once  dwelt  the  long 
line  of  their  chivalroas  sires  in  fame  and  pride.  But  there 
are,  isolated  and  few,  dispersed  among  these  records  of 
time,  fanes  of  whom  legend  or  tradition  has  no  chronicle, 
upon  whose  mural  tablets  of  rough  unhewn  stone,  piled  in 
huge  boulders,  and  held  together  by  the  interlacing  and 
clasping  ivy  that  clothes  their  naked  skeleton,  no  inscrip- 
tion in  Ogham,  Bunic,  or  hieroglyphics  tells  of  their  pre- 
historic birth  in  the  early  age  of  time  :  like  the  towers  of 
mystery  they  stand  alone,  dumb  oracles,  whose  sealed  lips 
give  no  answer  and  disclose  no  secret,  and  baffled  poste- 
rity, unenlightened,  passes  farther  and  farther  down  the 
stream  to  the  gulf  of  oblivion. 

It  was  towards  one  of  such  dateless  fanes  that  Miles 
O'Byrne  directed  his  steps,  and  entering  a  low-browed 
portal  draped  with  wild  briers,  which  he  crushed  aside, 
stuinbling  over  disjointed  stones  through  which  grew  rank 
tufts  of  verdure,  he  groped  his  way  up  a  dilapidated  stone 
stairs,  so  steep  and  narrow  as  to  present  a  dangerous  foot- 
ing to  any  unused  to  scale  giddy  heights,  or  tread  with 
firm  step  a  precipitous  ledge  on  mountain  brow.  Care- 
fully he  passed  along  holding  by  projecting  angles  of  the 
wail,  slimy  with  mildew,  now  gaining  a  small  landing, 
from  whence  he  diverged  to  explore  on  his  right  hand  a 
low,  dark,  mural  chamber,  through  whose  broken  loopholes 
and  creviced  walls  the  wind  wailed  dismally,  and  an  owl, 
disturbed  &om  its  repose  by  the  steps  of  the  intruder, 
made  a  rustling  noise  as  it  flapped  its  wings  among  the 
branches  that  lestooned  a  gaping  fissure,  and  uttering  a 
mournful  note,  peering  into  the  gloom  it  looked  at  Miles, 
as  his  fancy  deemed,  with  an  almost  human  face,  and  an 
expression  of  human  soul  in  its  fixed,  large,  sad  eyes. 
MUes  did  not  loiter-  in  this  weird  recess.  He  withdrew, 
and,  passing  another  flight  of  broken  and  toppling  stone 
steps,  soaring  into  utter  darkness,  he  entered  the  dimly- 
lighted  chamber  to  his  left.  The  floor,  uneven  and  brokeO) 
showed  it  had  once  been  tiled  with  bricks  of  ancient  con- 
struction ;  but  crumbling  walls  of  massive  girth  and 
shattered  loopholes,  once  meant,  no  doubt,  to  admit  light 
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and  aiTi  preBented  no  inviting  aspect  to  woo  his  stay,  even 
bad  the  impending  blooks  of  rifted  ceiling  admitting  vistas 
of  the  sky,  and  looking  dangerously  prone  to  swift  descent, 
had  not  warned  him  forth.  Then  up  the  dark  flight  of 
steps  he  trod,  till  turning  an  angle,  he  stepped  upon  a 
second  landing,  and  amid  mural  passages  and  flights  of 
other  steps,  irregular  and  unconnected,  and  rude  cells  and 
recesses  promiscuously  scattered,  and  evidently  constructed 
and  planned  in  the  primitive  days  of  architectural  design, 
he  selected  one  larger  in  dimension,  and  iu  less  ruined 
condition  than  any  he  had  yet  seen.  Surveying  it  around, 
in  an  antique  fireplace,  devoid  of  grate,  he  noticed  the  re- 
mains of  charred  embers  of  wood  and  turf  upon  the  hearth, 
and  at  once  conjecturing  this  had  been  the  apartment  oo-> 
cupied  by  Meelan,  he  decided  to  appropriate  it  for  the 
night,  leaving  Hugh  to  select  any  one  of  the  nooks  or 
crannies  he  might  choose  from  among  those  on  the  same 
landing,  and  patiently  awaited  his  arrival.  Soon  after,  with 
Ned,  laden  each  with  materials  for  fire  and  provisions,  to 
while  away  the  tedious  hours  of  the  night-watch,  Hugh 
selected  his  post,  and  soon  bright  fires,  blazing  cheerily 
through  the  dark  recesses,  flung  an  umbered  radiance  upon 
the  brown  walls,  upon  which  the  shadow  of  Miles  flickered 
in  grotesque  form,  as,  having  dismissed  Ned,  dismayed 
and  wondering,  and  parted  with  Hugh,  he  sat  still, 
wrapped  in  his  mantle,  book  in  hand,  upon  a  block  of 
wood  laid  on  a  stone,  and  beside  him  a  lamp  burning  upon 
a  jutting  fragment  of  the  fireplace. 

Hugh's  last  word  at  leaving  had  been,  with  a  laugh  : 
'^Methinks  we  shall  have  barren  result  to  reward  our 
pains,  and  if  it  get  rumoured,  this  freak  of  ours,  in  the 
camp  there  will  be  no  end  to  the  fun.  We'll  surely  be 
ridiculed  as  ghost-hunters.  I'm  sorry  we've  embarked  iu 
such  silly  emprise." 

*^  Pooh !  let  them  laugh  and  pass  on,"  returned  Miles. 
'^  At  least  they  won't  question  our  courage,  for  not  a  man 
of  them  would  venture  as  much  ; — ^albeit  I  agree  with  you, 
we  shall  simply  prove  that  Meelan  Conroy  and  Effie  are 
the  dupes  of  fevered  fancy,  from  which  even  stronger  minds 

40 
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might  not  be  qaite  exempt  within  suoh  BiniBter^looking 
ab^e.    Good-  night." 

Miles  opened  his  book.    It  was  a  volume  of  the  **  Spec- 
tator/' which  for  awhile  he  perused  with  attentive  inte- 
rest ;  but  by-and-by  the  pages  ceased  to  turn,  and  eyes 
fixed  dreamily   upon  the  giowiug  faggots  showed   nis 
thoughts  abstracted   and  wanderiug  far  away  to  other 
themes.      The  silence  around  was  intense,  but  for  tlie 
moaning  and  sighing  of  the  wind  through  the  rifted  ruin, 
aud  moments  there  were  when  he  lifted  his  head  and 
looked  forward  as  though  he  had  heard  voices  on  the  blast 
as  it  swept  along.     But,  no ;  betimes  an  owl  shrieked, 
startling  him  with  sudden   thrill;  but  all  was  hushed 
ngain.     He  took  out  his  watch :  the  hands  pointed  to 
half-past  one  o'clock,  another  hour  would  see  the  dawn. 
He  stirred  and  replenished  the  fire,  for  he  began  to  feel  a 
cold  chill  creeping  through  his  blood,  and  with  it  oame  a 
feeling  he  vainly  strove  to  combat — a  sense  of  awe  akin 
to  horror,  which  he  could  not  shake  off,  permeated  his 
bosom.     Involuntarily,  too,  his  limbs  began  to  shake  with 
a  tremor  he  could  not  control ;  a  damp  perspiration  broke 
out  upon  his  brow,  his  palate  and  tongue  seemed  to  grow 
parched  aud  dry,  his  liauds  felt  numb,  aud  concluding 
that  long,  toilsome  marches,  exposure  to  weather,  privatiou 
in  a  thousand  forms,  had  done  their  work,  and  that  malady 
])ad  seized  upon  his  frame,  he  was  thinking  what  he  had 
best  do,  when,  casting  his  eyes  upward,  he  reooiled  aghast 
ut  sight  of  a  shadow,  iudiistinct  but  palpable,  moviog  iu 
the  space  between  him  and  the  doorway.     Powerless  to 
think,  to  speak,  to  stir,  he  continued  to  gaze  till  eveiy 
•  Bense  seemed  paralysed  in  cold  apathy,  while,  as  though 
wrought  by  diorajnic  agency,  the  formless  thing  deepened 
into  shape  and  outline  till  it  embodied  the  semblance  of  a 
human  iorm,  proportioned  beyond  the  average  of  ordinary 
men,  and  Miles,  no  longer  cognisant  of  any  particular 
emotion,  gazed  calm  aud  steadfast  upon  the  apparition  of  & 
man  of  ]iroud  bearing,  stricken  in  years,  and  clothed  in 
garb  at  once  foreigu  aud  of  most  antique  fashion.     Jewel- 
led suiidleb  with  buckles  ol  gold  adorned  his  feet;  a  sleeve- 
less tunic  of  while,  rough-spuu  >vuol,  wrought  wilhgoldeu 
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thraada,  was  looped  upon  his  broad  ahoolders  with  atads 
of  gold,  and  bound  round  bis  middle  with  a  girdle  of  pre- 
uious  Btooes.  His  Urge,  bare,  sinewy  arms  and  legs  were 
eaoiioled  with  bands  and  anklets  of  pnre  gold ;  in  one 
band  he  held  a  bronze  spear  set  in  golden  socket,  in  the 
other  be  held  a  soroU  traced  with  Ogham  ofaaraoters.  The 
features  were  shapely  and  stamped  with  oharaoter,  but  it 
was  the  eye,  fraught  with  gloomy  light,  and  expression 
unlike  anything  he  had  ever  seen,  that  riveted  bis  absorbed 
attention,  and  under  whose  mysterious  gleam  he  felt  his 
whole  being  magnetised,  as  it  were  in  trance.  Meobani- 
oally,  howeyer,  as  thought  began  to  stir,  and  mind  to  react, 
be  drew  forth  a  oruoitiz,  signed  himself,  and  in  aooeats 
nervous  and  impetuous  ohallenged  the  strange  appari- 
tion : 

"  Weird  being,  what  art  thou  P  " 

A  dull  sound,  like  a  hollow  murmur,  fell  upon  bis  ear, 
then  shaped  ilself  in  words : 

"Sou  of  the  Gael,  wherefore  dost  thou  molest  me? 
When  the  world  oame  forth,  reuewed  and  fresh  from  the 
waters  of  the  deluge,  mine  was  the  foot  of  all  the  children 
of  Noah  that  first  made  its  print  on  the  green  sward  of  this 
land.  I  was  then  swathed  in  flesh  as  thou  art  DOW.  King  of 
men  I  was,  and  to  my  sons  after  me  I  bequeathed  the  soil 
mine  was  the  first  hand  to  possess.  "With  fleet-limbed 
hounds  we  chased  the  red  deer  over  the  bills,  and  from 
tbe  blue  clouds  our  silver  arrows  brought  the  bold  eagle 
to  our  feet  Is  it  no  small  matter  that,  Esau-like,  we 
have  been  thrust  forth  &om  our  possession  and  our  birth- 
right made  over  to  ye  of  the  ftivoured  younger  race  of  tbe 
patriarch;  but  that  the  groves  and  the  high  places  of 
them  whose  voioes  first  waked  the  echoes  of  the  solitary 
sbiire,  Partbolan  and  Nemid,  and  the  children  of  the  Fir- 
bolg  and  the  Tuatba  de  Daaaan,  ye  have  blotted  out, 
but  ye  must  yet  invade  the  sepulchre  of  our  bones  P  And 
reokest  thou  not  of  them  that  wiU  avenge  the  elder-born 
outcast  ? — ay,  wilt  thwart  ye  with  stripe  and  bruise,  will 
strew  for  ye  the  fields  with  thorns,  and  moke  ye  drink 
oF  the  water  of  bitterness.  In  the  long  strife  we  shall 
wage  to  ye  will  Tictory  be  given,  but  it  will  be  thevioto^'^ 
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of  him  who  sinks  weary  to  rest  for  aye  upon  the  body  of 
his  slain  foe,  and  when  his  hand  shaU  wrestle  no  more  for 
earthly  prize,  when  his  bones  shall  orumble  into  dust  of 
Innisfail,  or  lie,  as  shall  thine,  scattered  afar  beneath^  the 
flowers  of  another  land,  not  until  then  shall  ye  be  ga- 
thered  as  the  sunbeams  into  sheaves,  not  until  then  shall 
be  your  guerdon  the  crown  of  the  victor/' 

The  spectral  voice  died  away,  but  Miles,  actuated  by 
some  impulse  which  he  could  not  control,  cried  aloud: 
"Fell  spirit,  since  'tis  to  the  malign  influence  of  the 
demon  we  are  persecuted  well  nigh  to  extermination  in 
this  our  Isle  of  Destiny,  how  is  it  that  for  more  than 
ten  centuries  ye  strove  not  against  us  while  our  Druid 
monarcbs  reigned,  and  their  posterity  lighted  for  the  one 
true  God  the  shrine  and  the  temple,  whose  beams, 
shining  out,  illumined  the  darkness  of  the  surrounding 
world?" 

'<  Am  I  in  the  councils  of  the  Mighty  One  who  smote  in 
his  wrath  the  Idols  of  Babylon,  and  let  pass  a  day  the 
Magian  altars  of  the  Western  Isle.  Happily  his  hand 
spared  the  pagan  sires  for  sake  of  the  Ohristian  sons  who 
would  yet  offer  sacrifice  to  Him  from  the  rising  to  the 
going  down  of  the  sun  ;  but  now  a  day  is  given  us,  and 
we  hasten  to  gather  the  nations.  To  our  loud  summons 
in  the  storm,  to  our  voice  in  the  roar  of  waters  they  oome, 
from  the  bleak  shores  of  northern  climes,  from  drear 
swamps  and  forest  wastes  sullen  children  of  them  that 
worshipped  Wodeii,  Thor,  and  Friga,  and  lo !  palace, 
shrine,  and  temple,  archive  and  trophy,  where  are  they  ? 
Children  of  adoption ! — ha,  ha,  ha ! — favourites  of  heaven, 
soaking  in  their  blood  their  Innisfail,  in  sooth  a  barren  heri- 
tage, our  scoff  and  derision.  What  more  wouldst  thou  ? 
Shall  I,  obedient  to  thy  mandate,  open  the  secrets  of  the 
antediluvian  world — some  lie  beneath  thy  feet — or  unfold 
the  page  of  the  future  day  P" 

The  voice  ceased,  and  in  t)ie  pause  that  ensued  Miles 
felt  the  cold  tremor  again  shaking  his  heart. 

*'  Begone  I"  he  abruptly  cried.  ^'  I  seek  not  to  question 
thee  of  the  mysteries  veiled  by  the  Omnipotent  Creator 
and  Lord  of  all." 
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"Wherefore  oamest  thou,"  denuwded  the  phantoin,  "to 
pry  into  mine  ?" 

"  I  know  thee  not ;  nor  can  I  divine  the  myeterious  im- 
pulse that  led  me  hither :  a  whispered  breath  of  some 
ghostly  thing  haunting  these  ruins  Btirred  in  my  bosom  a 
sudden  yearning  to  satisry  my  own  senses.  It  is  enough ; 
begone  1" 

"Farewell!"  sighed  the  phantom.  "I  go,  son  of  the 
Milesian,  at  thy  word,  which  hath  power  over  us  thy 
brethren  of  elder  time.  Child  of  the  Nazarene,  who  loved 
BO  well  thy  race.  He  deemed  it  well  ransomed  with  his 
blood.  Not  for  this  loame ;  but,  with  hia  sign  upon  thy 
brow  and  his  chrism  on  thy  breast,  invulnerable  to  the 
breath  and  the  touch  that  should  wither  thee  as  a  parch- 
ment in  the  oven,  I  leave  thee  unscathed ;  and  never  shall 
we  two  meet  again  till  the  Arohangers  trumpet  has  sounded 
for  the  waking,  and  Adam's  scattered  children  meet  for 
judgment  and  partition ;  then  thou  shalt  again  behold  me 
in  the  flesh  and  know  me." 

As  the  hollow  voioe  ceased,  a  oonfused  murmur  of  sound, 
as  of  water,  wind,  and  flame  struggling  together,  com- 
mingled with  smothered  voioee,  fell  upon  the  ear  of  the 
cold  listener,  whose  heart  beat  low  and  faint ;  even  as  he 
^zed,  the  phantom  disappeared  as  a  wreath  of  vapour 
dispersed  in  air.  Heavy  snadows  seemed  to  float  in  the 
gloom ;  far  a  moment  Mile«,  petrified  and  inert,  gazed 
Tooaotly  before  him,  inwardly  questioning,  *'  Is  it  all  a 
dream,  or  has  my  mind,  fevered  by  distemper,  conjured 
ap  a  spectral  illusion  to  fool  my  senses  ?"  He  glanoed  at 
the  fire,  and  at  the  lamp  dimly  lighting  the  grim  recess. 
Something  stirred  and  fluttered  overh^ ;  nervously  his 
eye  turned  in  the  direction.  An  owl,  perched  on  a  broken 
boulder  of  rock,  looked  him  steadily  in  the  faoe  with  a 
strange,  supernatural  glare,  as  he  thought,  ia  its  elfish- 
fixed  blue  eyes.  Hastily  be  seized  the  lamp,  and  harried 
to  where  Hugh  lay  stretched  at  full  length  before  the 
dying  embers  of  a  turf  fire,  smouldering  where  once  might 
have  been  a  hearth.  He  ^ook  him ; — ^for  the  sleqier  was 
tossing  his  arms  and  groaning  heavily.     Up  started  the 
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reoumbent  form  and  stared  mildly  round;   theOi  seeing 
Miles,  he  said,  with  sigh  of  relief : 

**  Olad  you  waked  me :  I've  had  an  nglj  dream.  Me- 
tlionght  I  stood  with  our  men  on  a  hill,  drawn  out  for 
battle.  A  priest,  in  black  vestments,  was  saying  Mass 
over  an  open  grave,  around  which  many  people  were  weep- 
ing, when,  lo !  we  were  surrounded  by  soldiers.  We  lifted 
our  pikes  to  defend,  but  found  they  were  all  reeds  in  our 
hands.  Then  we  heard  the  voice  of  the  commanding  officer 
cry  out:  *Lay  down  your  arms,  and  take  quarter.'  W** 
did  so.  Then  from  a  battalion  of  levelled  muskets  sped 
a  shower  of  red  bullets  :  one  pierced  my  heart,  and 
struggling  in  the  agony  of  death  pangs  I  was  when  you 
woke  me. ' 

"  Get  up,  and  let's  go  forth  to  the  camp  with  speed/' 
said  Miles,  with  unsteady  voice.  "  Breathe  no  word  oi 
what  I  tell  you,  and  question  me  not  till  time  and  reflee- 
tion  may  compose  n^y  spirit  to  calm  retrospect  and  sell- 
possessed  narrative.     This  place  is  haunted  ¥ 

Up  sprang  Hugh  without  delay,  pulled  his  cap  over  bis 
brow,  shouldered  hijs  pike,  felt  his  pistols  safe  in  the  breast- 
pocket of  his  cotamore,  and  said,  curtly :  "  Get  on." 

Out  in  the  fresh  open  air,  watching  the  night  douds 
furling  away,  and  golden  streaks  of  day  shimmering  in 
the  East,  Miles  turned  and  gazed,  like  one  spellbound, 
upon  thjB  weird,  gray  walls  of  the  mysterious  ruin  of  former 
time.  So  long  he  stood  entranced,  reviewing  in  thought 
the  supernatural  event  which  he  had  witnessed,  and  whose 
keen  impression  lingered  in  every  nerve  and  permeated 
every  sense,  yet,  now  that  it  had  passed  away,  left  him 
questioning  his  own  mind  whether  he  had  not  been  ihc 
fevered  victim  of  a  frenzied  fancy,  that  the  sun  shone  out 
iu  all  ils  splendour,  and  Hugh,  impatient,  walked  od. 
Then  Miles,  turning  away,  said  within  himself:  '^Fanov 
or  necromancy,  it  was  a  strange  vision ;  and  again  will  1 
explore  yon  precincts,  though  in  the  open  noontide,  for 
much  I  question  would  my  courage  brook  another  such 
nocturnal  venture,  of  a  surety  not  the  creation  of  disturbed 
or  disordered  miud,  as  incredulous  reason  would  fain  per- 
suade me  now." 
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lie  liosteuod  after  Kugb,  Rtnlkiog  on  beFflr^,  and  spj'ing 
the  cottage  of  Meelan  Conroy  ia  the  distance,  he 
thouRht  he  would  just  knock  at  the  door  aod  ask  for 
the  i^ild.  Kioh  with  promise  of  a  brilliant  day  rose  thnt 
bright,  pure  moniing ;  and  in  the  Iresh  bpauty  of  tlm 
waking  would,  besprent  with  the  sparkling  dewdrops  of 
the  night,  a  vague  sensation  of  delicious  rapture,  like  sonm 
balmy  unction,  infused  itself  with  every  inspiration  of  tho 
redolent  breeze  into  the  soul  of  Miles,  chasing  every  hrocn)- 
ing  cloud  away,  and  leaving  it  serene  and  fair  as  the  ex- 
pause  of  magic  blue  in  the  overarching  firmament.  His 
bosom  heaving  vrith  a  tumult  of  emotions  he  could  not 
define,  save  in  the  exquisite  perception  of  mind  attuned 
to  poetic  harmony,  with  the  music  of  nature  floating  all 
around  him,  be  knocked  gently  at  the  door  ol  the  hut, 
which  was  ajar,  and  Meelan  came  out,  with  her  dead  chil<l 
in  her  arms.  Miles  gazed  in  reverential  silence  a  moment 
upon  the  w^z-like  image,  smiling  in  its  sleep  of  everlast- 
ing repose,  and  compassionately  addressing  the  quiet, 
tearless  mother  said : 

"  Gone  home  into  the  glory  of  the  golden  heaven ; 
shaken  from  its  silver  wings  the  tears  of  earth,  the  light 
and  the  incense  and  music  of  the  mom  upon  its  path,  your 
obild  has  well  exchanged." 

"It  was  hard  to  part  from  all  I  had,"  murmured 
the  woman,  with  quivering  sigh;  "but  Cfod's.  will  be 
done." 

"  Yes,"  said  Miles,  "  'tis  h.ird  for  them  that  hunger  to 
cast  into  the  dark  furrow  the  grain  and  the  seed  thpy 
would  live  upon  in  the  present ;  hut  when  the  time  of  the 
golden  harvest  and  fruit  and  flowers  returns,  will  they  not 
be  glad  and  rejoice  for  the  sacrifice  repaid  a  hundredfold  ? 
Bo  shall  it  be,  when  this  seedling  we  deposit  beneath  tho 
Bod,  where  the  flower  shall  deck  the  green  grass,  the  haml 
of  the  worker  beneath  will  he  reconstructing  a  fairer  flower 
for  future  revelation.  Lay  down  the  little  one  upon  this 
moof^y  hank,  and  sit  and  rest,  while  I  send  Kitty  and  Ned 
to  help  you  from  the  oamp." 

Miles  went  his  way,  and  the  child  of  Meelan  Conroy 
was  laid  npon  the  so^  verdnre,  amid  a  wealth  of  snirmer 
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flowers,  breathing  perfume  round  her;  wild  roses  aud 
woodbine,  waving  above,  shook  down  from  every  spray  a 
shower  of  crystal  drops,  and  a  Inrk  singing  wild  and  high 
in  the  exuberance  of  rapture,  like  the  obiming  of  silver 
bellS)  was  heard,  though  not  seen,  in  the  dazzling  ether, 
while  Meelan  said,  looking  up,  vrith  melancholy  smile 
tinging  her  wan  cheek : 

*•  "What  if  that  were  the  voice  of  my  child  ?  Indeed 
I've  a  strange  notion  it  is.  She  promised  to  oome  back  to 
me  with  flowers.  I  will  wait  in  patience,  with  God's  help 
and  that  of  his  Blessed  Mother,  and  in  His  good  time  I 
shall  go  to  Him,  and  see  my  child  again  !" 

Miles  and  Hugh  arriving  at  the  camp  found  it  in  a  state 
of  commotion,  and  displaying  tokens  of  much  exhilara- 
tion :  groups  of  men  were  laughing  and  speaking  in  loud 
tones  of  pleasurable  excitement,  while  women,  scattered 
here  and  there  through  the  mass,  equally  joyous,  were 
bustling  about,  Ecrving  round  victuals  to  thp  men  and 
cooking  over  turf  and  bramble  fires  that  sent  clouds  of  blue 
smoke  curling  aloft  on  the  light  wings  of  the  morning 
breeze.  As  they  came  in  sight,  Ned,  who  was  on  the 
look-out,  come  to  meet  them  with  the  intelligence  that 
Dwyer  and  his  men  had  just  oome  in  after  blowing  up 
one  of  the  newly-built  barracks,  of  which  five  had  oeen 
lately  erected  at  Glenchree,  Loragh,  Drumgoff,  Leitrim, 
and  Aughavanah,  to  shut  up  the  mountain  passes,  and 
hem-in  tne  insurgent  chief  of  Wicklow  in  his  strong  fast- 
ness of  the  Glen  of  Imale,  that  of  Glenmalure  destined 
to  command  the  whole  neighbouring  district,  and  now 
nearly  complete  for  military  occupation,  being  most  for- 
midable, and  calculated  to  circumscribe  the  action  of  the 
insurgents,  so  that,  cut  off  from  all  supplies,  they  must 
starve  in  the  glen  or  surrender  at  discretion.  Dwyer  de- 
termined to  sweep  them  from  his  path,  and  with  him  to 
resolve  was  to  achieve.  His  plans  were  formed,  the  train 
laid,  the  fortress  was  demolished,  and  he  rode  in  triumph 
to  Ballyraken,  in  time  to  fall  in  with  another  detachment 
led  by  Gerald  Byrne  and  some  others,  just  returned  at 
hunting  speed  from  having  accomplished  the  feat  of 
burning  the  English  camp  at  Wicklow  gold  mines.  Elated 


tHE   SPECtBE    OF   TUG    ftlllS'.  610 

by  these  oheer;  tidiags,  Hugh  passed  oa  to  meet  the  oLiet's, 
while  Miles  lingered  a  moment  to  bid  Ned  go  with  his 
mother  down  to  Meelan  Gonroy's,  and  afier  having  pre- 
vailed upon  her  to  let  the  deceased  child  be  hnried  without 
delay,  to  induce  her  to  accompany  them  back  to  the  camp, 
till  they  might,  on  their  next  march,  leave  her  in  some  safe 
neighbourhood.  Ned  had  liardly  sped  on  his  mission,  and 
Miles  proceeded  to  greet  Dwyer  and  Gerald,  and  learn 
from  Father  Kerns  their  next  programme  of  aotion,  when 
Boouts  arrived,  breathless,  with  intelligence  of  a  formidable 
English  force  advancing  upon  their  position.  On  receipt 
of  these  tidings  orders  were  at  once  issued  for  the  insur- 
gent troops  to  march  to  one  of  the  hills  in  their  vicinity,  to 
take  up  a  more  favourable  position ;  and  as  at  the  liead  of 
bis  column  Miles  passed  by  the  scene  of  his  laat  night's 
adventure,  the  sudden  rebound  of  liis  spirit  from  a  sort  of 
reoklesi  hilarity  altogether  foreign  to  his  nature,  and  par- 
taking something  of  the  feeling  of  one  labouring  under  the 
effect  of  intoxioating  stimulant,  and  which  could  only  he 
ascribed  to  reaction  of  the  nervous  system,  disturbed  from 
its  equilibrium  by  unwonted  shock,  to  a  sense  of  chill 
dismay,  assured  him  that  lie  had  been  the  sport  of  no  de- 
oeptive  illusion.  He  would  have  gladly  now  eased  liis 
mind  by  unburdGuing  it  of  its  secret  to  Hugh;  but  Hugh 
rode  in  another  division,  beside  G-erald  Byrne,  and  so, 
oonettained  to  brood  in  silent  cogitation,  his  hand  filed  on, 
amid  a  dense  fog,  which,  rising,  blotted  out  the  sun  and 
covered  all  the  surrounding  couutry,  while  volleys  of  artil- 
lery, booming  along  the  muffled  atmosphere,  announced  the 
near  approach  of  the  foe.  By-and-by,  Jiowever,  the  fog 
disperseid,  and  the  sun,  sliiuiug  out  in  all  its  brilliancy, 
revealed  a  large  English  force  of  liorse,  foot,  aud  artillery 
following  in  their  rere,  about  the  distance  of  a  mile,  com- 
manded oy  Sir  James  Bufi,  and  advancing  at  slow  pace 
along  the  Gorey  road,  in  expectation  of  being  reinforced 
by  General  Needham.  Leaving  the  high-road,  tlie  insur- 
gents proceeded  by  a  narrow  cross-road,  to  meet  them, 
Blationing  their  gansmen,  in  obedience  to  orders,  in  am- 
bush behind  the  fences,  while  the  main  body  moved 
steadily    on,    as   if  intending  to  pursue  their  niaroh.  ta 
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BallyguUeD,  thus  designing  by  this  movement  to  draw  the 
enemy's  cavalry,  who  had  not  seen  the  execution  of  the 
stratagem,  and  were  unaware  of  the  position  of  the  am- 
bushed gunsmen.     The  ruse  succeeded.     The  cavalry  per- 
mitting the  main  body  of  the  pikemen  to  file  along,  fol- 
lowed them  at  cautious  distance;  but  when  they  came 
within  reach,  the  concealed  marksmen,  too  impatient  of 
engagement,  prematurely  opened  u  close  and  destructive 
fire  upon  the  advancing  squadron,  which  at  once  turre  I 
and  fled,  with  loss  so  heavy  that  they  were  unable  to  take 
part  in  the  engagement  that  ensued.     General  Duff,  on 
beholding  the  surprise  and  defeat  of  his  cavalry,  ordered 
the  infantry  to  deploy  into  line  and  advance.     Hitherto 
Miles  O'Byrne,  still  under  the  spoil  of  mystic  influence, 
fascinated,  as  it  were,  in  contemplation  of  the  haunting 
spectre  that  had  vanished  but  to  reappear  to  the  mental 
eye  with  persistent  obstinacy,  recalling  the  subtle  eye  that, 
glaring  on  him,  had  rolled  and  burned  red   and  fierce  in 
its  cavernous  socket  as  that  of  Numidian  lion  tracking  its 
prey  along  the  arid  sands  of  the  desert,  and  the  drear 
wreck  of  a  once  human  habitation,  with  the  scent  of  death 
permeating  its  sepulchral  chambers,  and  its  broken  walls 
shrouded  in  funereal  drapery  of  moss  and  ivy,  and  the 
blood^thrilling  words  that  had  echoed  within  its  gloom, 
and  electrified  his  soul  with  horror :  under  the  influence 
of  all  this,  Miles,  in  a  state  that  resembled  torpor,  moved 
along,  and  had  mechanically  responded  to  the  observance 
of  each  routine  of  action.    It  seemed  as  though  his  spiiit 
was  no  longer  in  a  cause  a  solemn  warning  had  ominously 
presaged  would  be  vain  and  fruitless.     But  at  the  heart- 
shaking  trumpet  sounds,  and  fired  by  the  talismanic  cry, 
** Charge!"    the  weird  phantom  flies  and  dark  bodingr> 
are  silent.     The  storm  bursts,  and  down  comes  the  rr<i 
rain  ! — the  war  music  is  drowned  in  the  battle- roar,  an«l 
thought  is  merged  in  action.     Anon,  broken  swords,  drai:- 
gled  plumes,  and  pikes  and  bayonets  strew  the*  field  ann<i 
ridges  of  the  slain.     Conflict  more  fierce  or  sanguinaiy 
never  raged.    The  insurgents  maintained  a  deadly  fusi- 
lade  upon  the  English  ranks  till  their  ammunition  was 
spent,  and  then  the  pikemen  thundered  down  upon  the 
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sbakiog  lines  of  the  foe,  upon  which  GeoeriU  Duff,  after  an 
engagement  of  two  houra,  sounded  a  retreat.  But  report 
of  overwhelming  reiofoTcements  of  the  combined  English 
army  coming  up  from  "Wesford  being  conveyed  by  their 
Boouts  to  the  insurgent  camp,  in  a  ha^ty  council  of  war  it 
was  decided  to  divide  their  force,  and  each  division  to 
make  way  through  the  host  pouring  in  on  all  sides,  to  such 
point  as  each  leader  might  deem  most  suitable  in  pvesent 


Hugh  O'Byrne,  having  bade  adieu  to  Miles,  set  out  with 
several  detachments  under  Gerald  Byrne  and  Father 
Kerns,  e»  route  for  Wexford.  Dwyer  led  olT  his  gallant 
bands  to  the  shelter  of  the  Wicklow  mountains,  Miles 
following  in  the  same  direction  in  the  brigade  commanded 
by  Roche,  Tbe  email  detauhment  was  surprised  and 
routed  after  a  sharp  onnflict  with  f  corps  of  Bereafor.i's 
Bloodhounds,  supported  by  a  squadron  of  Kildare  Militia, 
and  Miles,  with  several  others,  was  taken  prisoner. 

"  I  have  made  good  use  of  it,  and  shall  never  blush  for 
the  cause  it  served,"  said  Miles,  as  he  surrendered  hi^i 
sword  to  Marmion  Esmond. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

LADV    Al.tClA    QOES   AGAIN   TO  THB   LOOM. 

"  How!  is  there  not 
Enough  of  blood  upon  your  bunlciieil  aouta  T 
Will  not  the  visioni  of  your  midnight  covich 
Ba  wild  and  dark  enough,  but  ye  must  heap 
Crime  apon  crime  ?    Bo  ye  content,  yonr  drfams, 
Yoor  councils,  and  your  baQguettings  wilt  yet 
B«  haunted  by  the  voice  which  does  not  sleep." 

That  family  traits  of  mind,  as  well  as  of  person,  run 
down  through  long  generations,  physiologists  tell  us;  and, 
in  many  cases,  our  own  knowledge  and  experience  confirm 
the  truth  of  the  observation.  In  the  Luttrell  history  the 
theory  was  exemplified  to  the  letter,  commenoing  miVk 
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liim  of  inauspicious  prestiget  who,  possessed  of  the  philo- 
sophic axiom,  that  '^  straight  lines  to  a  goal  make  shortest 
paths,"  and  having  for  bis  the  foundation  of  an  opulent 
and  aristocratic  house,  with  mathematical  accuracy   of 
calculation  having  decided  that  the  most  direct  way  to 
the  attainment  of  his   object    being  from    the  side  of 
King  James  and  his  eompanions-in-arms  in  the  royalist 
cause   to    the  camp  of    the    usurper,    without    further 
debate    with    conscience,    commanding  the  impertinent 
monitor  to  silence,  and  casting  sentiment  to  the  wind, 
he  made  his  onward  stride,  remorseless  though  the  step 
weighted  the  balance  against  his  liege  sovereign  and  his 
chivalrous  supporters  in  the  struggle  for  his  dominion, 
ruthless  of  a  defeated  nation's  blood,  unconcerned  of  the 
stigma  that  should  brand  henceforth  his  name,  engraved 
in  red  type  upon  tlie  country's  annals,  and  reckless  of 
blighted  honour,  so  that  he  but  grasped  his  object ;  so  in 
like  manner,  after  a  lapse  of  some  four  or  five  generations, 
we  behold  the  descemiants  upon  whom  his  character  was 
stereotyped,    faithfui    transcripts    of  the  copy,    calmly 
conceiving  their  several  projects,  and,  with  indomitable 
determination  to  insure  success,  seizing  upon  any   and 
every  means  to  secure  their  end,  regardless  of  result  to 
others,  defying  conscience  and  braving  risk  so  that  they 
triumphed.     What  if  millions  famished  so  that  they  but 
feasted  P      What  though  millions  wept,  so  that  they, 
favourites  of  fortune,  monopolists  of  heaven,  might  smile? 
And,  indeed,  we  must  not  select  them  alone  for  criticism, 
for  they  had  their  facsimilies  in  almost  every  member  of 
their  grade.    A  family  likeness  was  discernible  through 
each  cognate  spirit  of  the  brotherhood  that  demonstrated 
their  degree  of  consanguinity  to  a  certainty.     Had  Castle- 
reagh,  Lord  Glare,  and  others  lived  in  the  Stuart  dynasty 
they  would,  in  deference  to  their  interest,  as  willingly 
have  sold  their  monarch  to  William  of  Orange  as  to-cU.y 
they  sold  their  country — at  least  what  they  called  such  by 
courtesy — to  King  George  for  coronet,  star  and  garter. 

Lady  Alicia  Luttrell  had,  as  we  have  seen,  completed 
to  perfection,  by  the  aid  of  her  coadjutors,  her  cdever 
zoanoBUvre  and  cruel  scheme,  to  remove  from  her  path 
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the  UQOOoamous  rival,  whoBe  preeenoe  darkened  it  with 
shadow ;  but,  being  aooomplished  in  the  eohool  of  mate- 
rialism only,  she  had  no  idea  naturally  of  a  world  of 
Bupematural  influence  perm  eating  this  our  terrestrial 
sphere  through  every  pore  ;  the  swift  pulsation  of  the 
miritual  through  every  hbre  of  the  globe's  great  mass ; 
the  heart  of  Omnipotence  and  Omnisoienoe  throbbing 
through  the  work  of  Hia  hands  from  pole  to  pole,  from 
the  ocean's  depth  to  the  fixed  stars,  pieturing  the  walls  of 
the  universe ;  and  of  the  vibrating  thrill,  tlie  call  of  spirit 
to  spirit  through  the  halls  of  God's  boundlecia  manHiou,  as 
they  fiash  to  the  mission  of  direoting,  guiding,  aiding  and 
etrengthening,  and  proteoting  the  frail  children  of  earth. 
Hence,  astounded  and  enraged  at  the  aooidental  frustra- 
tion of  her  heart's  oherished  hope,  but  not  for  that  to  be 
Tonquished,  again  she  set  herself  to  fabricate,  in  the  loom 
of  her  active  brain,  new  devices  and  new  toils  to  promote 
her  end.  Eyes  red  with  fieroe  emotion,  and  hollow  with 
sleepless  oogitation,  cheek  tinted  with  the  green  and  sickly 
pallor  of  hitter,  jealous  envy  and  blighted  anticipation,  sbe 
twisted  over  and  over  in  her  tallow-like  fingers  the  letter 
Cotandisk  hod  written,  informing  her  of  the  failure  that 
had  marred  their  well-concerted  plan,  and  of  the  arrival  of 
O'DrisooU  in  Wexford,  witli  all  the  details  of  his  meeting 
and  gracious  reception  by  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  to  whom 
he  did  not  in  the  least  doubt  he  would  soon  st^d  in  the 
position  of  accepted  suitor,  if  some  new,  lucky  expedient 
oould  not  he  found  to  thwart  it. 

"  In  fact,  my  dear  friend,"  wrote  the  candid  Guildford, 
"  adroit  as  was  our  management,  things  have  turned  out 
worse  than  they  might,  had  we  left  them  to  take  their  course. 
When  in  Dublin  I  did  not  think  the  heartless  flirt  evinced 
any  partiality  for  O'DrisooU  or  anyone  except  that  brother 
of  hers,  and  that  signified  nothing  to  anyone  ;  but  now,  I 
fear  much  that  they  are  so  thrown  together,  aud  the  puppy 
has  such  opportunity  of  making  himself  agreeable,  we  are 
in  a  fix.  'Tis  but  too  evident  he  is  infatuated  with  the 
heiress ;  so  look  sharp.  What's  my  forlorn  Calypso  do- 
ing ?  Broken  her  heart  yet,  eh  ?  I  fear  not — divinities 
are  immortal !    Now  that  we  have  tbrashed  the  Croppies 
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oat  of  Wexford,  we  get  on  fairly  down  here.  Oourtney 
and  the  Esmond  girl  will  be  going  up  to  town  immediately; 
they  take  Alphonse  with  them.  .  .  . 

"  P.S. — Good  news  just  come  in.  O'DrisooU  is  in  a  fair 
way  to  be  hanged.  Implicated  himself  in  abetting  the 
escape  of  one  of  the  worst  rebels,  Hugh  O'Byrne.  1  knew 
he  bragged  of  doing  some  such  feat,  but  never  thought 
he'd  have  had  the  pluck.  Courtney  and  Esmond  are  do- 
ing their  best — meddling  fellows  ! — to  get  him  off.  If 
they  succeed,  luck  goes  dead  against  us ;  for  I  hear  4-1- 
phonse  is  in  tears  about  the  sweet  fellow  !  Adieu !  Write 
soon,  and  tell  me  some  news. 

**  Yours,  &c., 

**  COLANDISK." 

*'Tou  feather-headed  creature ! "  soliloquised  Lady  Alicia. 
"  I  'would  write  to-day  and  tell  you  the  news,  that  old 
Damer,  poor  drivelling  idiot,  yearning  to  the  fosterling  he 
reared  and  was  used  to,  has  taken  her  back  as  his  house- 
keeper, and  will,  in  all  probability,  marry  her,  or  do  some 
insane  thing  ;  but  that,  if  he  scented  a  will,  it  might  cause 
him  to  relax  his  mind  about  Alphonse.  And  so  she  will 
be  up  in  town  again  in  a  day  or  two,  all  the  more  eclectic 
for  her  adventure ;  and  of  course  O'Driscoll  will  get  lightly 
out  of  his  dilemma  and  follow  her  ; — well,  let  him.  One 
thing  I'll  do,  one  step  I'll  take  as  a  preliminary  that 
shall  mar  the  triumph  of  the  heroine  and,  perhaps,  check 
his  ardour.  That  priest  Fitzpatrick,  her  brother,  whom  Don 
Antonio's  munificence  and  patronage  has  drawn  out  of 
obscurity,  so  that  we  see  the  chrysalis  now  betimes  lifting 
its  head  and  fluttering  in  the  sunshine  among  lis,  is  no 
doubt  a  United  Irishlnan  ;  nay,  I  am  certain  of  it.  Don't 
I  know  lots  of  people  go  to  confession  to  him,  and  among 
them  the  kitclienmaid  and  the  cook.  I'll  question  them 
and  send  for  Major  Sirr.  If  he  be  convicted,  as  of  course 
lie  will,  transportation  will  follow.  I  wonder  then  would 
O'DriscoU's  passion  demean  him  to  ally  with  the  sister  of 
a  felon  P  We  shall  see."  She  rang  a  bell ;  the  footmao 
answered.  "  Send  up  the  cook  and  kitchenmaid."  The 
flunkey  disappeared,  and  a  buxom  country  la^  soon  stood, 
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awed  and  oourtesying,  on  the  thresliuld,  Wore  the  lady 
whom  she  aooosted. 

"  Please,  ma'am,  mother's  gone  to  market ;  but  I'll  take 
any  direotionB." 

"Come  hither,  Kate  M'Cormaok,"  said  Lady  Alioia, 
emiliug  with  gracious  sauvitj.  "  You,  perhaps,  may  do  as 
well.  You  are  au  iutelligtjut  girl,  quite  above  the  oommon, 
aud  I  iuteod  to  promote  you  very  shortly  to  a  higher  grade 
among  the  servants.  There,  no  tliauks ;  but  tell  me,  don't 
you  go  to  ooufeBsion  to  that  nioe  youug  priest,  Father  Pitz- 
patrick  i"' 

"Yes,  my  lady;  my  mother  and  I  go  regular  every 
week,  turn  about." 

'-  Indeed  1 — that  is  very  good.  You  are  an  example  to 
all  the  servants ;  but  I  wonder,  Xate,  at  the  courage  of 
your  priest  to  show  himself  so  frequently  in  public  aud  he 
so  well  kuowu  to  be  a  United  IrisUman  1" 

"  0  Lord,  ma'am  !"  exclaimed  the  frightened  girl,  "  I 
don't  think  Father  Tat  is  a  United  Irishman.  My  brother 
Dan  goes  to  him,  an'  he  uever  speaks  a  word  to  him  about 
it — not  buttbatliisriverenoe,  Qtoi  bless  him  !  is  as  good  a 
pathriot  at  heart  as  the  best  of  'em." 

"  Nonsense,  girl !  Father  Fitzpatrick  has  too  much  sense 
in  these  troubled  times  to  be  a  patriot.  Yet,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  tbat  won't  save  Llni,  for  so  many  priests  have  mixed 
themselves  up  with  tbe  disaffected  people,  he  is  suspected. 
You  ought  to  tell  me  in  ooufideuoe  anything  you  know, 
tliat  I  might  interest  Lord  Carhampton  in  his  &vour  ;  for 
doubtless  the  poor  youug  man,  if  he  he  guilty,  is  the  dupe 
of  others." 

"  Oh,  dear,  my  lady  !"  oried  the  girl,  wildly,  "  I'm  sure 
he's  innocent ;  but,  as  you  say,  to  be  suspected  is  enough. 
Wouldn't  it  be  well  if  1  rau  an'  gave  Father  Pat  waroiu' 
to  get  out  of  the  way  ?" 

"  1  tliink  you  had  best  do  so,"  said  Lady  Alicia,  with  a 
smile,  knowing  tbat  the  very  act  of  ahBooiiding  would  fix 
tbe  onus  of  guut  upon  the  victim  ;  aud,  as  Kate  M'Cormaok 
withdrew  in  haste,  after  being  cautioned  not  to  give  her  an 
the  source  of  her  information,  ou  account  of  her  positiou, 
the  lady,  changing  hur  plou  to  send  for  il.ijor  Sirr,  wrote. 
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in  a  disguised  hand,  an  anonymotts  letter  addressed  to  that 
funotionary,  posted  it  herself,  and  awaited  the  issney 
whioh  was  that  next  day,  while  at  luncheon  with  some 
friends  just  dropped  in,  the  news  transpired  that  the  night 
before  iJon  Antonio's  nephew,  Priest  Fitzpatriok,  had  been 
arrested  in  his  confessional,  by  order  of  Major  Sirr,  upon 
some  secret  information,  charging  him  with  complicity  in 
the  cause  of  the  United  Irishmen  and  carried  off  to 
prison. 

"  That's  a  move  in  the  right  direction,"  said  Lord  Fitz- 
gibbon-Clare,  as  Claudius  Beresford,  gloating  over  his  wine 
and  a  budget  of  tidings  he  was  impatient  to  disgorge,  an- 
nounced the  fact.  '^  These  priests  do  iacalculable  mischief 
amongst  the  people,  setting  them  up  against  lawful  au- 
thority, and  instilling  into  the  vulgar  mind  extravagant 
notions  of  self-importance,  to  the  subversion  of  all  rank 
and  station." 

"  Fact ! "  said  Lord  Carhampton,  who,  having  dosed  on 
the  £5,000  loan,  was  disposed  to  be  facetious.  '^  Those 
priests  and  Papists  are  the  bane  of  our  peace." 

**  I  know  they  are  very  troublesome  interlopers  in  one's 
domestic  concerns,  and  regular  spies  into  family  affairs," 
sighed  Lady  Alicia.  '^  I  have  two  Popish  servants,  and 
to  my  face  they  assert  they  go,  turn  about,  regularly  onoe 
a  week  to  the  priest — father,  forsooth  ! — Fitzpatrick.  Now 
what  can  that  be  for  but  to  keep  him  au  fait  for  the  pur- 
pose  of  his  Church,  and  informed  of  everything  that  goes 
on  amongst  us  P" 

'*  I'd  put  an  end  to  that  pretty  soon,  I  can  tell  you !" 
exclaimed  Claudius  Beresford,  with  a  jerk  of  hit)  head ; 
''  that  I  would." 

"  As  eflBciently  as  you  put  down  the  rebellion  you  longed 
for,  to  show  how  you  would  quash  it  in  two  days,"  smiled 
his  uncle.  **  Verily,  Claud,  you  must  have  discovered  by 
this  it  measures  a  good  distance  from  word  to  deed." 

"  The  Bloodhounds,  I  can  tell  you,  did  their  duty,* 
retorted  Beresford,  somewhat  nettled  at  the  sarcasm,  ^  and 
it  is  not  their  fault  or  mine  that  the  accursed  InBhry  were 
not  consumed  to  ashes  long  since.  Methinks  they  bear  s 
oljarmed  life.    But  tell  me,  how  is  it  that,  after  your  owu 
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vaunt  a  hundred  limes  oyer,  to  make  the  Papists  tamo 
as  catF,  we  have  them  still  daring  as  lionS|  flouting  us  to 
our  teeth?" 

"  Pooh !  pooh !  I  specified  no  given  time  for  the  fulfil- 
ment of  the  pledge,"  said  Lord  Clare ;  "  I  merely  professed 
mj  intention,  and  hope  to  see  it  carried  out  bj  strenuous 
exertion  before  long." 

'^  But  those  who  are  zealous  in  the  cause  of  Sion  are  so 
thwarted  by  those  who  are  lukewarm,"  murmured  Lady 
Alicia,  in  die-away  tone,  '*  I  should  not  wonder  if  you 
failed.  I  greatly  fear  Priest  Fitzpatrick  will  be  let  oil' 
through  some  quibble  of  law,  guilt  not  proven,  or  such, 
in  deference  to  his  wealthy  relatives — and  we  know  these 
creatures,  Sirr,  Sandjs,  and  Swan,  are  not  above  a  bribe." 

"  Like  to  see  him  get  out  of  my  hands,  if  I  laid  hold  of 
bim,"  observed  Claudius  Beresford,  sententiously  ;  *^  at 
least,  if  I  had  no  evidence  against  him,''  he  logically 
continued,  "  I'd  lash  confession  out  of  himself,  and  that 
would  serve  as  well.'* 

"  You  dare  not  do  it,  for  all  your  braggadocio^'^  sneered 
Lady  Alicia." 

"Why  not?"  returned  Claudius,  innocently  amazd. 
''  What's  in  htm  to  m^ke  him  privileged  beyond  the  hun- 
dreds, priests  among  them,  too,  we  sent  to  the  triangle  iu 
the  Marlborough  Biding  School  ?" 

'^  He  is  a  friend  of  Castlereagh's,"  said  Lady  Alicia, 
with  knowing  look. 

"  Tut !"  cried  Beresford,  soomfullj  ;  *'  Castlereagh  wouM 
not  interfere ;  not  to  save  his  father  &om  the  block  woul<  I 
he  act  against  the  weal  of  the  State  and  his  own  interest ; — 
a  very  sensible  man  is  Castlereagh  ;~and  so  help  me, 
heaven  !  as  there  has  been  a  charge  made  against  thi  h 
Priest  Fitzpatrick  by  some  friend  of  the  Government,  aa'j 
rom,  and  as  there  is  no  smoke  without  fire,  if  he  gets  ou^ 
of  Sirr's  hands,  I'll  take  him  in  mine,  and  put  Lim  through 
my  own  inquisition." 

^'  Take  care  that  isn't  within  the  bounds  of  the  oit^, 
where  he  is  known,  or  we'll  have  a  hornet's  nest  up,"  said 
Lord  Carhampton.  '*  The  astonishing  boldness  and  success 
of  the  rebels  in  Wicklow  and  Wexford  bodes  ill.    Wkikt. 
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if  Dublin  and  Kildare  caught  the  spark  and  blazed  away  P 
I  promise  you  we'd  have  enough  to  do  to  got  with  our 
lives  out  of  the  conflagration.  What  an  escape  Kings- 
borough  had  of  being  pitohoapped  and  torn  to  pieces  by 
the  brutal  mob !" 

**Well,  I've  better  news  for  you,"  said  Beresford. 
"  Despatches  just  arrived  at  the  Castle  before  I  came  out 
announced  the  tidings  of  the  defeat  of  the  rebels,  twenty 
thousand  strong,  by  Liake  at  Vinegar  Hill,  and  the  retreat 
and  pursuit  of  the  enemy  by  the  king's  forces.  Also  from 
a  private  letter  by  courier,  from  Captain  Courtney,  I  learn 
that  0*Driscoll,  the  disinherited,  has  taken  a  commissiou 
in  the  service,  to  atone  for  a  naughty  freak  in  behalf  of  a 
rebel  friend  who  had  been  taken  prisoner.  Shouldn't 
wonder  if  the  fellow  would  yet  father  his  own  fortune, 
for  he  has  every  qualification  to  make  a  demigod,  save 
one — he  lacks  worldly  wisdom,  and  is  of  too  independent 
a  mind  to  stoop  to  court  favour ;  but  as  I  don't  profess  to 
patronise  such  high  spirits,  I  will  bestow  my  present 
attention  upon  the  Priest  Fitzpatrick,  who  is  a  onum  of 
his,  I  believe.     Pass  the  decanter,  pray." 

While  thus  the  deities  throned  in  high  places  sat  in 
arbitration  upon  his  fate,  and  the  victim  of  Lady  Alicia's 
])olicy  lingered  in  the  noisome  cells  of  Newgate  pending 
the  pleasure  or  convenience  of  men  in  power,  despite  the 
appeals  of  Don  Antonio  for  public  trial,  and  the  memorial 
of  friends  to  the  authorities,  nullified  by  the  Counteraction 
of  fanatical  bigots  and  designing  enemies,  the  Coortneys, 
with  Florence  Esmond  and  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  arrived 
in  town.  Lady  Alicia  lost  no  time  in  calling  upon  them 
in  their  house  in  Ilarcourt-street :  indeed  she  was  among 
the  very  first  of  their  visitors  to  greet  such  dear  friends. 
As  to  the  afiection  she  lavished  upon  Alphonse  it  was 
simply  overpowering,  and  only  equalled  by  the  secret 
rapture  with  which  she  mai^ked  the  great  change,  mental 
sufiering  occasioned  by  her  own  trouble,  and  anxious  con- 
cern for  her  brother,  whose  misfortune  she  had  just  heard 
from  Don  Antonio,  who  had  come  over  immediately,  upon 
being  apprised  of  her  return,  to  greet  her,  had  wrought 
npoon  her  nppparance ;    ond  ns  coldly  courteous  and  nb« 
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Btraoted  in  manner  Alpbonse  Budered  her  oaressee.  €ou- 
tempUtin^  the  pale  oheek  and  the  subdued  eye  of  the 
heretofore  sparkling  beauty,  she  smiled  to  think  that  the 
bloom  and  the  beam  that  had  captivated  O'DrisooU  were 
there  no  longer,  and  that  now  at  least  he  must  be  cured 
of  his  folly.  Again  misled  by  her  fallacious  creed  in  the 
material  only,  mid  her  false  perception  of  mere  outward 
things,  she  oould  not  discern  that  inward  oharm  which, 
radiatiDg  from  mind  and  heart,  alone  imparts  to  polished 
surface,  oliiselled  featute,  and  tinted  complezioa  the  grace 
of  loveliuess,  independent  of  every  other  attraction,  and 
which,  after  they  are  fled,  still  wields  an  empire  over  the 
soul,  and  fascinates  the  mind  that  has  discovered  it  iu 
depth  beyond  the  reach  of  the  microscope. 

Unheeding  the  presence  of  Lady  Ahoia,  very  earnestly 
Alpbonse  petitioned  Don  Antonio,  beside  whom  she  eat 
upon  a  lounger  at  a  little  distance,  to  take  her  to  Patrick's 
prison,  and  very  emphatically  her  uncle,  grown  within 
the  last  two  or  three  weeks  much  more  aged  in  aspect, 
replied : 

"  My  dear  child,  I  will  no!i ;  cease  to  prees  it.  I  will 
take  any  message  for  yoa  to  Patrick,  to  whom  I  am  going 
now,  but  it  is  no  plaoe  for  you  to  oome.  I  hope  he  will 
be  soon  out  of  it — indeed  I  am  sure  he  will — for  I  have 
promised  my  boy  £  would  oall  on  Oastlereagh  and  interest 
him  to  grant  him  an  interview.  So  keep  up  your  spititH ; 
all  will  end  well,  and  thanking  those  ladies  gratefully — " 
he  bowed  to  Florence  andl^lhel — "for  their  kindness  to 
you,  you  must  not  longer  intrude  upon  their  oonvu- 
oienoe." 

"  Oar  ooavenienoe  and  pleasure,  Don  Antonio,"  said 
Florenoe  Esmond,  with  gracious  dignity,  "  is  that  Misa 
Fitzpatrick  shall  remain  awhile  with  us.  Aunt  Courtney 
will  not  hear  of  her  leaving  us,  and  if  she  were  present 
would  unite  her  entreaties  to  solicit  your  acquiescence." 

"  And  then  you  must  oome  to  me,  or  I  shall  be  so  hurt 
and  jealous,  dear  AJphonse ;  you  must  not  forget  you  aU'l 
I  sre  dear  old  friends,"  oried  Lady  Alicia,  in  tone  of  pettish 
coaxing;  "you  must,  indeed,  or  III  never  forgive  you, 
dtiar." 
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Don  Antonio,  with  paternal  benignity  smiling  upon  all 
the  fair  disputants,  fixed  his  eyes  upon  Alphonse,  who 
gently  replied : 

"  Dear  Flora,  if  uncle  will  kindly  permit  me  to  stay  a 
day  or  two  longer  with  my  friends,  I  should  then  prefer 
to  go  home  with  him." 

"  Do  just  as  you  please,  my  dear,"  said  Don  Antonio, 
gravely.  **  I  do  not  deny  I  shall  be  glad  of  your  society, 
for  I  have  been  very  lonely  in  your  aosence ;  yet  I  woulii 
not  be  so  selfish  as  to  require  you  to  sacrifice  your  own 
comfort.  I  know  birds  of  a  feather  will  *  love  to  floek 
together/  and  age  is  no  congenial  associate  for  youth." 
He  withdrew  as  he  spoke,  and  Alphonse,  turning  to  Ethel 
Courtney,  said : 

"  You  see  I  am  right :  uncle  is  lonely,  and  looks  badly, 
too,  as  though  be  had  fretted  much.  I  will  go  home  to- 
morrow, and  you  know  we  are  so  near  we  shall  meet  each 
other  constantly.  I  feel  it  were  very  ungrateful  to  leave 
him.'* 

"You  are  quite  right,  dear,"  simpered  Lady  Alici«, 
with  a  little  laugh  ;  '*  wealthy  old  uncles  have  to  be  hu- 
moured and  watched,  and  the  old  man  certainly  does  not 
look  60  hale  as  when  I  last  saw  him.*' 

Alphonse  made  no  reply,  but  gazed  thoughtfully  at  tie 
speaker. 

Florence  Esmond  said,  pointedly :  '*  In  matter  of  prin- 
ciple and  right  feeliog,  I  always  perceive  Miss  Fitzpatrick 
is  well  directed  and  firm ;  duty  is  her  pole-star,  and  we 
must  only  leave  her  free  to  follow  it."  And  as  she  was 
et  speaking,  the  lackey  threw  open  the  door  to  a  visitor. 
t  was  O'DrieeoU ! 

**  My  goodness  1"  exclaimed  Ethel  Courtney,  in  aston- 
ishment. 

"  Mr.  O'DriscoU,  when  did  you  come  P'  cried  Florence, 
not  knowing  what  else  to  say. 

**  We  heard  you  were  become  a  hero,  and  got  a  commis- 
sion to  put  down  the  rebels,"  jibed  Lady  Alicia,  mortified 
at  beholding  Alphonse's  pallid  cheek  flush  ladiaut,  and  a 
beam  of  light  flash  into  her  eye  at  sight  of  Maurice,  who 
gaily  replied,  as,  without  the  smallest  ceremony,  pasaisg 
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all  others  by,  he  seized  and  warmly  shook  her  ooyly-ten- 
dered  hand : 

^'  So  I  had,  but  was  taken  prisoner  by  the  rebels,  and 
made  my  escape ;  rode  hard  for  my  life,  and  got  up  to 
town  just  an  hour  ago,  ran  over  to  see  my  mother,  who 
told  me  of  yoCir  arrival  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  here 
I  am  to  bid  you  cead  milk  failthe.  How  are  you  all  P" 
The  question  applied  to  all  was  addressed  to  Alphonse, 
who,  conscious  of  his  eager  gaze  and  the  scrutinising  eyes 
of 'each  turned  upon  her,  stammered^  confused  and  em- 
barrassed : 

'*I  believe  we  are  all  well — ^but— but — "  it  gushed  from 
her  lips  with  a  great;  sob — "  poor  Patrick  is  in  prison  !" 

•*  What  for  P  There,  don't  weep ;— just  tell  me,  and  I'll 
be  off  to  him,  the  dear  old  jfeUow !  Did  he  murder  anyone 
of  consequence  ?" 

**  Don  t  make  a  fool  of  yourself,  Maurice,  because  Miss 
Fitzpatrick  happens  to  be  hysterical,"  frowned  Lady 
Alicia.  ^'  He  is  only  in  prison  on  some  idle  charge  of 
being  a  United  Irishman,  which,  of  course,  he  will  dis- 
prove and  get  off.    Are  you  going  so  soon  P" 

"  Yes,"  said  O'Driscoll,  "  1 11  go  over,  and  see  what  can 
be  done.  No  joke  to  be  thought  a  United  Irishman  now, 
I  can  tell  you." 

'^  Oh  !  thank,  'thank  you,  Maurice,  I  am  so  grateful  to 
you.  I  think  you  will  meet  uncle  there,"  said  Alphonse, 
wiping  her  eyes.     **  He  is  just  gone  from  this." 

"  So  much  the  better :  two  heads  are  better  than  one. 
Where  are  you^oing,  Lady  Alicia  P" 

"  With  you,  part  of  the  way ;  I  want  to  speak  to  you, 
and  the  carriage  is  at  the  door,"  returned  her  ladyship, 
taking  abrupt  leave  of  her  friends,  and  accompanying  him 
down  the  stairs. 

"Well,  lady,  what  have  you  to  say  to  meP"  said 
O'DriscoU,  as  he  seated  himself  beside  her  in  the  equipage. 

**  This,  Maurice,"  she  answered  with  offended  mien,  as 
she  stared  reproachfully  into  his  attentive  face:  ^*You 
astonished  me,  and  others  as  well,  by  your  total  forgetful- 
ness  of  yourown  dignity  and  self-respect ;— don't  interrupt 
me,  pray,  I  know  what  I  am  saying.     The  wild  way  you 
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went  on  with  that  artful  girl,  little  short  of  actual  impro- 
priety ;  I  really  thought  you  would  have  kissed  her  when 
she  got  up  such  a  fit  of  sentiment  to  move  your  too  im- 
pressionable heart.  I'm  sure  if  it's  a  fortune  you  want 
with  a  wifoi  you  needn't  stoop  so  low  for  it.  You  are  not 
so  fallen  from  high  estate  as  to  be  oontent  to  descend  to 
degradation." 

*^  My  dear  friend,  you  are  talking  Sanscrit  to  me ;  I  don't 
understand  what  you  mean/'  returned  O'Drisoolli  loftily. 
"I  have  tiot  done  anything  that  I  am  aware  of  improper  or 
unbecoming  the  position  in  which  I  stand  to  liiss  Fitz- 
patriok,  with  my  engagement  to  whom  my  mother  and  her 
uncle  are  quite  pleased." 

"  Hold  I — you  will  kill  me !  Do  you  mean  to  say  you 
are  engaged  to  her — ^to  Alphonse  P" 

^*  Yes ;  why  not  P  I've  been  long  attached  to  her ;  she 
is  my  beau  ideal  of  human  perfection  and  excellence ;  so 
far  above  me,  that  I  had  given  over  as  hopeless  striving 
for  a  prize  a  monarch  might  have  been  blessed  to  win, 
when  the  mad  exploit  of  Colandisk  resulted  in  fortune 
being  propitious/ and  disposing  the  peerless *' 

**  Bay  no  more ;  that  will  do.  I'm  sorry  for  you.  Are 
you  not  going  to  the  prison  ? — I  must  go  home,"  cried  Lady 
Alicia,  incoherently,  as,  struck  to  the  heart,  she  lay  back 
in  the  carriage. 

'*  I  shall  see  you  home,"  said  O'Driscoll,  mildly,  and 
compassionating  in  his  soul  the  disappointed  being  who 
made  no  effort  to  control  or  disguise  her  ill-regulated  feel- 
ings ;  for,  though  annoyed  beyond  measure,  and  entertain- 
ing but  slight  esteem,  and  no  liking  whatever,  for  the 
wuful  woman  who  laid  siege  to  capture  his  affection,  it 
were  not  in  human  nature  not  to  be  flattered  and  softened 
by  the  extravagant  predilection  she  manifested  towards 
him.  Leaving  her  at  the  door  of  her  mansion,  witli  a  few 
courteous  words  of  leave-taking,  from  which  she  sullenly 
turned,  muttering  in  tone  loud  enough  for  him  to  hear, 
"You  know  I  loved  you,  yet  you  spumed  me  for  her. 
Await  the  issue ;  a  Luttrell  will  not  hghtly  brook  soom," 
the  portal  closed  between  them,  and  U'DrisooU,  like  Qpe 
disburdened  of  an  incubus,  hastened  with  elastic  atep  and 
buoyant  spirit  to  'visit  the  ][/risoner  of  Newgate. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

TICISSITUDES   OF    FORIUNE. 

"  For  atillneBa  now— the  BtillneM  of  the  dead, 

Hath  wrapt  that  cunQict's  Ions  and  awful  tceDe, 
And  man's  fonaken  homes  in  ruin  spread. 

Tell  where  the  storming  of  the  cliffs  haUi  been ; 
Sunk  ace  the  ancient  dwelling*  of  her  fame, 
The  children  of  her  Maa  iuhecit  but  the  name." 

flEUAKa. 

The  aotion  in  -which  Miles  had  last  taken  part  previouB  to 
his  heiog  made  prisoner  in  the  routed  diTision  which  was 
conyojiDg  the  women  aad  ohildren  of  the  insurgent  camp 
to  the  Gleu  of  Imaile,  was  the  last  of  any  maguitude  that 
took  place  between  the  lojalists  and  the  patriots,  though 
several  ekirmiBhes  ou  a  lesser  scale  of  desultory  warfare 
ooQtinned  to  be  fought  between  the  oontendine  parties. 
We  have  seen  the  grand  historic  figures  of  the  nation 
arrayed  in  banded  phalanx  to  achieve  the  noblest  emprise 
that  ever  fired  the  enthusiasm  and  glorified  the  aspiration 
of  human  bosom,  to  break  the  strong  arm  of  tyranny,  and 
enfranchise  an  enslaved  people.  Large  of  mind,  and  en- 
dowed with  qualities  niagnifioent  of  heart  and  soul,  yet, 
thwarted  by  adverse  fate,  their  hands  failed  in  grasping 
the  prize  to  which  their  high  courage  had  tided  them,  and 
which  farther  and  ever  farther,  like  the  mirage  of  the 
desert,  receded  beyond  their  reach,  till  weary  of  pursuing 
the  feir  illusion,  lofty  hopes  toned  down,  and  glory's 
dream  vanished  in  the  mournful  waking  of  bosoms  bold 
to  dare,  strong  to  endure,  and  now  iu  storm,  and  cloud, 
and  rain,  breaking  desolate  and  forlorn  while  the  world 
went  its  way  rejoicing,  shouting  pteaos  for  the  winner, 
and  recking  not  of  the  seed  laid  in  the  furrow,  forgotten, 
but  fructifying  not  the  less  surely,  to  burst  forth  in  the 
ooming  spring  with  the  guerdon  of  harvest,  when  they 
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who  BOwed  in  tears  shall  reap  ia  joy,  and  the  crowned 
e£Pbrt  shall  oompensate  for  the  futile  struggle ! 

Disenchanted  of  the  brilliant  romance  that  had  but  latelj 
woTen,  in  gorgeous  tissue,  an  aureole  of  splendour  about 
Itis  life's  morning,  and  sobered  by  the  hue  of  the  pale  gray 
day  lengthening  before  bim,  Miles,  immured  in  the  same 
prison  with  Father  Fitzpatrick,  but  in, a  di£Perent  and 
worse  compartment,  stoically  resigned  himself  to  his 
altered  circumstances,  and  weaving  in  conjecture  his  pro- 
bable future,  into  which  the  phantom  visitant  had  given 
liim  a  foresight.  Yes ;  a  transported  felon  he  should  lan- 
guish out  the  residue  of  his  life  in  convict's  chains,  and  his 
dust  should  lie  beneath  the  flowers  of  a  foreign  land.  So  for 
1  limself  he  had  no  more  to  hope  or  fear ;  but  for  the  unknown 
fate  of  the  child  Effie,  Nelly  Doyle,  Ned  Burke,  and  others 
who  claimed  his  interest,  he  was  grieved  and  sorely  troubled. 
His  brother  Hugh — he  thought  of  him  with  a  pang  of 
regret,,  begotten  of  a  strange,  instinctive  consciousness  that 
took  the  form  of  a  presentiment  that  he  should  never  see 
him  more.  They  had,  as  was  not  their  wont,  embraced  at 
their  last  parting,  which  was  invested  with  a  solemnity  of 
unusual  character ;  though  few  words  were  spoken  between 
them,  yet  the  pressure  of  each  hand,  and  the  look  into 
oxch  other's  eyes,  seemed  now  significantly  portentous  of 
t'le  doom  that  when  next  those  hands  grasped  and  these 
eyes  smiled  greeting,  it  would  not  be  in  this  world.  Then 
Gune  a  thought  of  l^lorenpe  Esmond,  banished  as  soon  as 
jyresented ;  yet  with  a  tear  welling  up  in  his  indignant  eye. 
AYhat  demented  his  reason,  under  any  circumstance,  ever 
to  think  of  her  in  connexion  with  his  destiny  P  Would 
iho  highborn  daughter  of  wealth  and  fashion — willing, 
indeed,  to  ally  with  a  triumphant  victor — waste  a  thought 
iip>u  a  fallen  hero,  a  defamed  rebel?  He  was  in  such 
full  swing  of  vigorous  rumination  upon  the  second  day  of 
liis  captivity,  that  his  theme  was  quite  disorganised  bytbe 
grcitin^  of  the  ponderous  key  of  the  jailer  in  the  look  of 
his  prison  door,  and  the  consecutive  entrance  of  a  robust 
figure,  whose  proprietorship  he  could  not,  in  the  gloom  of 
the  dungeon,  well  make  out,  till  a  familiar  voioe,  shouting 
ftlou  1 :  "  What  a  hole !  worse  than  a  pigsty  I   Fetch  a  light ! 
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Oh,  oh !  I've  broke  my  shin !  Where  is  he  ?  I  say,  Miles, 
come  out  here!"  announced  the  presence  of  Captain 
Courtney. 

With  swift  revulsion  of  feeling,  Miles  came  forward, 
smiling :  *'  Captain  Courtney,  I  am  glad  to  see  you ;  this 
is,  indeed,  kind  of  you.    Will  you  sit  down  P" 

He  offered  the  chair,  but  was  repulsed  with : 

'*No,  you  blockhead!  Come  along;  I'm  half-stifled 
and  whole  poisoned.  I  had  no  idea  it  was  such  an  inferno^ 
or  I  had  never  dreamed  of  such  a  step :  typhus  will  be  the 
end,  and  my  death  will  be  at  Percy's  door.  Hang  you, 
will  you  come  on ;  are  you  fettered  or  bewitched?" 

''  But  am  I  free  to  go  P"  cried  Miles,  looking  at  the 
jailer  with  doubt  and  wonder. 

"  Oh,  you  dolt ! — you  thick-headed  fellow !  Don't  you 
see  the  warrant  in  my  hand?"  roared  the  captain.  ''Did 
you  suppose  we  were  going  to  leave  Percy  in  the  hands  of 
the  Croppies  when  we  could  make  an  exchange,  and 
Colandisk,  writing  letters  all  smirched  with  dirt  and  tears, 
conjuriDg  us  to  pity  him.  Get  on,  get  on ;  I  cannot  speak 
to  you  here ;  it's  getting  late,  and  dinner  will  be  overdone. 
Much  you  care,  with  your  strong  young  stomach  that 
oould  digest  a  saddle ;  but  it  destroys  me,  and  that  daft 
Florence  Esmond  goading  me  to  come  fetch  you  myself, 
till  she  nearly  drove  me  wild  ;  as  if  the  order  sent  to  the 
jailer  wouldn't,  as  I  told  her,  have  done  as  well ;  but  I 
suppose  she  thinks  you  an  idiot  that  would  have  lost  your 
way  in  the  streets.  Oh,  the  blessed  fresh  air !  Call  the 
noddy.  Good-day,  Mr.  Turnkey;  you'll  not  catch  me 
going  again  in  a  hurry  to  visit  your  dominion  on  any  pre- 
text. There,  jump  in ; — and  now,  coachman,  have  us  home 
iu  a  jiffey." 

Miles,  five  minutes  since  a  hopeless  denizen  of  Newgate, 
awaiting  a  patriot  convict's  doom,  now  rattling  in  a  noddy 
along  the  thoroughfares  of  the  gay  metropolis  to  dine  among 
i<n  aristocratic  Government  circle,  seemed  to  be  illustrating 
ill  his  own  person  the  mythological  fiction  realised,  of  trans- 
migration of  souls :  steeped  in  trance-like  stupor,  and  as 
if  spell-bound  in  silence,  ne  suffered  the  garrulous  captain's 
volubility  to  fiow  on  uninterrupted.    Mechanically,  when 
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the  vehicle  stoppedi  he  alighted  and  followed  him  to  the 
drawiogroom.  Stolidly  he  surveyed,  confounded,  the 
well-dressed  company  that  filled  the  saloon,  heard  Mrs. 
Courtney's  exclamation  as  she  came  forward  to  welcome 
him: 

**  Oh,  dear  me !  I  am  so  delighted  to  see  you,  now  that 
we  are  safe  out  of  all  the  fighting  and  dreadful  work  ; — ^it 
was  shocking  V*  like  one  in  lethargy  he  returned  the 
smile  and  greeting  of  Florence  Esmond,  Alphonse  Fitz- 
patrick,  and  Ethel,  as  though  he  felt  it  to  be  a  dream 
which  would  disperse  like  many  another  in  illusion.  He 
gazed  upon  the  scene,  mute  and  rapt ;  nor  was  it  till  the 
cheery  voice  of  O'Driscoll,  ringing  up  the  stairs,  caught  hi^ 
abstracted  ear,  that  he  seemed  to  rouse  up  and  realise  that 
he  Wits  not  thralled  by  some  glamour  of  magic.  Maurice 
entered  the  saloon,  accompanied  by  Don  Antonio.  The 
eyes  of  all  three  met  in  recognition,  and  the  greeting 
that  ensued  with  the  consciousness  of  friendly  faces  group- 
ing roundi  him,  beaming  honest  sympathy  and  truth, 
restored  him  to  his  equilibrium. 

''  I  proclaim  myself  a  convert  henceforth  to  the  dogma 
of  whosoever  inculcates  a  creed  in  the  abstruse  science  of 
mystical  lore,  cabala,  witchcraft,  and  sorcery  of  dream- 
land,"  cried  O'DrisooU,  as  enthusiastically  he  rung  the 
hand  of  Miles.  "  I  was  dreaming  of  you  all  last  night 
that  you  were  ploughing  beside  me,  and  so  here  you  are. 
I  did  not  know  you  had  come  to  town  till  half  an  hour 
ago  I  met  Marmion,  who  told  me  how  matters  stood,  and 
that  there  had^been  an  exchaDge  of  warriors.  Would  to 
heaven  we  could  have  exchanged  at  the  Boyne  ;  it  had 
saved  some  trouble  since." 

**  I,"  said  Don  Antonio,  *'  am  personally  rejoiced  at 
any  event  that  afibrds  me  an  opportunity  of  renewing 
acquaintance  with  a  gallant  friend  but  foi:  whose  brave 
arm  I  had  long  since  been  a  subject  of  Neptune's  realm.*' 

''  Dinner  !  "  shouted  the  pompous  butler,  as  he  threw 
open  the  door,  and  with  stentorian  voice,  moved,  as  by  the 
touch  of  a  spring,  all  the  figures  of  the  saloon  into 
motion. 

**I    was    so    very,   very   sorry   for  you,"   whispered 
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Floreooe  £  mood,  as  she  toiifk  Milee's  proffered  arm,  and 
lingered  aside  till  the  leaders  of  the  cortege  swept  by. 
"  But  BO  thankful  ;ou  have  escaped  aU  worse  fortune, 
faenoeforth  you  must  consider  yourself  our  hostage." 

Miles,  gazing  tenderly  upon  the  nohle,  oandld  face,  that 
yet  shyly  bent  downward  shunned  his  eye,  replied 
eamesUy  :  "  Worse  fate,  indeed,  might  have  oeen  mine  ; 
nevertheless,  if  I  must  congratulate  my  better  fortune, 
ohide  not  that  Bome  regret  for  our  lost  cause  mingles  in 
the  cup." 

There  was  no  response ;  Florence  Esmond  had  too  sen* 
sitive  a  perception  not  to  understand 


and  that  anything  she  could  say  on  the  subject  might  but 
probe  more  aoutely  the  arrow  festering  in  the  sore  wound, 
and  in  silence,  amid  the  general  hum  and  buzz  of  conver- 
sation around  them,  they  took  their  place  at  the  board. 
Miles,  notwithstanding  the  satisfaction  of  being  seated 
next  to  Florence,  feeling  altogether  out  of  his  latitude  in 
the  alien  circle,  where  if  some  might  pity,  few  would 
pympathise  with  him,  and  to  be  an  object  of  commisera- 
tion, indebted  to  condescension  for  patronage,  revolted  his 
pTond  nature  beyond  endurance,  and  by  no  means  con- 
tributed to  render  him  au  agreeable  guest,  as  haughtily 
taciturn,  and  on  the  qtt'  vire  to  resent  the  smallest  expres- 
sion of  implied  affront,  he  sat  sternly,  questioning  himself : 
"  What  brought  me  here  ?  Why  did  I  suffer  myself,  like 
a  mindless  imbecile  to  be  so  kidnapped  ?  Could  I  not  have 
foreseen  that  I  was  brought,  not  to  make  one  of  a  family 
circle,  but  to  he  the  butt  of  criticism,  and  the  scape-goat 
of  curiosity  and  scorn  ?  Peace,  peace ! — let  me  see  out  the 
farce,  and  be  more  wary  henceforth." 

It  has  been  said,  that  in  foreign  countries  the  circle  of 
private  saloons  neutralizes  all  rank,  the  same  observation 
might  apply  to  the  well-bred  ariatooratio  home  circle  in 
ft  yet  wider  sense ;  for  though  the  prestige  and  antece- 
dents of  the  insurgent  Miles  O'Bjrne  were  well-known 
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to  all  present,  no  expression  or  gesturei  eyen  by  implica- 
tion, could  be  oonstrued  to  oonvey  tbe  smallest  sense  of 
anything  short  of  courteous  deference  to  the  stranger,  and 
studious  care  to  avoid  any  topic  likely  to  hurt  or  embarrass 
his  feelings    In  one  case  alone  the  free  and  easy  deport- 
ment which,  banishing  constraint  and  awkward  formality , 
]^romotes    genial   intercourse,    and  establishes  the  most 
distant  on  a  friendly  footing  of  equality,  was  oyerdone 
by  Lord  Carharopton,  who  in  his  extreme  empressemeni 
to  honour   the  stranger,  treated  him  with  a  oeremony 
that  might  befit  a  magnate  of  renown,  but  which  ad- 
dressed to  Miles,  was  fraught  with  a  sense  of  hyperbole  akin 
to  satire,  which  if  it  did  not  discompose  his  self-posses- 
(iion  cased  in  armour  of  proof,  inspired  him  with  a  cordial 
dislike  to  the  obsequious  nobleman.    The  usual  routine 
of  the  aristocratic  dinner-table — soup,  fish,  wine,  viands, 
entremets^    courses — Shaving    been    duly  observed,    sea- 
soned with  the  prescribed  condiment  of  table  talk  and 
small    chat    while    the  desert  was  being    set,    Maurice 
O'Driscoll,  now  publicly  recognised  as  accepted  suitor  by 
Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,   next  to  whom  he  sat,  turning  to 
Lord  Carhampton,  who  with  side  glance  levelled  from 
the  comer  of  his  eye,  was  watching  Florence  Esmond's 
graceful  tact  in  beguiling  her  dull  companion  into  light 
pleasant  conversation,  accosted  him,  saying  : 

**We  saw  the  Chief  Secretary  this  morning,  Don 
Antonio  and  I,  and  it  pleased  the  god  to  lend  a  propitious 
ear  to  our  suit :  he  will  spare  an  hour  from  press  of  busi- 
ness on  Thursday  next  to  give  an  audience  to  Fits- 
patrick." 

Carhampton  smiled,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  and 
elevating  his  eyebrows.  *'  Tant  nmux^  but  I  understand 
from  Claudius  Beresford  the  favour,  not  Belon  regle^  has 
been  only  granted  because  the  priest  intimated  that  he 
had  something  to  say  which  he  would  only  impart  to  the 
ear  of  Castlereagh/' 

*'I  want  to  know  what  the  young  man  has  been  im- 
prisoned at  all  for  t  Such  a  den  !  I  wonder  he  isn't  dead  by 
this,"  exclaimed  Captain  C  >urtn<^y,  who,  very  much  pre- 
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posB«ued  with  Alpbonse  Fitzpatriobi  felt  some  inteiest  in 
ner  brother. 

"  He  was  aooused  upon  some  teBtimony  unknown  to  us, 
of  being  implicated  in  the  society  of  the  United  Irish- 
men," eaid  Don  Antonio.  "Now  I  know  that  was  not 
the  oase>  My  nephew  never  interfered  in  politics,  he  bad 
enoi^h  to  do  besides." 

"  why  did  you  not  press  for  a  trial  ?  That  would  have 
cleared  up  the  matter  cue  way  or  another,"  said  Marmion 
Esmond. 

"  We  did  BO  over  and  over,"  replied  Don  Antonio. 
"But  some  underhand  iudueuce  has  been  at  work  against 
ua.  Father  Patrick  took  au  aotive  part  in  promoting  the 
suppression  of  some  had  houses  in  Crane-lane  and  else- 
where, supported  by  that  infamous  fellow  Uiggins,  and 
we  know  that  he  oonspires  with  some  other  parties  to 
defeat  justice  and  retain  hold  of  their  victioi ;  but,  when 
Lord  C'astlereagh  sees  him  and  hears  his  defence,  it  will 
result  in  an  order  for  his  liberation." 

"  Not  without  Claudius  Beresford's  saoolioD,"  said 
Carbampton.  "You  know  that  the  Beresfords  rule  the 
Castle,  and  in  the  fact  that  your  friend  is  a  priest  they  will 
find  matter  enough  to  oondemo." 

"  A  flue  state  of  thingp,"  exclaimed  O'DriscoU.  "  I'm 
glad  to  see  Qrattan  is  returned  to  Dublin ;  we  want  some 
such  leviathan  to  shake  the  senate  up  to  remodel  the 
constitution,  and  so  adjust  everything  into  order  that 
justice  may  act  untrammelled  by  judge?,  unwarped  by 
jurits,  and  uninfluenced  by  rabbles,  and  that  overt  crimp, 
not  proscribed  creed,  may  be  the  test  of  a  mau's  deseits 
and  assign  the  measure  of  his  penalty.  When  will  our 
legisIatoiB  learn  to  have  common  sense. ' 

"  You  can  expect  no  flower  where  there  is  no  root," 
observed  Miles.  "  Would  the  country  have  been  plunged 
into  all  the  horrors  of  insurrection  had  there  been  a  few 
wise  men  at  the  helm  of  state  to  control  and  master  the 
tide  of  oppression  that  Bwept  over  it  ?    Never.'' 

"  Why  was  not  the  country  amenable  to  the  views  of 
Government,  and  submiEsive  to  the  policy  of  Castk- 
lea^hP"  said  Lord  Carhamptor,  blandly.   "Why  did  the 
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insubordinate  people  oppose  the  proposed  measure  of  the 
Union,  and  obstruct  Parliament  in  voting  for  it  P  It  has 
resulted  but  in  their  own  punishmenti  and  will  not,  I 
anticipate,  stay  the  process  of  the  inevitable  issue,  for 
Castlereagh  is  inexorably  bent  on  carrying  his  point,  and 
many  of  the  members  are  with  him." 

**  It  may  be  so,"  said  Miles,  bitterly,  "  for  he  has  the 
powers  of  darkness  leagued  with  him  against  us  as  well." 

"  And  I,"  cried  O'Drisooll,  wrathfuUy,  '*  reiterate,  in  the 
words  of  Flunket,  that  Parliament  is  incompetent  to  pass 
the  Act  of  Union,  that  it  will  be  a  nullity,  no  man  will 
be  bound  to  obey  it.  Members  are  elected  and  appointed 
to  exercise  the  functions  of  legislator?,  not  to  transfer 
them ;  thoy  may  extinguish  themselves,  but  they  cannot 
extinguish  a  national  property.  The  suicide  might  as 
well  hope  that  the  act  which  destroys  his  body  should 
annihilate  his  soul.  It  can  never  be,  for  all  Castlereagh's 
audacious  efforts." 

**  I  say,  Miles,"  exclaimed  Captain  Courtney, "  now 
that  you  broached  yourself  the  theme,  and  so  loosed  our 
tongues,  how  comes  it  that  your  invincible  legions,  after 
having  wrestled  with  the  might  of  England,  and  floored 
St.  George  and  the  dragon  in  so  many  a  stiff  bout,  and, 
egad,  msiking  us  quake  up  here  like  leaves  on  an  aspen, 
that  you  collapsed  all  of  a  sudden,  not  victors,  yet  cer- 
tainly not  licked  to  any  extent  worth  an  ovation  by  our 
doughty  heroes  ?  Had  you  held  out  a  month  longer  I 
might  have  thought  of  joining  you.  Why  didn't  you 
push  on,  and  make  good  your  vaunt  of  some  fine  things — 
not  for  lack  of  impudent  courage.  111  be  sworn  P" 

''Not  from  lack  of  courage,'*  solemnly  repeated  Miles, 
transported  in  thought  from  the  scene  to  the  ruin,  and  as 
he  conjured  up  with  vivid  distinctness  each  oircumstanoe 
of  that  night  his  visage  unconsciously  underwent  a  trans- 
formation of  expression  that  riveted  the  notice  of  all,  as 
he  added,  in  tone  hollow  and  mysterious :  '^  No,  not  for 
lack  of  courage ;  victors,  yet  slaves  and  bondsmen  in  our 
own  land  !" 

"  Oh,  bother  !  —no  such  thing,  I  gainsay  that.  What 
conundrum  are  you  coining  (^'  cried  O'DrisooU.     <<  That's 
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the  only  thing  I  take  exoeption  to  vith  Ofttbolios— tliey 
are  too  ascetic :  pardon  my  bluntness,  ye  of  tbe  anoient 
creed,  whose  other  merits  I  admit  and  extol;  but  I  do  and 
■  will  mointain  that  fish  diet  so  frequently,  and  maceration 
of  tbe  flesh,  is  highly  injurious  to  the  spirit,  and  adverse 
to  the  development  of  a  robust  frame,  and  sleek,  comely 
physiognomy,  ^ow,  just  to  illustrate  the  theory,  compare, 
Miles,  yoaraelf,  with  Courtney  and  me — choice  specimens 
of  the  genus  homo — and  shout  a  credo  in  beef  and  mutton." 

Miles  laughed.  "  I  fear  your  theory  would  be  open  to 
much  conflicting  argument ;  but  there  is  cue  thing  you 
must  admit  in  favour  of  meagre  diet — it  does  not  impair 
musole  and  sinew,  or  the  quality  of  nerve  and  valour  in 
tbe  soldier's  bosom.  I  cite,  for  example,  tbe  thousands  of 
our  brave  peasants  who  fought  and  bled  in  our  cause.  No 
BODB  of  lusnry  they,  and  yet  I  question  if  knightly  arm 
might  boast  of  equal  prowess." 

"A  case  in  point  not  to  be  denied,"  said  Captain 
Courtney,  good-humouredly.  "  Maurice,  we  are  defeated, 
my  boy,  but,  for  all  that,  I'll  be  no  convert  to  fish.  Let 
us  toast  our  absent  friends,"  be  added,  as  Mrs.  Courtney 
made  a  sign  for  the  ladies  to  withdraw. 

In  those  bygone  days  of  convivial  sociality,  with  the 
absence  of  the  fair  monitresses  vanished  all  deferential 
restraint.  The  wine-oup  circulated  freely,  and  tongues, 
hitherto  bound  by  conventional  rule,  let  loose,  gave  voluble 
swing  to  the  pent-up  thoughts  and  feelings  of  the  guests, 
according  to  each  one's  individual  bias  of  mind  or  inte- 
rest, and  OS  these  were  yarioue,  and  prone  to  collide  in 
clash  of  argument.  Miles  O'fiyrne,  vigilantly  on  the  watch 
for  the  first  indication  of  the  current  setting  against  him, 
took  au  early  opportunity,  pleading  a  headache,  to  retire 
to  the  more  genial  sphere  of  the  drawingroom,  and  the 
more  attractive  society  of  Florence  Esmond,  whose  deli- 
cately-conveyed sentiments  and  candidly  expressed  sym- 
pathy had  been  very  grateful  to  his  heart,  and  revived  tbe 
pleasurable  oonsiousness  that,  affect  whom  it  might,  his 
altered  fortune  had  wrought  no  change  in  her  regard,  and 
that  the  dream  be  had  loved  to  cherish  might,  at  least  in 
part,  be  realised  yet.     Then — then — since  fatehod  denied 
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the  higher  guerdon  of  his  aspiratioD,  in  the  devotion  ant^ 
love  of  a  dear  wife,  and  orowned  with  domestic  felicity,  in 
the  seclusion  of  some  Arcadian  scene,  might  he  not  be 
happy  ? — ay,  remote  from  the  tumult  of  the  world,  make 
for  himself  and  those  he  loved  an  Eden  upon  earth  ? 
Filled  with  thoughts  like  these,  he  entered  the  saloon,  and 
with  brow  smooth  and  serene,  and  beaming  eye,  he  seated 
himself  beside  Florence,  who  made  room  for  him  on  the 
divan,  and  beckoned  him,  with  a  smile,  to  approach. 

**  I  am  so  glad,  so  glad  and  so  thankful  to  you,''  he 
whispered,  looking  at  Alphonse,  who,  engaged  with  Ethel 
and  Mrs.  Courtney  at  the  piano,  had  not  seen  him  enter, 
'^  that  what  I  had  so  wished  has  fallen  out,  and  that  Miss 
Fitzpatrick  has  consented  to  make  my  friend  O'DriscoU 
happy,  as  he  deserves  to  be.'' 

Florence  returned,  smiling :  '*  I  had  no  hand,  I  may 
say,  in  the  business,  therefore  I  should  accept  your  thanks 
upon  a  false  pretence.  Maurice  came  and  irresistibly 
pleaded  his  cause.  He  chose  an  auspicious  hour,  and  his 
suit  was  granted.  I  am  sure  they  will  be  very  happy, 
their  ideas  and  natures  appear  to  be  so  similar ;"  and  as 
she  spoke,  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick,  turning  to  address  some 
words  to  her,  perceived  Miles,  and  came  forward,  but  had 
no  time  to  express  the  words  her  sympathy  and  gratitude 
had  suggested,  when  O'DriscoU  entered,  yearning  for  the 
more  agreeable  company  of  the  fair  fiaiwee,  whom  he 
joined,  saying,  with  a  laugh  : 

^'  I  protest  I  am  rather  disposed,  shock  whom  I  may  by 
the  assertion,  to  regard  those  duplicate  kings,  Pharao  and 
Herod,  in  the  light  of  benefactors  to  the  world  ;  oertainly 
to  construe  mildly  of  their  offence  in  decimating  the  male 
population  of  their  day.  Bless  us  I  what  a  reign  of  luxu- 
rious ease  would  be  ours,  if  some  savagely-beneficent 
potentate  would  arise  in  this  our  time,  and,  weeding 
society,  leave  but  a  few  privileged  ones  of  our  pugnacious 
sex  to  enjoy  the  beatitude  of  the  peri's  dominions !'' 

''  Just  like  you,  men,  selfish  ever  I"  exclaimed  a  voice 
that,  jarring  discordantly  upon  his  nerves,  disarrangetl 
every  chord  that  had  quivered  with  harmonious  music  iu 
Lis  bosom ;  and  O'DriscoU,  taken  by  surprise,  fixed  a  most 
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dramatic  stare  upon  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  who,  wholly 
unezpeoted,  had  just  entered  with  her  friend  Miss  Gubbins, 
who  was  in  deep  mourning  Tor  one  of  her  sisters,  who  bad 
been  burned  in  Scullabogue  Barn  by  the  rebels  when  they 
fired  it,  in  fieroe  reprisal  of  the  camp,  vith  their  wounded 
of  two  hundred  men.  being  consumed  to  ashes  previously 
by  the  royalist  troops.  "Irrespective  of  our  feelings," 
continued  the  lady,  smiling,  half-satirioally,  balf-aweetly, 
"  you  would  condemn  us  to  the  option  of  polygamy  or 
celibacy,  or  even  risk  tearing  out  each  other's  eyes  for  sake 
of  the  dear  creatures  so  limitedly  sprinkled  among  us  ;  but, 
the  stars  be  blessed !  there's  no  chance  of  your  becoming 
such  demigode,  and  we  shall  have  enough  to  choose 
among,"  she  glanced  graciously  at  Miles.  Then,  familiarly 
taking  Alphonse's  hand  and  pressing  it  between  her  own, 
with  a  smile  that  mighthave  become  a  seraph,  she  added, 
looking  full  at  the  discomposed  OT)riBooll,  and  speaking 
aoUo  Toce  :  "  Tou  must  give  me  credit  for  being  very  ami- 
able, when  I  tell  you  I  accepted  Mrs.  Courtney's  invita- 
tion for  this  evening  that  I  might  prove  how  entirely  to 
have  forgiven  you  and  felicitated  dear  Alphonse  on  her 
conquest ;"  she  kissed  the  young  girl.  "  We  must  always 
be  great  friends  ;  shall  we  not  1'" 

"  I  hope  so,"  smiled  Alphouse.  diffidently,  and  looking 
for  corroborative  aigoat  O'Driscoll,  who,  quit©  relieved  and 
gained  over  by  Lady  Alicia's  frank  and  generous  proceed- 
ing, made  hsste  to  answer: — 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you.  Lady  Alicia.  I  respond  to 
your  good  wishes  along  with  Alphonse.  I  hope  we  shall 
always  be  good  friends,  and  I  quite  retract  all  I  said  in  a 
fit  of  spleen  in  favour  of  King  Herod,  offering,  in  excuse 
or  extenuation  of  my  testy  humour  that,  with  my  ears 
moidered  Irom  the  din  of  fdteroation  among  the  gods  over 
their  wine,  coming  into  a  region  redolent  of  perfume, 
zephyrs,  music,  and  sunshine,  my  too  loquacious  tongue 
gave  out  the  thought  of  my  heart " 

"  I'm  glad  you're  penitent,"  simpered  Lady  Alicia, 
seating  herself  on  a  chair  next  to  Kiles,  and  with  bewitch- 
ing smile,  essaying  a  cast  of  her  net  to  entangle  another 
prize — not  one  that  took  her  taacy — but  though  diQeri&% 
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in  style  from  O'Driscolly  he  was  of  appearance  not  less 
imposing,  indeed  more  bo.  •  With  swift  perception,  too, 
she  had  divined,  as  sedate  and  amused  he  watched  her 
movements,  that  there  seemed  to  he  something  more  than 
ordinary  courtesy  between  him  and  Florence  Esmond. 
A  smile,  a  look  of  understanding  she  had  noticed  pass 
between  them  ;  it  was  enough.  She  would  enter  the  lists 
for  conquest,  to  what  end  she  did  not  quite  well  know  yet ; 
for  she  had  not  even  now  relinquished  all  hope  or  thought 
of  O'DriscoU,  whom  she  meant  to  gall  with  jealousy.  Yes, 
she  would  oust  Florence  Esmond,  and  drag  Miles  a  willing 
thrall  to  her  feet ;  hut  more — she  hesitated,  awed  by  his 
mien — she  did  not  think  she  could  brook  him  for  a  liege 
lord. 

So»  while  O'DriecoU  sat  apait  with  Alphonse  absorbed 
in  tender  converse,  and  rapt  in  present  oblivion  of  all  the 
world  beside,  and  grave  Don  Antonio,  followed  by  the 
half4nebriated  company  from  the  diningroom,  trooped  with 
noisy  clamour  of  tongues  into  the  saloon  for  tea  and  coffee 
and  music.  Lady  Alicia  applied  herself  to  the  oongenial 
task  of  snaring  hearts,  and  the  more  guarded  or  impreg* 
nable  the  fortress  was  likely  to  prove,  all  the  more  reso- 
lutely she  set  to  work  her  engines  to  reduce  it.  Masked 
batteries,  open  assault,  secret  undermining,  nothing  should 
be  left  untried,  and  vigorously  she  commenced  operations, 
while  Florence  Esmond,  amazed,  looked  helplessly  on. 
And  Miles,  fortified  in  his  position,  and  discerning  her 
tactics,  diverted  beyond  expression,  fenced  with  the  fair 
besieger,  and  plied  his  own  missiles  of  wit  and  humour, 
banter  and  raillery,  to  foil,  cajole,  combat,  and  rout  her 
from  the  field,  all  to  no  purpose :  she  held  her  ground. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

CI.EAMJ   0?    SUNSHIKE. 

"  A  inomsnt  onlj  and  tbe  tigbt  and  glorj 
Fadrd  sosv,  uid  the  diicontoUto  (bore 
Stood  Ions'?  u  bcforF. 
And  tbe  vi!d  totea  of  tba  promontory 
Around  me  tbuddercd  in  ;be  wind,  and  ahtii 
Tbeir  petAli  of  pale  rad." 

LoROrKUAw. 

"  Know  witbin  thii  foAi  tbere  dwelU  a  loul  ai  higb 
Aa  warrlnra  in  their  battln  o'er  have  proved. 
Or  patriate  on  tbe  acaffold." 

IlESlAMi. 

Ir  vas  a  balmj  July  morning.  lAght  tioeoy  olouds  of 
amber-hu6  were  floating  on  their  silent  way  athwart  tlie 
InmiDous  expanse  of  firmameDt  oaoopyiog  the  earth  be- 
□e&tb,  KaA  from  the  flaming  orb,  enthroned  ia  maj.e8ty 
^bore,  streamed  down  refulgent  rays,  vhose  ardour  was 
Boaroely  tempered  by  gentle  zephyrs,  whose  wings,  flutter- 
ing with  languid  motion,  fanned  the  hill-3ide  and  theglade. 
It  was  a  day  surely  designed  by  Nature  "for  a  holiday, 
for  hfir  children  of  every  class,  from  the  tiny  inseot  to 
lordly  man,  to  come  forth  and  revel  in  the  gushing  tide  of 
exhilarating  joy  infused  into  his  bosom,  and  quaff  of  the 
oup  she  offered,  whose  ingredieute,  more  delicious  than  the 
nectar  that  crowned  Olympian  banquets,  had  power  to 
soothe  the  troubled  breast  and  instil  an  elixir  of  new-born 
life,  health,  and  strength  into  the  weary  spirit  of  care. 
Yet,  alas !  marred  by  ferocious  human  passions,  Nature's 
beneficent  design  was  thwarted  ;  for  thousands  mourned, 
while  but  few  rejoiced,  and  scalding  tears  mingled  with 
blood-Stains,  among  the  opening  flowers  that  strewed  their 
|)ath,  as,  with  tired  feet  pacing  the  yet  dewy  green  swatd, 
two  young  girls,  mere  children  in  external  form,  but  pre- 
cociously mature  of  aspect,  came  wending  along  towards  the 
city,  whose  distant  spires  were  now  in  view,  darkly  photo- 
graphed upon  the  golden  mist  of  the  morning. 
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There  it  is,  Nelly ! — there's  Dublin  1 "  cries  Euphemia 
to  her  oompanion,  as,  after  an  interval  of  long  silenoe,  her 
straining  eyes  caught  the  first  glimpse  of  the  shadowy 
outlines  of  their  destination.  ^'  Now,  let  us  sit  dawn  and 
rest  awhile,  for  I  can  go  no  farther.  Look  at  my  feet,  how 
swelled  and  cut  they  are ! — and  as  for  these  old  shoes, 
I  might  as  well,  and  better,  be  like  you^  without  any,  for 
all  the  good  they  are." 

"  I'm  afeard  if  we  sit  down  we'll  find  it  harder  to  get 
up,*'  replied  Nelly,  at  the  same  time  yielding  to  the  luxury, 
aud  casting  her  fatigued  limbs  upon  a  bank  beside  the 
Dodder,  in  whose  limpid  stream  she  began  to  plash  her 
bruised  and  blistered  feet.  '^  Are  ye  sure  it's  Dublin,  Miss 
Effie  ?     It  has  a  great  lot  of  houses  entirely  in  it." 

"  I  know  it  is ;  I  know  the  look  of  the  country  all  about. 
I  think  we  are  somewhere  about  Donnybrook.  I  remem- 
ber driving  this  way  once  with  Miles  and  Hugh." 

•'  An*  when  we  get  to  Dublin,  what'ill  we  do  there, 
acmhla  ?'*  was  Nelly's  inquiry,  with  a  searching  look  at 
her  companion.  **  Tou  know  they  won't  let  us  see  Mr. 
Miles,  an'  we  don't  know  what  prison  he's  in  naither.  Och 
musba  !  what  a  misfortune  it  was  to  lose  Elitty  Burke  and 
Ned  in  the  scrimmage ;  I  wonder  wor  they  killed  P" 

"  I'm  afraid  they  were,  Nelly  ;—  but  what's  the  use  of 
fretting  ?  Maybe  Miles  is  dead,  too.  If  I  could  find  the 
priest  I  used  to  go  to  confession  to.  Father  Paul  Finn;  but 
lie  was  sent  to  another  chapel  before  I  left  school,  and  a 
young  priest  came  in  his  place.     At  any  rate,  well  see 

some  priest,  and  he'll  advise  us  what  to  do»     I  wish  we 

had  something  to  eat ;  I'm  very  hungry." 

"  So  am  I,  Miss  Effie.    We  haven't  tasted  a  mouthful 

Fince  yesterday  morning,  an'  then  only  a  couple  o'  praties 

the  poor  woman  gave  us,  an'  we  walkin'  the  whole  time, 

except  a  stop  now  an'  agin  to  rest." 
"  And  we  haven't  a  penny  between  ns  to  get  a  bit  of 

bread,"  said  Effie,  despondingly. 

"  Maybe,  aianna,  if  ye  went  among  yer  firiendh  some  of 

'em  'ud  give  you  anyway  a  meal  out  o'  kindness,"  suggested 

Nelly.     "  I  wonder  now  would  them  schoolmiasufles  take 

pity  on  ye  ?"    Effie  gave  a  scornful  laugh. 
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*'  K I  ooDld  get  over  my  Bhama  to  oek  them  they  would 
not,  Nelly.  They'd  give  rae  a  long  lecture  about  my 
'wiokedness,  and  jibe  me  that  I  was  the  prodigal,  coma  back 
from  being  famished  on  busks,  and  all  that,  I  wonder  is 
Miss  Fjtzpatriok  there  still  ? — sha  would  help  me  if  she 
oould,  I  know ;  but  she  hasn't  much  herself.  I  don't  know 
what  we'll  do." 

**  I'll  tell  ye  what  we'll  do,  Mies  E^e  !"  exclaimed  Nelly, 
Btruok  by  a  sudden  inspiration  that  imparted  vivaoity  to 
every  feature  ;  "  we'll  earn  our  bread  I" 

Effie  opened  her  eyes  very  wide,  and  laughed  incredu- 
lously. "  Unless  we  turn  to  beg,  Nelly,  I  don't  see  how 
we  are  to  set  about  it  in  this  trim.  Suppose  I  went  and 
asked  to  be  employed  at  needlework  they'd  shut  the  door 
in  my  face,  and  if  you  offered  for  kitohenmaid  you'd  get 
no  better  answer." 

"  I'm  not  goin'  to  hire  to  anyone  but  myself  an*  be  my 
own  mistress  !"  said  Kelly,  with  a  toss  of  her  head  ;  "nor 
do  you  naither :  we've  both  got  too  good  an  edieation  to 
demean  onrselTes  to  sarvice  I  Here's  my  plan  :  you've  an 
illigant  voioe,  Miss  Effie,  an'  I've  a  good  wit.  Let  you 
an'  I  go  together — one  to  sing  ballads  and  me  to  tell  for- 
tunes. Never  fear  but  we'll  earn  nhat'll  keep  us  in  influ- 
enoe  onot  we  sorape  together  enough  to  mask  in  characther. 
I  with  a  gipsy  hat  an'  cloak  «n'  you  dressed  like  a  May- 
queen  ;  won't  it  be  beautiful  ?"  Effie  gazed  in  meditative 
nleuce ;  the  original  idea  pleased  her  immensely. 

"  I  declare,  Nelly,  you're  worth  your  weight  in  gold  !" 
she  cried  at  length,  entbusiastioally.  "  And  we  oaa  travel 
over  the  whole  country,  and  go  to  fairs  and  danoes,  and 
see  fun,  and  live  as  happy  as  two  queens,  you  and  I — only 

"     A  sudden  cloud  darkened  the  spirit  of  the  dream. 

"  If  we  happened  on  Miles  or  Hugh,  what  would  they  say?" 

"I  dunno  what  tbey  could  say,  Miss  Effie.  I  don't 
suppose  they'd  want  us  to  starve  for  the  grandeur  of  the 
family,  an'  it  'ud  be  worse  shame  to  beg  or  to  steal.  Just 
do  as  ye  like.  I've  a  good  voice  o'  my  own  and  can  act 
in  two  parts,  if  ye'd  liefer  stay  at  home  and  mind  the 
house :  only  I  thought  two  would  earn  more  nor  one ; 
besides  the  company.    Will  yoa  get  ap  an' oome  on  ?  I 
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hear  a  bell  ringin'  eopiewliere ;  an'  I  doubt  is  there  any 
chapel  where  we  oould  get  Mass  this  Sunday  mornin'  ? 
Sure  I'd  have  niver  come  so  far  from  home,  but  that  all 
belongiu'  to  me  is  undher  the  sod^  except  you  and  Johnny, 
barriu'  he's  kilt  wid  the  rest.  Qod  rest  their  souls  in 
glory!" 

Ef fie  rose  wearily,  saying :  "  Maybe  we'll  be  in  time  for 
last  Mass  in  Clarendon-street ;  and,  Kelly,  I've  made  up 
my  mind  for  us  both  to  go  on  the  stage — that  ie,  you  turn 
gipsy  and  tell  fortunes  and  I  sing  ballads,  and  who  knows 
our  luck  t     Come  on  1" 

Having  thus  debated  and  sait^sfaotorily  settled  the  pro- 
gramme of  their  future  career,  the  juvenile  friends,  with 
renovated  spirit,  resumed  their  march. 

It  was  the  Sabbath  Day ;  the  city  was  musical  with  the 
ringing  of  church  bells  and  alive  with  processions  of  people 
in  gala  costume  filing  along  to  the  place  of  worship.     Axnid 
the  joyous  peal  of  metal  tongues  calling  to  prayer,  the  voice 
of  the  Catholic  temple  alone  was  mute:  no  chime  from  tower 
or  belfry  sprinkled  the  air  with  hallowed  echoes  vibrating 
upon  the  ear,  but,  like  a  mourner  in  the  crowd,  stood  the 
solemn  fane,  apart  and  hidden  out  of  public  view,  with 
silent  finger  lifted,  beckoning  her  children  to  her  bosoms 
and,  answering  to  her  summons,  they  came>  crowding.    A 
motley  throng,  for  the  most  part,  gleaned  from  the  pur- 
lieus of  misery.     Squalid,  nak^d,  not  attractive  to  human 
sense  in  any  wise,  the  foetid  stream  of  poverty  flowed  on 
and  coagulated  in  dense  mass  in  the  aisle  of  Glacendon- 
stx^t  chapel,  Denmark- street,  and  other  resorts  of  ancient 
worship;  while,  segregated  from  the  multitude,  like  flowen 
gathered  in  a  b6uquet,  a  few  of  better  degree  and  favDured 
with  worldly  substance,  bedkened  in  gay  trappings,  filled 
the  galleries  and  nK)re  reserved  portions  of  tbb  edifice. 
Within  the  ohancel  of  Clarendon-street  chapel  was  already 
congregated  a  good  many  of  the  Roman  Catholic  oitiiepB, 
while  others  stUl  came  crowding  in,  and  acolytes  were  light- 
ing the  candles  on  the  altar.     Don  Antonio  and  Alphonse 
Fitzpatrick  occupied  a  front  bench  beside  Miles  O'pvmej 
who  had  come  early.    And  so  absorbed  in  profound  deto- 
tion  was  each  that,  heeding  not  the  influx  that  soon  over- 
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crowded  tlie  limitefl  enclosure,  they  merely  drew  up  more 
oloaely  to  make  room  for  a  gentleman  who  oame  and  knelt 
beside  Alphonse,  till  a  cough,  whether  accidental  or  de- 
signed, drew  their  nttention,  and  Alphonse,  lifting  her 
eyes,  met  the  unclouded,  joyous  smile  of  Maurice 
O'DriscoII. 

It  may  be  that  in  each  human  life  there  are  moments 
given,  whose  supreme  felicity  typifies  or  foreshadowa  the 
beatitude  of  the  blessed,  when  the  thrill,  as  of  &  drop  from  a 
magio  vial,  glides  into  the  secret  soul  and  wakes  it  to  a 
perception  of  bliae,  transporting  it  beyond  the  verge  of 
life's  trailing  cares  and  the  world's  oppressive  slumber  to 
rest  in  the  unexplored  regions  of  eternal  peace ;  when  the 
spirit,  replumed  for  flight,  shakes  from  its  pinions  the  dust 
of  earth,  and  soars  like  an  eagle  to  bask  iu  the  blaze  of  the 
Bun,  and  make  its  nest  among  golden  clouds  for  evermore. 
Suoh  moments  may  be  given  to  mortals,  but  to  many  they 
ore  the  sure  precursor  of  the  brooding  storm,  presaged  by 
the  very  tinge  of  melancholy,  beautiful  yet  omioouB,  as 
the  autumnal  tints  of  bloom  that  forerun  leafless  woods 
and  desolate  plains,  or  the  evaneEoent  glory  of  western 
skies  preluding  tlie  sunset  and  the  midnight  hour;  yet  no 
tinge  of  the  crepe  oast  a  shadow  upon  tlio  white  light  that 
rapt  the  soul  of  Maurioe  O'DriscoII  at  this  moment  in 
elysium.  That  look,  that  smile  of  Alphonse'a  had  stirred 
every  pulse  of  bis  heart  to  quivering  music ;  and  in  long 
future  years,  beneath  the  skies  of  distant  lands,  pilgrim 
through  a  cold  gray  world,  where  Hope's  blossoms  never 
fruited,  and  dreams  of  beatitu'lo  vanished  in  the  gloom  of 
dawn,  and  the  crash  of  the  storm  that  wrecked  hearts  and 
homes,  and  blotted  out  stars  and  sunshine,  the  golden 
memory  of  this  hour — the  lighted  altar,  the  vested  priest.  , 
the  kneeling  throng,  the  solemn  roll  of  the  organ,  the 
wafting  incense,  tlie  rapt  devotion  of  the  worshippers, 
the  form  of  his  affianced  brido,  transfigured,  to  the  sem- 
blanoe,  in  his  eyes,  of  a  celestiaL  being  rendering  homage 
before  the  Holy  of  Holies,  all  and  every  iota  of  this  scene, 
indelibly  impressed  on  his  heart,  defied  obliteration.  Oh, 
it  was  a  happy  day  in  his  life's  oalendar !  But  what  for 
Alphonae  f    Trerauloua  with  emotion  ebe  ^irayed— wsr? 
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prayer  was  for  him — in  the  full  tide  of  her  heart's  gush 
of  thanksgiving.  She  united  for  him  a  sacrifice  with 
that  of  the  altar  ;  it  was  accepted*  When  Mass  was 
over  and  the  crowd  departed,  she  put  her  hand  into  his  and 
oame  forth.  How  resplendent  looked  the  world.  Never 
shone  the  sun  in  so  blue  a  sky,  never  rolled  the  turbid 
LiflFey  waters  so  tinted  with  gold :  there  was  melody  in 
the  sound  of  every  voice,  and  perfume  in  the  rustle  of  every 
breeze ! 

"  What  brought  the  scape-goat  among  the  sheep,  let  me 
askP'*  cried  Don  Antonio,  good-humouredly,  striking 
Maurice  on  the  shoulder  as  they  proceeded  home.  **  Hadn't 
you  your  own  church  to  go  to  ?"  Maurice  screwed  his  lips 
with  comic  expression : 

"  WeD,  yes ;  but  you  see  as  I  am  no  believer  in  the 
stability  of  a  divided  house,  and  the  fanatics  have  failed  to 
convince  me  that  the  charter  of  salvation  is  exclusively 
theirs,  by  right  of  their  superior  sanctity,  I  feel  more  of  a 
mind  to  jog  along  with  my  wife  her  way,  which  is  just  as 
likely  to  be  the  right  one  to  heaven,,  craving  her  leave  to 
go  now  and  again  to  church  for  variety,  and  to  keep  the 
parson   in  good   humour  and  give   edification." 

Miles  laughed.  **  Your  children  will  be  all  piebald!— 
good  heaven  !  your  house  will  be  like  a  menagerie." 

"  Mercy  on  me,  you  Job's  comforter ! — is  not  that  the 
very  thing  I  am  trying  to  avoid  ?  Only  fancy,  Alphonse, 
our  eldest  son  a  Quaker.  No,  no ;  my  family  shsdl  be  a 
pattern  of  harmony,  you  exasperating  fellow :  and  to 
achieve  the  desideratum,  set  the  example.  What  are 
you  blushing  for  ?  Here  comes  a  concourse  of  variegated 
costume  and  piety  streaming  from  St.  Andrew's,  and 
blocking  up  the  crossing,  conspicuous  among  them  Lady 
Alicia  Luttrell  and  Lord  Carhampton.  Now  defend  your- 
self, Ulysses,  from  being  besirened,  while  Alphonse  and  I 
make  off  to  Kildare-street,  where  mother  expects  us  to 
luncheon." 

"  I'm  so  happv  to  meet  you,  Mr.  O'Byme,"  exdaimed 
Lady  Alicia,  shaking  hands  with  Miles,  bowing  stiffly  to 
Don  Antonio,  and  gazing  with  splenetic  eyes  after  the 
stately  form  of  O'DriscolI,  moving  down  Nassau-street, 


GLEAMS  OF  SUNSHINE,  651 

and  the  graoeful  figure  of  Alphonse,  fleet  as  a  deer,  and 
undulating  a!t  a  slender  reed  twined  to  ao  oak,  leaning  on 
his  arm,  "You  will  be  glad  to  heap,"  she  added,  "Percy 
Esmond  and  Colandiek  arrived  yesterday  ; — but  oome  to 
luncKeon,  and  we'll  tell  you  all  the  news." 

"  Sorry  I  can't,  Lady  Alice  ;— I'm  engBged,"  said 
Miles,  curtly. 

"  Oh,  tut,  sir,  tut,"  cried  Lord  Corhampton  ;  "  no  en- 
gagement can  stand  against  a  lady's  request :  you  must 
come,  and  your  friend,  Don  Antonio." 

"  How  if  there  be  two  ladies  in  qneetion  ?"  bluntly 
answered  unsophisticated  Miles,  "  I  have  promised  Miss 
Esmond,  and  only  turned  out  of  my  way  to  see  Don 
Antonio  as  far  as  Dame-street,  on  his  way  to  Newgate. 
Honeur  man  enfant,  as  the  French  say — Honour  stands 
first.  Adieu  au  revoir."  And  lifting  his  hat  to  the  lady,  vith 
utmost  sangfroid.  Miles  passed  on  bis  way,  leaving  Lady 
Alicia  sulkily  pouting,  and  Lord  Carbampton  muttering 
between  his  teeth : 

"  Impudent  puppy  !  When  we  honour  him  again  with 
an  invitation  he'll  come  on  his  koees.  So  Miss  Esmond 
is  the  quarry  he  pursues,  as  I  suspected.  Well,  Til  foil 
that  chase.  I'll  see  Marmion  this  very  day,  and  put  him 
on  his  guard,  and  make  liim  kick  out  the  interloper,  if  he 
would  not  see  his  family  disgraced  by  alliance  with  a 
popish  Irish  rebel." 

While  thus  Lady  Alicia  and  Lord  Carhampton  sought 
solace  in  each  otlier's  vexation,  and  Miles  and  Don 
Antonio  pursued  their  separate  routes,  O'Brisooll  and  his 
companion,  in  great  glee,  made  their  way  to  Kildare- 
street.  Lady  O'DriscoU,  on  the  watcb,  received  them  as 
they  ascended  the  stairs,  and  having  over  and  over  em- 
braced Alphonse  with  expressions  of  endearment,  and 
been  greeted  with  reciprocal  caresses  by  her  future 
dangbter-in-lnw,  she  conducted  her  to  the  drawingroom, 
where  she  was  surprised  and  disconcerted  at  the  sight  of 
her  aunt.  Miss  Fanny  Higgenboggau  ;  but  the  soft  voice 
of  Lady  O'Drisooll,  saying:  "My  love,  your  aunt  is  very 
glad  to  see  you,"  and  the  corroborative  smile  and 
approach  of  the  lady  to  kiss  her,  banished    diffidence, 
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and  amused  at  Maurice's  surreptitious  grknaoe  of  an- 
noyanoe,  she  extended  her  band,  and  said  softly,  and  with 
bright  eye  : 

*'  Aunt,  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  and  hope  you  won't  be 
angry  any  more." 

**  Don't  say  a  word  more,  child,"  cried  Miss  Fanny, 
chattering  in  her  excitement  to  vindicate  herself.  **  I  was 
angry  with  you,  Alphonse,  for  your  own  good,  when  you  so 
ridiculously  gave  up  the  fine  fortune  Jerry  left  you  :  threw 
it  away  upon  dogs  and  donkeys,  rather  than  give  up  your 
own  wiD,  and  conform  to  our  enlightened  Church.  It 
grieved  us  to  see  a  wealthy  heiress  give  up  a  good  match; 
her  position  in  society,  and  tumble  down  to  the  grade  of  a 
pauper ;  but  for  all  that  I  pitied  you,  and  if  it  weren't  for 
Sophy,  and  her  mulish  temper,  I'd  have  forgiven  you  long 
ago." 

''  And  has  Aunt  Sophy  forgiven  me  ?"  said  Alphonse, 
eagerly. 

"  No,  my  dear ;  Sophy  never  forgives  a  fault  in  anyone ; 
you  should  know  her  oetter  than  to  ask  me ;  at  any  rate, 
I'm  not  living  with  Sophy  now.  Don't  interrupt  me  ; — 
sit  down  beside  me  here.  There  was  no  bearing  her  after 
you  left,  she  grew  so  morose.  I  did  my  best  to  please 
her,  but  she  no  more  heeded  me  than  a  dog  barking.  She 
turned  to  make  confidantes  and  familiars  of  the  two  menials, 
who,  soon  fathoming  her  shallow  mind,  laid  themselves  out 
to  fiatter,  dupe,  and  rob  her.  I  cautioned  her  over  and 
over,  but  to  no  purpose,  except  to  draw  servants'  malice 
on  my  own  head.  I  was  robbed  by  them,  annoyed,  dis- 
respected, and  ill-treated  in  a  thousand  ways,  till  at  last, 
in  self-defence,  just  one  week  ago,  I  had  to  unbosom  my- 
self to  our  parson,  Nathaniel  Lamb.  I  declare,  my  dear, 
there's  one  thing  in  your  Church  I  don't  think  so  badly 
of,  and  that's  confession :  it  is  a  great  relief  to  be  able 
sometimes  to  unburden  one's  mind  to  a  discreet  friend." 

"  Well,  aunty,  go  on ;  what  did  Mr.  Lamb  advise  ?" 

Now  this  simple  question  operated  with  such  singular 
e£fect  upon  Miss  Fanny,  that  Alphonse  looked  at  Maurice 
and  Maurice  looked  at  his  mother.  The  old  lady  heaitated, 
got  into  a  nervous  twitter  that  compelled  a  briok-coloured 
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hue  to  her  Bhrivelled  cheek,  and  finally  masteriDg;  her 
emotion,  she  said :  "  You  know,  AlphoDse,  I  was  always  a 
matter-of-fact  person,  and  never  in  my  life)  that  I  know 
of,  was  given  to  romance.  I  always  took  things  in  a  sen- 
sible point  of  view  ;  so  I  feel  less  difSciilty  in  saying  that 
when  I  told  Nathaniel  how  I  was  oircumstanoed,  and  asked 
luB  counsel,  he  advised  me  at  OQoe  to  marry  and  have  a 
proteotor ;  that  with  my  fine  separate  independenoe  I  owed 
it  as  a  duty  to  myself ;  then  I  ohjeoted  that  I  was,  per- 
haps, rather  beyond  the  age  to  think  of  it,  not  being,  as 
be  knew,  in  my  premiere  jeunesae.  He  replied  that  made 
'  no  matter,  but  with  sensible  parties  would  be  in  my  favour. 
To  shorten  the  story,  the  poor  fellow  confessed  he  had  long 
been  devoted  to  me  himself;  but  that  he  feared  it  was  pre* 
sumption  to  aspire  to  my  hand' — and — and~— why  need  I 
recount  all  that  followed  P  He  proposed,  I  aocepted. 
Fifteen  years  between  us,  at  our  time  of  life,  he  assured  me 
was  no  disparity,  and  that  if  I  dresEed  youthfully  it  would 
take  tea  years  from  my  age ;  so  that  being  settled,  on  the 
spot  he  insisted  upon  my  leaving  Sophy,  and  giving  my 
casket  of  jewels,  and  bank-cbeques,  and  receipts  to  him  for 
greater  safety.  He  took  handsome  lodgings  for  me  the 
same  day ;  and  it  proved  bis  foresight ;  for  nothing  could 
equal  Sophy's  rage  and  jealousy  when  I  disclosed  the 
secret.  She  called  me  an  old  fool,  spoke  of  an  asylum  and  a 
strait  jacket ;  and,  in  faot,  lest  she'd  put  me  up,  I  made 
my  escape  that  very  night.  The  next  day  Nathaniel  brought 
a  aolidtor,  and  we  had  the  marriage  articles  drawn  up, 
I  making  over  to  bim  tny  ready  money,  and  be  settling  a 
Jointure  on  me ;  so  all  that  remained  was  to  order  the  cake 
and  wedding  dress,  which  is  to  be  of  white  satin,  as  he 
preferred  that,  I'd  have  preferred  done  colour,  but  he 
said  it  was  not  so  beooming.  Now  wouldn't  it  be  nice  if 
we  oould  both  be  married  on  the  same  day ;  but  mine  is 
to  be  on  the  firgt  of  September,  and  yours,  I  understand, 
is  fixed  for  the  week  after  next." 

Miss  Fanny,  having  oome  to  the  end  of  her  story,  paused 
to  hear  what  her  auditors  would  say ;  but  having  waited  in 
vain  full  two  minut«9  for  the  expected  tribute  of  coounen- 
dfttion  and  oompliment,  and  perceiving  only  dubions  gluL0e8^ 
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more  expressive  of  wonder  and  oompassion  than  of  congra- 
tulation pass  between  them,  she  waxed  petulant,  and 
cried: 

"  Don't  you  approve  of  what  I've  done  P  I  suppose  you 
think  it  would  have  been  better  for  me  to  have  died  a  for- 
lorn old  maid  and  left  my  money,  as  Jerry  did,  to  inferior 
animals,  or  other  people's  brats  r* 

"Oh,  no,  aunt,  you  had  a  right  to  do  what  you  pleased,^ 
said  Alphonse,  mildly,  but  with  sad,  thoughtful  brow.  '*  I 
hope  you  will  be  happy,  indeed  I  do." 

*'  You  have  all  our  best  wishes,  Miss  Fanny,"  gallantly 
cried  Maurice,  filling  out  the  wine.  "  Come,  every  one, 
drink  a  pledge !  Mother,  cheer  up ;  I  like  better  to  hear 
of  wedding  breakfasts  than  funeral  orations.  Send  over 
some  veal  pie." 

"  Mind,  you  are  all  invited  to  mine,  and,  Alphonse,  I 
depend  upon  you  to  help  me ;  and  Lady  O'DriscoU,  I 
know,  will  stand  my  friend  upon  the  solemn  occasion," 
said  Miss  Fanny,  restored  to  good-humour,  and  chuck- 
ling :  "  Lady  Alicia  Luttrell,  Jemima  Hodgens,  and  two 
of  the  Pomfret  giris  are  to  be  my  bridesmaids." 

*'  Oh,  certainly,  count  upon  any  assistance  I  can  give," 
returned  Lady  O'DriscoU,  smiling,  as  she  caught  the 
mirthful  twinkle  in  the  eye  of  Maurice.  *•  We  must  give 
a  party  for  the  bride  and  bridegroom." 

**  Who  are  to  be  your  bridesmaids,  Alphonse,  and  what 
will  be  your  wedding-dress?"  demanded  Miss  Fanny. 

**  Florence  Esmond  and  Ethel  Courtney,  with  some 
other  young  friends  to  whom  they  have  introduced  me," 
said  Alphonse.  "  My  dress  will  be  of  white  tabinet  and  veil 
of  Limerick  lace,  with  a  beautiful  set  of  pearls,  presented 
by  my  dear  mother-elect." 

"  Now,  child,  for  once  let  me  give  you  a  piece  of  my 
mind,"  exclaimed  her  aunt,  dogmatically.  '*  Maurice 
my  dear,  I  may  now  address  you  as  a  nephew" — ^Maurico 
bowed— "don't  hear  of  such  a  thing.  I  must  caution  you 
that  Alphonse  is  very  inexperienced,  and  will  have  to  be 
guided  by  your  superior  taste  and  judgment.  She  could 
not  do  anything  more  outri  or  against  the  canons  of 
fashion  than  appear  in  tabinet  and  Limerick  laoe ;  such 
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▼ulgar  parade  of  nationalism  would  infallibly  expose  you 
to  the  severest  criticism :  and  why  not  make  her  wear  her 
uncle's  diamonds  instead  of  pearls,  which  will  be  more 
appropriate  later  on  ?  I  am  proud  enough  of  my  niece  to 
wish  her  to  consult  her  dignity,  and  appear  in  style  cre- 
ditable to  us.all.  Now,  a  handsome  white  satin  like  mine, 
with  diamond  ear-rings,  bracelets,  and  necklace,  shawl  of 
white  Spanish  lace,  and  bonnet  with  marabout  feathers, 
myrtle,  and  orange  blossoms  would  be  the  thing.'' 

**  Very  likely,  ma'am,  but  I'm  no  judge  in  these  mat- 
ters, thinking  a  pretty  face  looks  the  same  in  anything," 
said  Maurice,  and  he  made  a  sign  to  Alphonse,  who 
nodded  in  return,  and  after  a  couple  of  minutes  rose. 
Maurice  stood  up  then,  saying :  ^^  Mother,  hold  us  excused 
if  we  run  away.  We  promised  to  meet  Don  Antonio  on 
liis  return  from  Newgate.  Next  Thursday  we'll  fetch 
Father  Patrick  to  dine  with  you,  unless  his  friend  Castle- 
reagh  anticipates  us.  Meanwhile,  don't  forget  you're  due 
at  six  o'clock  to  Don  Antonio.     Shall  I  call  for  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  mother,  he  will,  and  uncle  will  send  the  car- 
riage," said  Alphonse,  quickly  intercepting  Lady  O'Dris- 
coll,  who  was  going  to  say  she  would  employ  a  sedan  to 
carry  her  over. 

**  I'll  go  over  to  see  you  to-morrow,  Alphonse,  and  give 
my  very  kind  compliments  to  your  uncje,"  said  Miss  Fanny, 
affectionately  kissing  her  niece,  who  made  answer : 

'^  Thank  you,  aunt,  I  will,*'  and  she  passed  out  with 
Maurice,  accompanied  by  Lady  O'DriscoU,  to  the  stairs. 

Expatiating  as  they  passed  along  to  Don  Antonio's 
residence  upon  the  announced  matrimonial  engagement  ot 
Miss  Fanny  Higgenboggan  and  Nathaniel  Lamb,  her  own 
quondam  suitor,  Alphonse  Fitzpatrick  was  so  immersed  in 
the  subject,  and  full  of  speculative  surmise  as  to  the  pro- 
bable measure  at  which  one  might  estimate  the  chances  of 
connubial  felicity  resulting  from  such  a  union,  that,  as  they 
turned  into  the  Green,  she  jostled,  without  even  noticing 
them,  against  two  little  girls,  who  stood  on  the  pathway, 
one  looking  at  a  shilling  in  her  hand,  and  the  other 
pointing  to  an  opposite  row  of  houses,  saying : 

**  Look,  Nelly,  there's  the  school  where  Miss  Hodgens 


656  GLISAMS  OF  ST7N8H1NE. 

used  to  stir  ub  up  from  momioji^  till  night,  like  a  red-hot 
poker.    I  detest  the  sight  of  it." 

Something  iu  the  tone  of*  the  Toioe  appealing  to  her 
ear,  conjured  bygone  reminisoenoe.  She  turned,  looked 
at  the  speaker,  and  exclaimed,  '^  Effie !" 

'<  Oh,  Miss  Fitzpatriok,  is  it  you  ?"  re-echoed  Effie,  in 
a  transport  of  genuine  deli&;ht,  forgetting  every  other 
thought  in  the  one  that  A^honse,  indeed,  stood  before 
her. 

"Hfllo!"  chimed  in  O'DriscoU,  "Queen  Mab,  when 
did  you  come  to  to^n  ?" 

"  We  came  up  this  morning,  Nelly  and  I,  to  look  after 
Miles,  who  was  taken  prisoner  in  the  last  battle,  and 
carried  up  to  Dublin,"  said  Effie,  with  cool  self-possession. 
Father  Glynn  of  Clarendon-street  told  us  he  was  let  out 
of  gadi,  and  lodging  in  Townsend-street.  We're  going 
to  see  him." 

Maurice  gave  a  low  whistle.  ''  You'll  not  find  him  at 
home  now,  little  ones ;  moreover,  I  shall  dispute  with  him 
a  claim  to  add  my  tribute  of  acknowledgment  to  the 
heroines  who  so  promptly  came  to  the  rescue  in  needful 
hour,  and  obliged  us  by  saving  our  lives  in  the  veiy  crisis 
of  fate.     Where  are  you  going  now,  my  bushrangers  P* 

"I  don't  know,  sir,"  made  answer  Nelly.  *'Fatii6r 
Glynn  gave  us  a  shilling  to  get  our  breakfast,  an'  maybe, 
if  Mr.  Miles  isn't  at  home,  we'd  do  best  to  keep  some  of  i€ 
to  pay  for  a  lodging,  if  we  knew  where  to  get  a  good  one." 

**  My  poor  Effie,  you  will  come  home  with  me,"  said 
Alphonse,  gazing  compassionately  upon  the  truant,  who 
now,  with  a  rather  shamefaced  sense  of  this  condition  to 
which  her  vagrant  propensities  had  reduced  her,  said : 

'^  I'd  rather  not,  please,  Miss  Fitzpatrick :  or  maybe 
you're  married,  and  this  gentleman  is  your  husband  F"  she 
quickly  added,  with  shrewd  surmise,  that  Alphonse,  mag-^ 
nificently  attired  as  she  was,  and  looking  beautiful  and 
happy,  was  no  longer  an  inmate  of  Miss  Hodgens'  semi- 
nary, where  she  first  saw  her  a  pale,  dejected  governess, 
humble  in  mien  and  poor  in  appearance. 

"  By  Jove,  little  one,"  laughed  Maurice,  "  you  would 
make  an  expert  archer,  your  shafts  as  well  as  your  bullets 
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hit  80  near  tbe  mark.  But  why  wont  you  go  home  with 
Mi«8  Fitzpatrick  ?*' 

"  My  dreBB  is  not  fit  to  go  anywhere,"  said  Effie, 
bluntly;  "besides,  I  won't  leave  Nelly:  she  and  I  are 
going  to  carry  on  together." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that,  Effie,"  smiled  Alpbonse.  "All 
the  world  knows  little  girla  and  little  boys  will  be  sad 
TOmps  and  tearooata.  We'll  mend  all  that.  Your  little 
companion  may  come,  too.  Poor  ohildren,  you  look  so 
tired  and  jaded !     Miles  is  also  to  dine  with  ua,  Effie." 

Hearing  this,  Effie  made  no  further  opposition,  and 
quietly  she  and  Nelly  followed  discreetly,  at  a  few  paoes 
distant,  while  Maurice  whispered  to  Alphuuse,  as  they 
accelerated  their  speed : 

"  Who  is  that  child  ?" 

"I'll  tell  you  by-and-by,"  returned  Alpbonse.  "Tou 
must  help  me  to  smuggle  them  in,  till  I  can  trim  them  up 
ft  little  before  uucle  and  the  servants  Bee  them.  I  don't 
know  who  the  second  child  is  myself." 

They  soon  arrived  at  their  destination.  Maurice 
knocked,  and  when  the  door  was  opened  by  the  pompous 
butler  he  contrived  to  direct  the  menial's  attention  to  some 
object  down  the  street,  and  hold  him  engaged,  while  AU 

fihonse  hurried  tlie  children  up  to  her  own  room,  where, 
ittle  suspecting  their  hungry  plight,  she  at  onoe  set  to 
work,  after  they  had  washed  their  bauds  and  tiioes,  to  brush 
their  hair,  and  from  her  own  wardrobe  fit  them  with  a 
change  of  clothing,  which  she  dexterously  contrived  with 
a  Boiseors,  abridging  the  length  of  skirts,  and  making  snoh 
alterations  as  suited  for  the  present ;  henoe,  in  about  less 
than  half  an  hour,  such  was  the  magical  change  wrought 
by  her  handicraft,  that  her  maid,  for  whom  she  rung, 
coming  in  with  hot  water,  courtesied  reverentially  to  two 
young  ladies,  one  arrayed  in  a  pink  silk  dress,  whose  lower 
floimce  being  out  away,  and  flower  trimmings  stripped 
off,  and  replaced  with  a  berth  of  white  laoe,  she  never  sus- 
pected to  nave  seen  before,  and  the  other  metamorphosed 
in  ablue  poplin  similarly  transfigured, looking  complacently 
satisfied ;  she  returned,  unconscious  of  the  bundle  of  rags 
stowed  away  in  a  comer  of  the  wardrobe,  pending  their 
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^eotion  to  Lethe,  to  fetch  up  wine  and  cake  to  the 
vlBitors,  of  which,  when  they  had  partaken,  not  as  much 
as  they  could,  hut  what  was  sufficient  to  allay  the  cravings 
of  hunger,  and  still  leave  a  hearty  appetite  for  a  good 
dinner,  and  after  they  had  rested,  and  Alphonse  heard  their 
simple  and  pathetic  story,  and  found  that  Nellywas  Effy's 
foster-sister,  the  daughter  of  humhle  but  decent  and  com- 
fortable people,  and  learned  their  plan  of  future  liveli- 
hood, and  made  her  protest  against  it,  saying :  ''  No,  no, 
E$e,  that  will  never  do ;  I  cannot  forget  your  kindness 
once  to  me,  when  I  had  no  friend  on  earth,  and  really 
think  I  should  have  got  brain  fever,  and  perhaps  died, 
but  for  the  good-nature  and  sympathy  you  and  that  poor 
servant,  Kitty,  showed  me.  I  was  very  cross  and  fretted, 
and  too  soured  in  temper,  to  acknowledge  it  then,  though 
I  deeply  felt  it ;  but  now  that  I  can  requite,  as  well  as 
acknowledge  it,  you  shall  be  my  sister,  and  Nelly  will  be 
your  sister  still.  I  cannot  say  yet  what  arrangements 
shall  be  made,  till  we  consult  our  friends  on  all  sides ;  but 
we  will  do  ourf  best  to  make  you  happy  and  com- 
fortable in  your  own  position  ;  and  now  let  us  go  down 
to  the  drawingroom."  She  took  a  hand  of  each  and  led 
them  on. 

"When  they  entered  the  saloon,  O'Driscoll,  at  the  window, 
holding  a  warm  argument  with  two  gentlemen  upon  the 
topic  of  the  day — the  Union — had  his  back  turned  and  did 
not  see  them.  Miles^  seated  beside  Don  Antonio,  in  con- 
fidential mood,  had  just  been  entrusting  him  with  a 
precious  secret.  He  liad,  within  the  last  hour,  favoured 
oy  circumstance  and  opportunity,  declared  his  attachment 
to  Florence  Esmonde,  and  been  accepted  by  the  idol  of  his 
affection,  and  Don  Antonio,  warmly  congratulating  him 
on  his  fortune,  had  just  whispered : 

"  Come  with  me  to-morrow  to  my  bankers ;  I  have  just 
made  over  a  present  sum  of  thirty  thousand  pounds  to  Al- 
phonse and  O'Driscoll  on  their  marriage ;  but  I  have 
another  obligation  to  discharge  to  the  man  who  saved  my 
life.  Hiish  ! — let  me  say  on !  Don't  I  know  you're  as  out 
of  funds  as  I  was  myself  this  time  forty  years  ago,  when 
I  set  out  in  search  of  Dame  Fortune  and  seized  her  bv  the 
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^Idea  girdle  in  the  western  liemispheTe.  Oooasions  of 
uiis  kind  always  require  aB  outlay  of  expenditure,  and 
would  70a  hare  the  proud  Esmonds  snuff  OD  your  po- 
vertyP" 

"Well,  Alphonse,  what  now?"  cried  Don  Antonio,  as 
interrupting  him  she  came  forward  in  advanoe  of  her 
proteges. 

"  Excuse  me,  uncle ;  I  want  to  introdnoe  these  little 
friends."  She  drew  aside,  Miles  stared.  How  like  Ea- 
phemia,  only  elighter,  taller,  more  sedate  and  girlish  than 
childlike,  was  the  foremost,  while  he  secretly  wondered, 
rendered  incredulous  by  the  marrellouB  change. 

Effie,  having  responded  to  Don  Antonio's  salutation  of 
courtesy,  ohserving  hia  perplexity,  with  her  old  ofaaraoter- 
istio  laugh,  threw  herself  into  his  arms,  crying :  "  Miles,  I 
didn't  think  you  had  suoh  a  bad  memory.  There's  no  one 
but  myself,  and  here's  Nelly." 

"G-ood  hearens !  children,  I  have  been  miserabln  about 
you,"  exclaimed  Miles,  warmly  returning  her  embrace.  ' 
"I  had  written  to  Dwyer  and  others,  and  had  made 
arrangements  to  go  down  to  Wioklow  to  look  after  you. 
When  and  how  did  you  come  upP  With  Kitty,  of  course ; 
and  can  you  tell  me  anything  of  Ned  P" 

"  We  don't  know  what's  become  of  poor  Ned  or  Kitty," 
said  Euphemia,  sorrowfully ;  *'  we  came  up  by  ourselves, 
Nelly  and  I,  and  walked  the  whole  way." 

"  Poor  children !"  murmured  Don  Antonia,  compassion- 
ately- 

"  In  this  equipment  P"  demanded  Miles,  gravely. 

"Oh,  no,  Miles;  we  had  on  our  old  cIobkb,"  cned  Effie. 
"  Miss  Fitzpatriek  lent  us  this  dress." 

"And  what  induced  you  to  come  so  dangerous  a  journey, 
my  little  ladies?"  said  Don  Antonio. 

"  We  wanted  to  see  Miles,  and  we  didn't  know  what  to 
do  with  ourselves,  where  every  one  we  knew  was  dead  or 
gone  away,"  replied  Euphemia. 

"And  if  you  hadn't  found  me — which  was  a  mere 
chance — what  would  you  have  done,  you  silly  children  P" 
said  Miles ;  "  you'd  have  perished  on  the  streete.  I  shudder 
to  think  of  it." 

43 
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"  Oh,  no,  Miles,"  quickly  cried  Effie ;  "  we'd  have  lived 
very  well;  Nelly  was  to  tell  fortunes,  and  I  to  sing  ballads. 
What  ails  you  ?  are  you  sick  ?" 

"  No,  dear,  only  overpowered,"  murmured  Miles,  as  he 
covered  his  face  with  his  hand,  while  Don  Antonio  opened 
his  mouth  and  eyes  to  their  widest  extent ;  and  Alpbonse, 
convulsed  with  laughter,  could  only  hold  her  sides,  when 
O'Driscoll  came  up,  and  after  gazing  at  her  wonderingly, 
said: 

**  What  have  you  done  with  Queen  Mab  and  her  aide- 
de-camp  ?  Did  you  tell  Miles  P  Do  ask  your  unol<3's  per- 
mission to  fetch  them  in  :  two  beautiful  but  ragged  little 
colts,  sir,  to  whom  Miles  and  I  are  indebted  for  the  felicity 
of  standing  to-day  in  the  flesh  before  you." 

"Oh,  you  can't  see  them  now,"  groaned  Miles.  "One's 
going  to  tell  fortunes,  and  the  other  to  sing  ballads  through 
the  city." 

"  For  shame  I"  cried  Maurice,  indignantly — ^he  glanced 
at  Alphonse — "  Did  they  escape  ?  The  little  wretches 
will  come  to  ruin ;  they  must  be  looked  after  in  haate." 

"  Here  we  are,  sir,"  said  Nelly,  with  a  smirk ;  "  shure 
any  honest  trade  is  better  than  rob  or  starve." 

"  0  Lord !"  ejaculated  O'Driscoll,  "  I  didn't  know  you. 
Are  we  going  to  have  private  theatricals,  Alphonse? 
Here's  my  mother  and  Hussey  Burgh,  just  come  in  time.  . 
Don't  you  think,  Jenny  Wren — ^beg  your  pardon,  Nelly,  I 
believe's  your  name — it  will  be  nicer  to  sing  for  us  and 
tell  our  fortunes  in  these  nice  rooms  than  in  the  street  P" 

Nelly  made  no  reply.  In  her  secret  soul,  awed  and 
oppressed  by  such  splendour  as  her  young  eyes  had  never 
before  looked  on,  she  was  thinking  that  she  and  Effie 
would  feel  more  comfortable  after  a  hard  day's  work  in 
the  streets  squatting  over  a  cosy  turf  fire  in  a  tidy  little 
room,  with  their  bed  in  a  corner,  and  a  chair  with  a  hot 
cake  and  raking  pot  of  tea  between  them,  than  yoked  to 
pace  in  fine  harness  in  halls  of  cumbrous  state. 

"What's  your  name,  elfin  queen  ?"  said  Maurice,  turning 
from  her  stolid  face  to  the  more  piquant  one  of  her  com* 
panion,  who  freely  answered : 

*'  Effie  O'Byrne.'' 
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"  M;  Buter ;  I  thought  70U  knew,"  said  MUes,  enjoying 
Maurioe's  look  of  astanishment. 

"  By  Jove,  I  feel  ae  if  ve  were  in  a  paQtomime,  enA  I 
the  olown  blundering  away  and  floundering  to  keep  my 
balanoe  <vi  some  un3teady  footing.  What's  your  ffime, 
Nelly,  before  I  oommlt  myself  irretrievably  ?' 

HiiBsey  Bur^h  ooming  up  intercepted  Nelly's  reply, 
saying,  as  he  snook  bands  with  Miles  and  laughed :  "I've 
just  melt  that  unlucky  wight,  Colandiek,  limping  painfully 
along  with  hie  arm  in  a  sUng" — Miles  and  O'Drisooll 
glanced  significantly  at  Nelly  and  Effy,  who  ooloured  and 
smiled  with  oonsoious  mirth  and  bashfulness — "  Going  to 
dine  at  Carhampton's  ?  Give  you  my  word,  I'm  glad  I 
was  not  persuaded  into  taking  the  field  against  the  insur- 
gents ;  they  have  left  ugly  marks  upon  some  of  our  gallants 
whioh  they  will  carry  to  their  grave,  serve  them  right.  I 
really  pity  the  poor  devil,  be  looked  so  woebegone  and  out 
at  elhow^." 

"  He  is  not  to  be  pitied  at  all,"  cried  Alphonse,  turning 
sharply  round.  "  Had  he  taken  my  advioe  and  gone  back 
to  bjs  wife,  be  bad  not  been  iu  such  plight.  Old  Mr. 
Darner,  wl>o  died  last  week  left  her  all  his  wealth,  and  she 
IS  now  engaged  to  S^rdanapalus  Pomfret ;  and  Golandisk 
goes  about  scolding  and  whimpering  bow  ill-used  Iw  is  by 
the  world,  and  striving  to  redress  lus  fortune  by  sveof  un- 
lawful  means-  Let  us  reser^  our  sympathy  ior  more 
deserving  object." 

Binnei,  being  announced  put  an  end  to  the  theme,  and 
Don  Antonio,  giving  his  arm  to  Lady  O'DriscoU,  led  the 
way  to  the  dining-room. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE  CLOUDS   GATHER. 

"  But  aa  he  epoke  there  issued  from  the  crowd 

Irnham  the  base,  the  cruel,  and  the  proud. 

*  «  «  « 

The  astonished  demons  on  each  other  gojsed, 
And  Satan's  self  sat  silent  and  amazed.*' 

*'  'Twaa  a  vile  plot !    And  yet  I  would  my  hands  were  pure  as  bis 
From  the  deep  stains  of  blood.    Did'st  near  the  sounds 
In  the  air  last  night  ? 

Since  the  great  work  of  slaughter,  who  hath  not  heard  them  only 
At  those  hours  which  should  be  silent  ?" 

Hehaks. 

On  the  morning  of  the  day  appointed  for  interview  be- 
tween Lord  Castlereagh  and  his  former  collegiate  associate, 
Father  Fitzpatriok,  Don  Antonio,  Miles  O'Byme,  and 
Maurice  O'Driscoll  called  early  on  the  prisoner,  for  this 
was  a  privilege  the  open-handed  liberality  of  Don  Antonio 
had  secured  from  the  sordid  gaolers  for  the  young  man's 
friends,  as  well  as  the  addition  of  many  comforts  to  alle- 
viate the  rigour  of  his  captivity,  and  had,  in  fact,  been  a 
golden  key  that  would  have  blinded  the  ejes  of  keepers 
to  his  escape,  but  that  other  vigilant  eyes  were  upon  them 
of  parties  whose  bloated  coffers  needed  not  to  be  reple- 
nished at  the  cost  of  foregoing  the  luxury  of  persecuting 
and  wreaking  spiteful  malice  upon  a  Popish  priest,  as  well 
as  carrying  out  other  schemes  of  policy.  Don  Antonio 
and  Miles  O'Byrne,  elate  with  sanguine  anticipations  of 
favourable  result  to  accrue  from  the  audience  vouchsafed 
by  the  Chief  Secretary,  accosted  their  friend  vnth  cheerful 
spirits,  but  Father  Fitzpatrick,  apparently  not  sharing 
their  hopeful  prognostics,  damped  their  glowing  ardour 
by  a  premonitory  shake  of  his  head  and  a  dubious  sigh 
of  profound  significance. 

*'  Hang  it,  Pat !  what  ails  you  P"  cried  his  uncle  im- 
patiently ;  "  you  look  as  rueful  as  if  you  were  going  to 
execution)  instead  of  to  get  your  passport  to  lib^ty* 
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Fluok  up,  man  !  in  &n  hour  or  two  we'll  be  all  quaffing  a 
jolly  oup  together," 

"Doo't  be  too  sure  of  that,  my  friends,"  retumed  Eather 
Patrick,  opening  and  shutting  his  breviary  with  ab- 
straoted  maimer;  "I  knon' Castlereagh,  and  feel  more 
diffident  of  the  issue ;  but  I've  seen  my  confessor  this 
morning,  and  am  prepared  for  any  probable  contingency." 
He  looked  earnestly  at  O'DriscoU,  who  for  the  last  two 
days,  oppressed  with  a  strange  mysterious  feeling  of  me- 
lancholy he  could  not  shake  off  or  in  any  way  account  for, 
stood  passiTe  and  silent,  leaning  against  the  iron  bars  of 
the  lattice,  the  sunlight  streaming  down  upon  his  head 
and  weaving  a  golden  atmosphere  around  him. 

"  Then,"  cried  Don  Antonio,  with  fire  in  his  eye,  "  what 
did  you  bother  about  obtaining  the  interview  for,  if  you 
be  so  despondent  about  the  result  ?  Why  not  have  let  it 
alone,  and  taken  yourohanoe  for  a  trial  ?" 

The  priest  smiled,  and  replied  softly  :  "Did  you  sup- 
pose, uncle,  I  was  only  concerned  for  my  individual  inte- 
rest in  making  such  appeal  ?  No  ;  a  sense  of  obligation, 
imposed  by  my  aacred  calling,  dictated  a  higher  motive  ; 
I  must  fuitil  my  mission,  and  in  the  discharge  of  the  duty 
of  my  ministry  I  shall  have  to  address  this  man  in  terms 
of  speech  that,  according  to  human  calculation,  will  not 
enlist  him  in  the  cause  of  friendship  or  dispose  him  in  my 
favour ;  therefore  the  only  issue  I  am  sanguine  of  to  my- 
self is  an  iuauBpioious  one.  Yet  not  for  this  must  I  prove 
derelict  or  falter.     Row  is  dear  Alphonse,  Maurice  ?" 

O'DriscolI,  with  involuntary  start,  at  the  questitm 
addressed  to  himself,  replied :  "  She  is  well,  Patrick  ;  that 
is,  not  complaining,  though  within  this  day  or  two  she 
looks  a  little  paler,  and  her  spirits  appear  to  be  not  so 
good.     I  fear  she  is  fretting  about  you." 

"  That's  foolish,"  mused  Father  Patriok ;  "  nothing 
in  this  transient  world  is  worth  a  passing  sigh,  if  poor 
human  nature  could  but  be  persuaded  of  that  truth. 
Miles,  have  you  any  tidings  of  dear  Hugh  f" 

"  None  whatever.  Father  Pat,  save  that  I  know  he  and 
Dwyer,  and  several  other  leaders,  are  yet  holding  a  guerilla 
warfare  through  the  country  that  will  end  in  nothing.     J 
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wish  I  had  timely  told  him  of  what  I  had  been  forewarned 
myself/'  he  murmured,  reverting  to  the  phantom's  ominous 
words  in  the  ruin. 

Father  Patrick  thought  a  moment,  then  said :  "  I  know 
not  if  it  were  dream  or  vision,  but  as  I  sat  late  last  night 
in  meditation,  it  seemed  as  though  a  curtain  parted  before 
my  eyes,  and  I  beheld  Hugh  standing  amT)ug  a  band  of 
pikemen  upon  a  high  hill.  He  was  beckoning  to  me,  and 
while  I  yet  looked,  I  beheld  the  whole  band,  and  himself 
amongst  them,  struck  down  by  a  troop  of  military,  who 
fired  at  every  man  with  deliberate  aim.  'Mechanically  I 
raised  my  hand,  and  pronounced  the  words  of  absolution. 
Thei^  as  if  the  curtain  closed  again,  I  saw  no  more,  but 
awake,  as  I  am  now,  sat  pondering  the  strange  occurrence. 
I  think  poor  Hugh  we  shall  see  no  more  in  this  life/* 

'*  Time's  up,  yer  reverence,  an'  Major  Sinr  is  waitin'  for 
ye,"  said  the  burly  gaoler,  entering  the  cell,  and  inti- 
mating that  Father  Fitzpatrick  was  to  accompany  the 
Town  Major  to  the  Chief  Secretary's.  The  friends  took 
leave,  embracing,  and  all  parted ;  Don  Antonio,  Miles, 
and  Maurice  following  in  a  chaise  the  route  of  the  escort, 
so  as  to  be  ready  on  the  spot  to  receive  and  welcome  the 
object  of  their  solicitude  when  his  interview  with  the 
potentate  had  resulted  according  to  the  expectation  they 
would  persist  in  cherishing. 

"  The  Eobespierre  of  Ireland,"  sleek,  smooth,  and 
smiling,  arrayed  yet  in  silken  morning  gown  and  slippers, 
and  lounging  in  a  well-cushioned  chair  at  his  ease,  pe- 
rusing the  daily  journal,  extended  two  begemmed  fingers 
in  welcome,  as  Father  Fitzpatrick,  delivered  from  the  cus- 
tody of  Major  Sirr,  passed  into  that  of  Claudius  Beresford 
and  Lord  Carhampton,  and  was  by  them  ushered  into  the 
presence  of  the  Chief  Secretary,  where  he  remained  stand- 
ing, while  they  seated  themselves  beside  another  indivi- 
dual, Lord  Caslereagh'fl  private  secretary,  who  waa Vriting 
at  a  desk  convenient. 

'*  Olad  to  see  you,  Fitzpatrick/'  said  his  lordship,  with 
that  oily  suavity  of  accent  and  bland  affability  of  mien 
with  which  the  world  lacquers  its  votaries  to  simulate  the 
golden  virtues  of  benignity ;  "  sorry  to  hear  you  goMhto 
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trouble  about  those  United  Iriah  rebels.  Why  did  you 
not  Booner  appeal  to  me  ?  But  you  have  a  fine  oppor- 
tunity of  retaliating  now,  and  sliowiog  the  knaves  that 
you  stand  on  the  side  of  loyalty  with  us,  and  all  the  sup- 
porters and  friends  of  Government.  Sit  down,  and  tell 
me  what  we  can  do  for  you.     Is  it  a  pension  or  an  ap- 

E ointment  you  would  prefer  P"  The  wily  statesman  fixed 
is  cold,  siniflter  eye  upon  the  young  man,  and  shot  a 
furtive  glance,  which  did  not  escape  his  observation,  at 
his  colleagues. 

With  collected  self-possession,  he  made  reply  :  "My 
lord,  the  boon  I  ask  is  simply  my  liberty.  Upon 
a  false  charge,  by  whom  preferred  I  know  not,  of  being 
a  member  of  the  TJnited  Irishmen's  Sooiety,  and  without 
trial  to  prove  it,  I  have  been  immured  within  the  walls  of 
\ewgate,  cut  off  from  the  world,  and  debarred  the  exercise 
of  my  priestly  functions.  I  demand  of  your  justice  either 
immediate  enfranchisement  or  an  early  trial." 

"  Then  you  deny  the  impeachment  charged  against  you, 
and  are  ready  and  willing  to  iifford  us  satisfaotory  evidence 
of  your  non-sympathy  with  rebellion,  and  your  prompti- 
tude to  co-operate  with  our  measures  I'or  the  benefit  of  the 
State,"  returned  the  insidious  diplomatist,  artfully 
angling  to  snare  the  prey,  while  the  secretary,  pen  in 
hand,  awaited  to  note  down  each  successful  cast  of  the 
line  to  capture  the  beguiled  victim. 

"Lord  Castlereagh,"  answered  the  priest,  and  as  he 
spoke  he  fised  his  aspect,  and  met  the  gaze  of  the  Chief 
Secretary  with  the  hard,  firm  stolidity  of  one  who  felt  he 
had  encased  himself  in  armour  of  proof;  "it  were  idle  in 
me  to  feign  ignorance  or  to  profess  that  I  do  not  fathom 
the  depth  and  drift  of  your  subtle  speech  ;  forbear  there- 
fore, the  hope  to  inveigle  me  in  mesbos  of  diplomacy. 
It  is  true  I  deny — not  that  I  condemn,  or  am  awamed  of 
it,  but  for  the  sake  of  truth — I  deny  having  been  in  any 
way  connected  with  the  society  of  United  Irisbnien,  the 
charge  upon  which  I  was  arrested  ;  but  with  the  unfortu- 
nate people,  outraged  in  their  peaceful  homes,  masaoredby 
thousands  without  a  pretest,  goaded  and  maddened  from 
a  state  of  peaceful  submission  to  seek  refuge  and  respite 
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in  wild  fury  of  rebellion  agfldnst  unnatural  tjrranny,  I 
sympathise  heart  and  soul,  and  would  hold  myself  abhor- 
redy  as  man  degraded  from  all  the  nobility  of  divine  na- 
ture which  alone  ennobles  him  as  a  being  in  whom  every 
celestial  spark  of  soul  was  quenched,  could  I  co-operate 
with  your  nefarious  policy  and  become  the  partisan  of  a 
Government  whose  life,  like  that  of  the  vampire,  is 
nurtured  by  blood  drawn  from  the  heart  of  my  country. 
But  hear  me  for  yourself,  Castlereagh ;  for  there  is  an 
omen  in  your  darkened  brow  and  clouded  eye  that  tells 
me  we  two  shall  meet  no  more,  that  this  interview  is  our 
last;  and  not  as  suppliant,  but  as  prophet  armed  with 
divine  authority,  do  I  stand  before  you  now  to  deliver  the 
message  with  which  I  am  inspired.  Castlereagh,  you  have 
climbed  by  miry  paths  to  a  giddy  pinnacle,  but  the  cry  of 
the  afflicted  has  gone  before  you ;  the  blood  of  the  perse- 
cuted and  the  tears  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan  are  loud 
in  the  ear  of  God,  saying :  *  How  long,  0  Lord,  how 
long !'  A  gulf  is  yawning  beneath  your  feet ;  will  you 
retrace  your  course  before  the  thunder  crashes,  and  the 
bolt  smites  and  hurls  you  into  the  abyss  from  whence  no 
aid  from  sceptred  hand  of  earthly  potentate  will  reach 
you  P  No,  you  will  not ;  you  will  not  cease  that  derisive 
laugh.  I  behold  you  already  straining  in  your  mad  career 
to  the  last  fatal  step ;  I  hear  the  plunge  into  the  gulf  of 
one  round  whose  throat  a  millstone  is  hung ;  I  hear  a  voice 
choking  in  blood,  crying  out  amid  the  hollow  murmur  of 
the  lost  ages  of  six  thousand  years ;  and  would,  and  would 
that  I  could  see  no  more!''  The  priest  faltered  into 
silence,  great  beads  of  dew  oozed  out  upon  his  forehead, 
and  he  looked  as  one  ready  to  swoon,  till  the  voice  of 
plaudius  Beresford  fell  upon  his  ear,  saying : 

"  By  Jove !  the  priest  is  an  adept  in  his  trade  ;  Castle- 
reagh looks  like  one  scared  of  his  wits,  and  more  ready 
to  turn  barefooted  friar  and  give  his  shoulders  to  the  dis- 
cipline than  to  grapple  with  the  Jesuit  and  fling  him  back 
to  preach  to  the  sinners  in  Newgate/' 

Thus  taunted,  Castlereagh,  who  certainly  looked  awed 
and  impressed,  roused  himself,  shook  off  the  inoubos  of 
conscience  creeping  oppressively  over  him,  and  said  sternly; 
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"  Eaougb,  Fitzpatriok,  if  you  only  sought  oar  presenoe 
to  iDtimidate  with  leotore,  we  are  not  to  be  bamboozled 
by  words.  If  you  oame  seeking  our  grace,  you  took  the 
wrong  way  to  it.  I  oau  do  nothing  for  you  ainoe  you  dfi- 
mur  to  give  security  for  your  loyal  principles." 

"  No,  but  flatly  disavows  his  loyalty,  and  makes  vauat 
of  bis  sympathy  with  rebellion,"  cried  Lord  Carhampton. 
"Sirrab,  what  do  you  charge  rebels  for  passport  to  heaven? 
'Pon  my  honour,  Beresford,  I  think  a  few  lashes  would  be 
of  use  to  cure  his  malady." 

"  I  had  thought  of  that,  and  shall  prescribe  them,"  said 
Claudius  Beresford,  graciously.  "  Priest,  do  ye  hear,  we 
are  going  to  make  a  martyr  of  you,  and  put  you  in  the 
way  of  a  crown  of  glory.  What  say  ?  Of  course  you  have 
no  objectioD." 

The  priest  made  response  in  aooents  nervoos,  aoDorous, 
and  measured  ;  his  brow  and  cheek  were  flushed,  but  in 
hie  eye  there  was  an  unwavering  light,  and  an  expression 
that  told  of  a  spirit  in  arms,  and  prepared  to  enter  upon 
the  lists  to  flght  the  fight  it  vould  never  relinquish  till 
the  red  wreath  of  victory  twined  its  crown  of  immortality. 
"  I  count  it,"  be  said,  "  little,  if  among  so  many  more 
worthy  than  I  who  have  suffered  and  still  suffer  perseou- 
tion  for  justice'  sake,  I  be  deoreed  to  give  my  blood  to 
nurture  the  flowers  of  our  island  garden,  and  my  mother 
Church,  and  to  commingle  my  last  oreath  with  that  of  the 
multitude  wafted  by  the  angel  of  incense  to  the  throne  of 
the  Most  High  in  supplication  for  the  land  of  their  love. 
Would  that  the  strong  voice  of  our  united  invocation 
might  avail  to  sound  the  trumpet  of  thy  resurreotioQ)  O 
£riu !  and  roll  back  the  stone  of  oppression  from  the 
sepulchre  that  binds  thee  in  trance  and  darkness,  extinct 
and  voiceless  among  the  nations." 

"  Verily,  thou'rt  a  great  fool  for  thy  pains,"  said  Castle- 
reagh,  who,  in  spite  of  himself,  was  struck  with  wonder 
and  admiration  of  the  lofty  character  before  him,  whom  he 
oould  not  re&ain  from  viewing  as  something  of  a  pheno- 
menon or  solecism  among  thegenua  homo,  so  utterly  did  he 
contrast  with  all  among  those  of  his  association  and 
experience.  "  With  what  guerdon  will  the  country  rec^uit^ 
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the  quixotic  chivalry  that  befooled  thee  to  sacrifice  life 
and  fortune  in  its  barren  service  ?  Be  wise,  young  man, 
take  my  friendly  admonition,  retract  your  vain-glorious 
braggadocio  of  hostility  to  the  G-overnment,  and  give  us 
such  guarantee  for  your  good  faith  and  loyal  principles  as 
may  justify  the  good  intentions  prompted  by  my  friend- 
ship for  you.*' 

**My  lord,"  responded  the  priest,  in  expostulatory  tone, 
**  your  friendship,  selfish  and  self-interested,  would  traffic 
with  me  for  the  oarter  of  my  immortal  soul.  Contrariwise 
my  charity  for  you  is  such,  that  were  it  granted  me  to 
burst  the  cerements  of  the  grave,  and  return  from  the 
spirit  world,  again  would  I  rise  to  stand  between  you  and 
destruction,  to  tear  you  from  the  jaws  of  ruin.  Farewell ; 
I  plead  in  vain  !" 

"  Farewell ;  I'm  sorry  I  can  do  nothing  for  you,**  coldly 
returned  Lord  Castlereagh  ;  and  escorted  by  Olaudius 
Beresford,  Father  Fitzpatriok  withdrew,  to  be  again  trans- 
ferred to  the  custody  of  Major  Sirr  and  his  staff.  Don 
Antonio,  Miles,  and  Maurice,  who  waited  to  greet  the 
emancipated  prisoner,  pushing  through  the  crowd  of 
military  and  officials,  were  astonished  and  dismayed  to  find 
thenaftselves  rudely  repulsed  from  approaching  their  friend, 
who,  seeing  them,  waved  his  hand  in  adieu,  while  after  a 
few  tfrhispered  words  with  Claudius  Beresford,  Major  Sirr's 
carriage  with  its  occupants  drove  off,  not  to  Newgate,  but 
towards  Drumoondra.  Beresford  himself,  stepping  into  an 
elegant  chariot,  immediately  after  pursued  the  same  route, 
while  Don  Antonio  and  the  others,  lost  in  conjecture, 
continued  gazing  after  the  vehicles.  A  burly  master- 
sweep,  with  two  sooty  little  appendages  at  his  heels,  who 
had  come  out  of  the  lodge  encumbered  with  all  the  paia- 
phemalia  of  his  trade,  bags  and  brushes,  withdrew  a  small 
pipe  from  his  mouth  as  Beresford's  equipage  flashed  by, 
and  shouted  into  the  ear  of  its  proprietor  :  "  You've  had 
your  turn ;  it'll  be  mine  next,  Mr.  Beresford,"  And 
replacing  the  dudeen  between  his  grimy  lips,  he  sucked 
in  the  aromiltic  fumes  with  an  expression  of  enjoj- 
ing  the  delectable  luxury  which  at  any  other  time  would 
have    greatly  interested  the  party  surveying  him.    As 
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it  waa,  they  only  stared  id  blank  eilenoe  ;  while  the  sweep, 
diving  his  hands  in  his  fob-pookets,  resumed  between  pufl's, 
addressing  the  group  generally : 

"If  there's  a  rftsoal  in  the  world" — puff,  puff — "it's  that 
scoundrel,  Beresford ;  not  but  what  there's  a  kishful  of 
'em.  He  scored  five  hundred  on  my  back,  in  the  Mai-1- 
boTOugh  Kiding  School,  for  no  rhyme  nor  reason,  but  ou 
the  false  aoousation  of  some  lying  knave;  but  if  I  don't 
Boore  my  name  agin  him  in  the  election  that's  oomin' 
on,  an'  put  him  out  o*  the  House,  my  name  isn't 
Horish"— pu£F,  puff,  puff.  "  Is  the  prisoner  a  fiind  o' 
yours,  sir  f  " 

"  He's  my  nephew,  poor  boy  ;  and  I  don't  knov  what 
they  are  about  now,"  said  Don  Antonio,  anxiously. 
Puff,  puff.     "  A  priest  I  take  it,  sir,  by  his  look  ?  " 
"  Yes,"  said  Miles.     "  I  wonder  what  they  are  going  tb 
do  with  him.  Hadn't  we  better  go  on  to  Newgate  and  see  ?" 
*'  Take  my  word  for  it,  sir" — puff — "  they  am't  bringing 
him  to  Newgate."    Puff,  puff. — "  Didn't  ye  see  Beres- 
ford's  carriage  dhrivin*  afther  'em,  an'  he  an'  the  major 
eoshtrin  together?     They're  on  some  devil's  business  of 
their  own." 

"  Let  them  do  their  best,  they  can  prove  no  guilt  against 
the  prisoner,"  eaid  O'Drisooll. 

Horisb  gave  a  dry  laugh.  "  TChin  wor  ye  weaned,  sirP 
Ain't  he  a  priest,  an'  ain't  Mr.  Beresford  an'  Major  Sirr 
judge  an'  jury  enough  to  make  white  black,  an'  Bind  black 
to  be  dyed  red,  widout  any  appeal  from  the  verdict  ?" 

"  Then  you  think  he'll  be  dogged  P  "  cried  Don  Aatoflte, 
hastily.  ', 

"  An'  well  if  he  get  off  lightly  wid  fiv€  hundred,"  said 
the  sweep,  with  a  shrewd  wink,  "  An'  that's  why  they're 
smugglin'  him  out  o'  the  way,  lest  there'd  be  a  riot,  as  in 
coorse  there  would,  if  the  people  come  to  know  it." 

"  Let  us  return  with  speed,"  cried  Don  Antonio,  "  and 
call  on  Egan  and  Hussey  Burgh,  and  rouse  our  friends  to 
see  what  nan  be  done  in  the  ease." 

Acting  on  the  suggestion,  all  set  off  at  a  brisk  pace,  fol- 
lowed by  Horish|and  bis  satellites,  their  first  oare  being 
to  call  at  Don  Antonio's,  to  break  gently  the  disappoint- 
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ment  to  Alphonse,  who,  they  knew,  awaited  their  return 
in  a  fever  of  expectation. 

Maurice,  first  to  enter  the  drawingroom,  where  Effie 
was  standing  at  a  table  putting  together  the  parts  of  a 
puzzle,  gazed  in  silent  dismay,  as  Alphonse,  rising  from  a 
sofa  on  which  she  had  been  reclining,  camo  forward  with 
strange  similitude  of  a  smile  flickering  upon  a  pallid  face, 
to  welcome  him  and  hear  his  tidings. 

'^Alphonse,  dear,  what  ails  you?"  cried  the  young 
man,  excitedly,  as  she  placed  her  hand  in  his.  ^^  You 
are  not  yourself,  you  are  ill.  Won't  you  tell  me, 
dearest?" 

She  attempted  a  reassuring  laugh.  '^  I  do  not,  indeed, 
feel  well,  Maurice  ;  but  it  is  only  some  little  passing  in- 
disposition, I  dare  say,  which  won't  signify.  What  news 
of  Patrick?" 

'*  Nothing  decided  for  a  few  days  more,"  said  Maurice, 
eyasively,  as  Miles  and  Don  Antonio  came  in. 

"Why,  Alphonse,  what's  the  matter  with  you?"  ex- 
claimed Don  Antonio,  looking^at  his  niece.  ''  You  have 
heard  no  bad  news,  have  you  ?" 

**  No,  uncle,  not  any ;  I  just  feel  out  of  sorts  a  little." 

'*  Out  of  sorts  !  you  are  the  colour  of  death,  child.  What 
happened  you?"  and  he  glanced  at  Effie,  who,  feeling 
herself  called  upon,  said : 

'^  Lady  Alicia  came  again  to-day  to  luncheon,  and  teased 
her  to  lend  her  diamonds." 

"  I  hope  you  didn't,"  said  Don  Antonio.  "  You  would 
never  get  them  back." 

*'No,  uncle,  I  told  her  you  would  not  be  pleased." 

"And  then,"  blurted  out  Effie,  "  she  said  sure  you  need 
never  know  it,  if  Alphonse  wasn't  such  a  fool  as  to  tell 
you ;  and  when  she  found  she  could  not  get  them,  she 
asked  for  a  loan  of  the  pearl  ornaments  Lady  O^DrisooU 
gave  her ;  and  though  Alphonse  refused,  she  went  up  to 
the  dressing-room  herself  to  get  them,  but  Nelly  and  I 
ran  before  her,  and  hid  them.  So  she  went  away  as  oross 
as  a  cat  that  had  lost  a  mouse." 

*' How  impertinent!"  cried  Don  Antonio,  testily.  "I 
wonder,  Alphonse,  you  encourage  that  woman,  whom  I 
dislike  so  muoV 
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"  I  dou't  encourage  her,  imcle,"  said  Alphonse,  and 
ehe  shivered.  "I  wish  she  would  not  come;  I  am  afraid 
of  her;  there  is  Bometbing  ia  her  eyes  that  frightens, 
me ;  but  it's  no  use  to  deny  myself,  she  comes  up  all  the 
same." 

Don  Antonia  paused,  at  his  wit's  end.  "  But,  dear,  that 
need  not  have  made  you  iU,"  expostulated  Maurice.  "I 
thought  you  had  more  Bpirit." 

Effie  suddenly  cried  :  "  I  know  what  it  is  now.  It's  the 
French  bon-bons  Lady  Alicia  gave  her  some  of,  and  when 
she  went  Alphonse  gave  a  few  to  me,  and  I  shared  mine 
with  Nelly.  They  were  very  nice  to  eat,  but  we  were  both 
sick,  and  had  such  a  nasty  taste  on  our  mouth  after.  ^Ve 
did  nothing  but  drink  water  for  two  days." 

"  Oil,  yes,  I  think  that  must  be  it ;  I  had  forgotten  it," 
articulated  Alphonse,  with  faint  voice.  "  I  am  glad  to 
know  it,  for  I  had  feared  I  was  getting  fever."  And  she 
wenrily  closed  her  glassy  eyes,  nnd  leaned  her  head  upon 
Maurice's  shoulder. 

"Bon  Antonio,  send  at  once  for  a  physician,"  said  Mile^, 
going  himself  over  to  ring  the  bell,  which  a  servant 
promptly  answered. 

"  Send  for  Doctor  Adrians,"  cried  Don  Antonio,  in  alarm, 
as  Alphonse  sunk  fainting  down,  and  Maurice  bore  her 
to  the  sofa,  while  Miles  ran  to  fetch  a  glass  of  water,  and 
Effie  flew  down  for  Nelly,  who  was  in  the  housekeeper's 
room,  learning  to  make  jelly  and  tarte. 

All  was  confusion  and  diatresa,  for  Alphonse  did  not 
soon  revive;  and  in  the  midst  the  physician  arrived,  felt 
the  patient's  puhe,  examined  her  tongue,  asked  some 
questione,  shook  his  head  gravely,  and  turning  to  Don 
Antonio,  pronounced  the  one  ominous  word :  "  Poison ! " 

"Is  sbe  beyond  hope?"  demanded  Don  Antonio,  with 
the  desperate  composure  of  one  confronting  an  evil  from 
whence  there  is  no  escape  ;  while  Alaurice,  like  a  stone 
petrifaction,  mute  and  rigid,  awaited  the  response.! 

"  I  fear  so.  I  should  have  been  called  in  earlier ;  the 
virus  has  worked  into  the  system.  It  is  a  grave  case — 
very.  Meanwhile,  we  shall  do  our  best  while  there  is  life. 
Let  the  patient  be  put  to  bed,  and  kept  quiet,  while  I 
order  a  prescription." 
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THE    THUNDER   BURSTS. 

'*  But  now  eetranged,  diyorc^d  for  erer, 
Far  as  the  grasp  of  fate  can  sever ; 

Our  only  ties  what  loye  has  wove 
In  faith,  friends,  country  sunder'd  wide ; 

And  then,  then  only,  true  to  loTe, 
When  false  to  all  that's  dear  beside." 

FiBK  Worshippers. 
**'Tiae'enBo! 
The  parting  soul  doth  gather  all  her  fires  arqfind  her, 
All  her  glorious  hopes,  and  dreams,  and  burning  aspirations, 
To  illume  the  shadowy  diquiess  of  the  untrodden  path 
Which  lies  before  her ;  and,  encircled  thus, 
Awhile  she  sits  in  dyins  eyes,  and  thence 
Sends  forth  her  bright  farewells."  Hsmans. 

While  confusion  and  dismay  prevailed  in  the  mansion  of 
Don  Antonio  MacMahon,  and  Manricey  distraotedt  ran  to 
fetch  his  mother,  and  Don  Antonio  sent  for  a  clergyman  ; 
and  Effie  and  Nelly,  believing  themselves  involved  in  the 
fate  of  Alphonse,  and  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost — a  fate 
from  which  their  more  vigorous  constitution  and  smaller 
participation  in  the  sweetnieats  saved  them — greedily 
swallowed  doses  of  physic,  and  dolefully  prepared  for  their 
end ;  and  Alphonse,  partially  restored  by  strong  stimu- 
lants and  antidotes,  got  s^ort  snatches  of  uneasy  rest,  and 
betimes  showed  symptoms  of  delirium,  and  raved  at  inter- 
vals, Miles,  the  only  one  who  had  not  forgotten  Father 
Fitzpatrick,  and  his  urgent  need  of  a  patron  in  this  hour 
of  trial,  to  shield  him  from  the  power  of  his  enemies,  be- 
thought of  Florence  Esmonde,  and  without  a  moment's 
delay,  snatching  up  his  hat,  he  hurried  off  to  Haroourt- 
street,  to  see  and  engage  her  to  interest  her  brothers  and 
friends  in  favour  of  the  defenceless  prisoner.  Shaken  from 
his  centre  by  the  scene  he  had  just  witnessed,  deploring 
the  sudden  calamity  that  had  befallen  his  friends  with  one 
fell  stroke,  smiting  at  once  so  many,  aYid  wondering  could 
it  indeed  have  been  through  the  medium  of  the  bon-bon^ 
or  by  any  other  yet   unascertained    agency^  Alphonse 
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bad  uQOODBoiouBly  swallowed  the  baneful  iafiiBioii — for 
aJi  idea  that  the  eveot  was  more  than  aocideiital  catas- 
trophe had  not  as  jet  poesesBed  any  mind,  and  none 
would  oomit«nance  the  idea  of  a  fatal  termination  to 
it — he  amved  at  the  bouse  and  was  uabeied  into  the 
drawiogroom,  wbere  he  waited  some  time,  impatiently, 
before  the  door  opened,  and  entered,  not  Florence,  but 
Marmion  Esmond,  with  his  brother  Feroy.  With  haughty 
formality  each  bowed  to  Miles,  who,  retaining  a  sense  of 
the  mission  on  which  he  bad  come,  and  willing  to  oonoi- 
liate  those  whom  be  anticipated  would  ere  long  stand  in 
nearer  relationship  to  him,  courteously  returned  the  ereet- 
ing,  and  said :  "  I  Am  glad  to  see  you,  my  fri^ntG,  for 
though  I  had  asked  for  Miss  Esmond,  you  are  more  to 
my  present  purpose,  since  I  have  need  to  sue  your  favour 
in  a  case  of  deep  emergency,  oonfident  that  I  shall  not 
appeal  in  vain  to  the  generous  magnanimity  of  your 
nature,  and  the  potency  of  your  influeptial  interest  to 
confer  the  boon  I  orava" 

*'  Sir,"  loftily  returned  Marmion  Esmond,  "  any  boon 
compatible  with  our  honour,  dignity,  and  sooial  status,  we 
shall  be  happy,  if  in  our  power,  to  accord  to  your  suit ; 
but,  before  you  proceed  further,  having  an  inkling  of  its 
nature  from  my  sister,  Miss  Esmond,  who  no  later  than 
yesterday  surprised  us  by  stating  that  you,  presumptuously 
aspiring  to  her  hand,  had  so  far  forgotten  out  relative 
positions  as  to  propose  for  an  alliance  with  our  family — 
now,  air,  if  you  give  your  good  sense  fair  play,  upon  cool 
reflection  you  must  admit  tliat  any  connexion  between  our 
wealthy  and  aristociatio  family,  and  an  impoverished 
Popish  family,  many  of  whose  members— yourself  not 
least  conspicuously— have  signalised  themselves  as  stand- 
ard-bearers in  the  van  of  insurrection — would  be  dero- 
gatory and  obnoxious  to  the  last  degree,  and  shall  never 
nave  our  consent  or  sauotion," 

"  Captain  Esmond,"  responded  Miles,  throwing  back 
his  stately  figure,  and  fixing  upon  the  other  an  austere 
aspect,  beneath  whose  strone  expression  of  concentrated 
scorn  and  majestic  dignity  he  appeared  to  dwindle  and 
shrink  away,  "  I  thank  you  for  the  opportunity  you  have 
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given  me  of  aoquainting  you  with  your  own  antecedents, 
and  the  light  in  which  I  and  my  family  regard  you  and 
vours.  Far  other  theme  had  I  come  hither  this  day  to 
broaohy  but  since  you  have  coerced  me  into  another  sub- 
ject, and  flung  in  my  face  a  gauntlet,  I  take  it  up,  and 
thus  retort  your  audacious  challenge : —  Marmion  Es- 
mond, in  the  year  1625*  my  family  was  in  possession  of 
the  extensive  territorial  possessions  of  its  ancestors,  which 
had  been  restored  by  letters  patent  from  Elizabeth  and 
James  I.  Lord  Esmond,  your  progenitor,  an  unjust  and 
rapacious  invader,  confederated  with  Sir  Bichard  Ghraham, 
Sir  William  Parsons,  and,  I  regret  to  add.  Sir  Piers  Fitz- 
gerald, by  fraud,  violence,  and  suborning  false  witnesses, 
to  wrest  from  us  and  partition  among  them  our  fathers' 
heritage  from  immemorial  time.  They  succeeded  in  their 
nefarious  scheme  of  plunder,  and  several  members  of  our 
ruined  family  migrated  to  France,  where  they  served  in 
the  brigades,  among  them,  my  grandfather ;  while  others 
of  them,  who  yet  clung  to  fatherland,  engaged  in  various 
commercial  pursuits,  and  in  time  acquired,  despite  penal 
restrictions  on  Catholic  industry  and  enterprise,  wealth 
and  honour,  the  remnant  of  the  once  princely  heritage  of 
Piech  Mac  Aodh,  the  last  of  the  independent  Wicklow 
toparchs,  our  forefather,  being  now  vested  in  the  bands  of 
Bobert  Byrne  of  Cabinteely,  whose  kinsman  I  ^stand  here 
to  demand  restitution  of  that  usurped  property  of  ours, 
upon  which,  pluming  your  nakedness  with  stolen  feathers, 
you  arrogantly  claim  as  yours  that  to  which  you  are  a 
false  pretender ;  and  to  make  bold  assertion  to  your  teeth 
that  I,  Miles  O'Byme,  your  equal — ^nay  more,  your  peer — 
honours  you  by  offer  of  an  alliance  more  noble  might  not 
decline.  Let  me  see  Miss  Esmond,  whoso  pleasure  I 
consult,  not  yours ;  the  question  rests  between  us  alone  to 
settle." 

"  The  grand  vizier  has  spoken,'*  said  Marmion  Esmond, 
bowing  low  in  mockery,  and,  addressing  his  brother :  "  Let 
Miss  Esmond  come,  and  hear  from  the  lips  of  her  natural 
guardians  and  protectors  what  she  must  have  to  expect 
U  she  will  persist  in  the  mad  whim  of  degrading  her  familt, 

•  Carte's  •*  Life  of  Orinonclo,"  publiehed  1735-G. 
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and  uniting  herself  vith  an  Irieli  fortune-hunter,  whose 
highest  boast  is  that  he  is  oome  of  a  very  ancient  savage 
pedigree,  and  that  the  wild  glebe  they  ouce  tilled  has 
passed  into  better  bands," 

Peroy  went,  and  soon  returned  with  Florence,  pale  and 
subdued.  Miles,  intercepting  Mannion,  stepped  between, 
and  took  her  hand. 

"Tou  loved  me,  Florence,  you  said  P"  he  cried,  looking 
earnestly  into  the  depth  of  her  olear,  dewy  eyes. 

*' Yes,  Miles,"  she  faltered;  "I  have  diaolosed,  as  you 
wished,  to  my  friends  our  mutual  attachment." 

"Tou  did  well.  Now,  say,  dearest,  wliat  was  the  one 
object  which  I  told  you  alone  disputed  pre-eminence  with 
even  your  dear  love  for  empire  of  my  bosom  ?"  She 
blushed,  and  was  silent.  He  raised  himself,  and  accosted 
MarmioQ :  "  When  the  tempter  suggested  that  ours  should 
be  a  clandestine  love,  secured  by  secret  flight,  the  voice 
of  honour  spoke  aloud  to  my  heart,  and  bode  me  spurn  the 
unworthy  act.  That  same  voice  again  issues  its  impe- 
rious mandate,  which  I  cannot  choose  but  obey,  the  while 
it  sounds  the  knell  of  my  doom.  Florenoe,  I  loved,  I 
love,  shall  ever  love  you !  And  had  not  fate  stepped  be- 
tween, methinks  ours  had  been  a  happy  wedded  love ;  but 
the  dream,  like  every  dream  of  my  life,  is  broken."  She 
fixed  her  eyes  pensively  on  his  stonn-tossed  counteoance, 
while  passionately  he  proceeded :  "  Hod  you  been  a  dow^r* 
less  maid,  wooed  and  won,  not  in  Percy's  nor  in  Mar- 
mion's  power  had  it  been  to  sunder  from  my  hand  the 
treasure  I  would  have  yielded  only  with  my  life.  But 
never,  never  shall  it  be  Uieirs  to  say  that  Miles  O'Byme, 
an  Irish  fortunc-huuter,  a  Popish  rebel,  carried  off  their 
wealthy  sister  to  mend  his  fortune  with  her  gold.  Fare- 
well, sweet  Florenoe,  best  of  your  race ! — farewell,  and 
pray  for  the  plundered  pariah,  whose  rejected  friendship 
might  yet  be  estimated  at  cost  more  precious  than  the 
dross  against  which  it  was  weighed." 

"  Stay  ! — oh,  stay  !  Come  back,  oh,  Miles !"  screamed 
Florence,  waking  from  her  bewildered  trance,  and  flying 
to  the  door  in  pursuit  of  the  wildly  retreating  Miles.  Miff, 
mioa  threw  himself  between  them. 
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"  Back,  Florence !— back !    By  Joye  I  I  didn't  think 
the  fellow  had  so  much  spirit*    So  much  the  better  for 
yourself.    Listen,  girl,  once  more  to  what  I  tell  you  had 
been  the  sequel  of  your  flighty  conduct :  expulsion  from 
your  family,  opprobrium,  degradation,  poverty ;  for  think 
not  we  would  have  suffered  without  litigation  your  money 
to  go  into  such  hands,  whom,  probably,  the  end  would 
see  transported  for  a  swindler,  and  yourself  locked  up  in 
an  asylum  as  one  demented.     There,  do  as  all  young 
ladies  do,  baulked  of  their  first  love — play  the  trajjredy- 
queen,  sigh,  and  shed  sentimental  tears.    Here's  Ethel 
oome  to  oonafort  you.    Come,  Percy,  let  us  be  off ;  Car- 
hampton  awaits  us  at  the  Castle." 

There  are  natures,  soft,  warm,  impressionable,  whose 
inflammatory  emotions,  kindled  by  sharp  friction  of  pain, 
explode  like  a  rocket  or  a  magazine  into  which  a  spark  has 
fallen,  and  subside  in  sullen  gloom  amid  the  heart- wreck 
they  have  wrought  over  the  grave  of  their  blighted  hopes 
and  extinguished  life-lights.     Florence  Esmond  did  not 
belong  to  this  class ;  she  was  rather  one  of  those  who  might 
be  compared  to  a  lofty  tower  riven  by  a  thunderbolt  to  its 
very  foundation,  yet  which  proudly  stands  the  shook,  which, 
nevertheless,  as  surely  dooms  it  to  desolation  and  decay, 
gradual  and  irreparable.    As  one  frozen  and  congealed 
she  sat,  mute,  tearless,  listening  to  Ethel's  entreaties  to 
speak  and  tell  her  what  had  happened,  with  dull,  cold 
ear,  still  thinking  over  and  over  to  herself  the  one  thought: 
**  I  loved  him  so  truly,  and  he  is  gone,  gone  for  ever ! 
I  know  him ;  and  Marmion  and  Percy  have  wrought  this 
woe  I"    And  in  this  train  she  mused  on,  while  the  object 
of  her  thoughts,  chafing  with  the  memory  of  Esmond's 
galling  taunts  and  rebuff,  fiercely   wrestling  with  the 
agony  of  his  spirit,  and  priding  himself  upon  his  Spartan 
manhood  that  could,  witn  unrelenting  hand,  dash  the  cup 
of  bliss  from  his  own  lip,  paced  along  with  lordly  strides, 
looking  to  neither  right  nor  left,  but  vainly  sbiving  to 
banish  from  his  mind  the  image  of  Florence  Esmond,  and 
replace  it  with  a  crowd  of  other  occupants.  He  arrived  at 
Don  Antonio's  resideijice,  just  as  O'Driscoll  had  preceded 
him,  anxious  and  miserable,  with  a  new  care  weighing 
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upon  his  heart.  His  mother,  whose  health  had  beea  long 
aUiDg,  too  hastily  appmed  of  AJphonse's  condition,  had 
fallen  into  one  of  her  swooning  &U,  and  though  hotter 
vhen  he  left  her,  bad  to  retire  to  her  room,  to  which  he 
feared  the  would  be  some  time  oonfined ;  aud  then  hastily 
he  inquired  of  the  servant  about  Miss  Fitzpatriok.  The 
menial  replied  that  there  was  no  perceptible  imprOTement; 
that  another  doctor  had  been  oalted  in,  and  the  two  were 
then  with  Don  Antonio  in  the  dra win  groom.  Miles  and 
O'DrifiooU  went  up,  to  find  Effie  and  Nelly  hanging  about 
the  lobby  to  waylay  the  phyBioians  as  they  came  forth,  for 
an  opinion  upon  their  own  case ;  and  as  the  two  gentlemen 
entered  the  drawingroom,  they  followed  without  ceremony, 
eager  to  make  known  some  Dondeecript  symptoms  that 
troubled  them  to  the  men  of  lore.  Doq  Antonio's  face,  as 
Miles  and  O'DrisooU  oonoeived,  did  not  express  an  air  of 
much  satisfaotion ;  nor  did  the  physiciaoB,  when  gueBtioned 
BS  to  their  hopes  of  the  patient,  give  very  defiaito  opinion. 
One  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said : 

"  She  has  youth  on  her  side,  and  an  uoimpured  consti- 
tution.   We  hope  the  best." 

"tha  other  added :  "  Whatever  the  faoulty  has  prescribed 
in  snoh  oases  we  have  administered,  but  it  was  b  serious 
mistake  not  to  have  called  in  advioe  immediately  upon 
symptoms  supervening  the  swallowing  of  the  bonbons." 

"Then  you  believe  it  was  the  bonbone  caused  her  illness?" 
said  Miles. 

"Undoubtedly;  I  have  known  many  children  poisoned 
by  eating  those  noxious  compounds  of  plaster,  anaaisenio, 
and  other  deleterious  colouring  stuff  and  ingreiHents." 

"  Sir,  do  you  think  we'll  die  ?"  exclaimed  ££Be,  whose 
terror  broke  loose  and  defied  all  control.  "  We  ate  a  lot 
of  them,  Nelly  and  I," 

"  I  see  nothing  to  indicate  such  casualty,  my  dear ;  bnt- 
if  you  wish,  I'll  order  you  emetics,"  smiled  Doctor  Adries. 
"Meanwhile,  sir" — he  turned  to  Don  Antonio  as  he  left 
the  room — "  remember,  above  all  things,  the  patient  is  to 
be  kept  quiet  and  free  from  excitement  till  the  feverish 
■ymptoms  are  abated,  and  we  oan,  after  neutralizing  the 
I^BOts  of  the  drug,  get  up  her  exhausted  strength." 
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They  departed ;  and  for  the  rest  of  the  day  a  pin  might 
have  been  heard  to  fall  in  the  house.  Don  Antonio,  in 
his  anxiety  for  Alphonse,  merging  solioitude  for  his 
nephew,  deputed  Miles  and  Maurice  to  find  where  he  had 
been  conveyed,  and  do  what  they  could  in  his  behalf,  while 
he  himself  sat  down  to  write  to  various  parties  whose  inte- 
rest he  hoped  might  be  of  avail  in  the  young  man's  case. 
Early  the  following  day  O'DrisooU,  accompanied  by  Miles, 
who  met  him  by  appointment,  hastened  to  make  inquiries 
about  the  invalid.  Upon  being  told  she  passed  a  restless 
night,  but  was  now  a  little  more  composed,  as  the  doctors 
expected,  they  went  up  stairs,  and  met  Effie  on  the  landing, 
who  whispered : 

*'  Lady  Alicia's  just  come ;  she's  in  the  drawingroom, 
and  wanted  to  go  up  to  Alphonse,  but  I  told  her  she 
couldn't,  that  Don  Antonio  and  the  nurse  was  with  her, 
and  the  doctors  coming." 

"My  dear  Maurice,"  cried  the  lady,  coming  to  the  door 
as  they  eutered,  and  her  look  expressed  so  much  feeling 
that  O'DriscoU,  rescinding  former  impressions,  thought: 
^' Well,  you  are  a  generous,  noble-hearted  creature,  and 
I  was  mistaken  in  my  contrary  opinion."  "  Poor  darling 
Alphonse !  Only  this  morning  I  heard  she  was  so  ill,  and 
camo  off  at  once  to  see  her.  What  do  the  doctors  say? 
My  poor  fellow !" 

'*  We  must  wait  till  we  hear  what  they  say  to-day.  She 
has  had  a  bad  night,"  said  Maurice,  with  a  choking  in  his 
throat.     "  Of  course  we  hope  the  best." 

"  Poor  dear,  of  course  you  do.     Sweet  Alphonse !" 

"  It  was  the  bonbons  you  gave  her,  Lady  Alicia,"  said 
Miles,  "  that  sickened  her." 

"Sir,  what  do  you  mean  to  insinuate?"  screamed  Lady 
Alicia,  with  brow  of  thunder,  and  lightning  in  her  eyes. 
*'  *  Do  you  dare  to  say  the  bonbojis  contained  poison,  aud 
that  I  wilfully  conspired  against  Miss  Fitzpatri^jk's  life?" 

"  I  did  not  use  the  words  poison  or  life,*'  calmly  replied 
Miles.     "  I  merely  said  the  bonbons  sickened  her.*' 

^'  Beware  what  you  say,  sir.  I  am  not  one  to  be  assailed 
with  impunity ;  and  I  have  friends  powerful  and  prompt 
to  do  my  behest  and  redress  my  grievance,"  retorted  the 
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liidy,  with  the  hissing  tone  and  yindiotive  aspect  of  an 
envenomed  snake  about  to  dart  its  fangs.  So  terrible  was 
the  effect  of  her  speech,  and  gesture  of  rage  and  alarm^ 
that  for  the  first  time  an  awful  suspicion,  that  was  almost 
conviction,  flashed  into  the  soul  of  0*Driscoll,  and  shud- 
dering he  recoiled  from  the  touch  of  her  cold,  fishy  hand, 
as  one  electrified  by  contact  with  a  torpedo ;  while,  grasping 
his,  she  continued,  in  agitated  strain :  ^'  Would  you  believe 
me  capable  of  it — of  anything  so  base  ?  0'Byme>  you 
wicked  wretch !" 

"My  dear  Lady  Alicia,  compose  yourself,"  cried  Maurice, 
soothingly.  "  My  friend  Miles  has  said  nothing  absolutely 
that  could  be  construed  into  the  smallest  offence.  I  might 
myself  be  open  to  the  reproof,  innocently,  of  giving  sweet- 
meats to  some  one  that  disagreed." 

"  But  who  said  the  bonbons  were  poisoned,  and  that  I 
gave  them  to  her  P"  said  Lady  Alicia,  now  weeping  hyste- 
rically upon  Maurice's  shoulder. 

"  The  doctor  said  they  were  poisoned.  Where  did  you 
get  them,  and  have  you  any  more  ?" 

"  Then  the  doctor  is  a  liar,  and  he^is  in  the  plot  against 
me.  They  came  to  me  from  France ;  I  have  eaten  of  them 
myself.  Oh,  cruel,  cruel  Maurice !  to  hear  such  a  charge, 
and  not  knock  down  the  traducer ; — but  I  will  deal  with 
him." 

"Suppose  they  were  poisoned;  you  might  not  have 
known  it,*'  said  Maurice.  "You  make  too  much 
of  it." 

"  Oh,  Maurice,  you  are  a  dear  fellow  to  try  and  comfort 
me  so.  I  don't  believe  they  were  poisoned ;  but,  if  it  so 
happened,  I  would  lie  down  and  die  at  your  feet  for  my 
.unlucky  hand  in  the  accident.  But  is  she  so  ill  P  Is  she 
beyond  hope  P  What  does  the  doctor  say  ?  I  was  just 
going  to  ask  was  it  fever,  or  any  contagious  disorder,  when 
I  was  interrupted ;  and  I  would  go  up  now  to  see  her,  but 
that  little  girl  told  me  Don  Antonio  was  with  her. 
Won't  you  tell  me  how  she  is  P  You  said  she  had  a  bad 
night  P'^ 

"  So  I  heard,  Lady  Alicia ;  but  she  is  more  tranquil  to- 
day," said  Maurice,  "  and  I  hope  the  best." 
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"  To  be  sure ;  I  declare  I  feel  so  relieved.  What  gave 
her  the  bad  sights  do  you  think  P  Maybe  eome  one  in- 
cautiously told  her  about  her  brother  the  priest,  and  that 
may  have  disquieted  her,  poor  thing." 

•'  No.  What !  do  you  know  anything  of  him  P  We  have 
been  trying  to  make  him  out,  Miles  and  I/'  said  O'Drisooll, 
eagerly. 

"  Oh,  don't  you  know  ? — ^if  not,  perhaps  I  should  not  tell 
you  P" 

*^  Yes,  yes,  pray  tell  us ;  a  murderous  certainty  is  better 
than  torturing  suspense." 

^  '^  He  is  dead,  unhappy  man ;  refused  to  answer  all  ques- 
tions put  to  him,  and  died  in  Beresford's  Mews,  at  Drum- 
oondra,  last  night ; — so  Claudius  told  my  uncle.  Don't  say 
a  word  of  it  to  poor  Alphonse.  Oh,  by-the-bye,  Maurice, 
1  want  you  to  do  me  a  favour ;  I  am  going  on  Monday 
next  to  Lady  Aldborough's  rout,  and  you  know  I'd  like  to 
look  my  best.  Would  you  coax  dear  Alphonse  to  lend 
me  the  pearl  suit  your  mother  gave  her  P  I'd  prefer  a 
loan  of  her  uncle's  diamonds,  and  if  I  asked  him  myself 
I'm  sure  he'd  oblige  me ;  but  his  manner  is  so  stiff  and 
unpleasant  it  repels  one ;  so  I  must  be  content  with  the 
pearls  just  for  one  night.  Effie  will  take  your  message 
and  run  up  and  get  them  for  me." 

*'  Alphonse  is  to  be  kept  quiet,  the  doctor  says,  and  we 
couldn't  tease  her  for  them  now,"  cried  Effie,  looking  at 
Maurice,  who  replied : 

^'  There's  time  enough  yet  between  this  and  Monday, 
Lady  Alicia ;  she  cannot  be  disturbed  now.  And  so  they 
have  murdered  poor  Fitzpatriok  P  " 

**  Oh,  you  know  he  was  a  United  Irishman ;  thej 
oouldn't  help  it ;  the  country  must  be  pacified.  Of  course 
it  is  very  sad,  and  we  are  idl  so  sorry  ;  but  couldn't  Effie 
run  up  and  get  the  jewels  quietly  ;  Alphonse  need  know 
nothing  of  it,  they'll  be  back  before  she  wants  them,  and 
I'd  like  to  see  what  dress  would  best  suit  them." 

'*!  couldn't  do  it.  Lady  Alicia,"  returned  Maurioe,  in 
tone  more  hard  and  firm  than  ever  she  had  heard  from 
him.  <<  Excuse  mo  if  I  go :  I  hear  the  doctor's  carriage. 
Come,  Miles.'' 
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^'  Then  I  may  go,"  sighed  Lady  Alioia, ''  and  as  I  drive 
through  town  on  my  return,  I'll  call  to  hear  the  news. 
EfiBe,  would  you  like  a  drive  in  the  carriage  P  " 

"  No,  I  would  not/^  bluntly  responded  Effie,  yet  rueing 
the  bitter  memory  of  bonbons  and  emetics. 

*'  Wouldn't  you  like,  dear,  to  go  to  see  your  old  friends, 
the  Misses  Hodgenses  P  I'll  take  you,  if  you  wish,  there." 

"No,  thank  you,  I  don't  care  at  all  to  see  the  Miss 
Hodgenses  ;"  and  Efi5e  decamped  from  the  saloon,  while 
Lady  Alicia  made  her  way,  unattended,  to  the  hall-door. 

''  Maurice,"  said  Miles,  as  they  waited  in  the  dining- 
room  the  return  of  the  doctor,  and  saw  her  step  into  her 
chariot,  *^  avoid  that  woman ;  there's  a  fiend  in  her  eye ; 
woe  betide  the  man  that  shall  call  her  wife,"  and  with  a 
pang  at  his  heart  he  dashed  away  a  tesur  that  had  sprung 
to  his  eye,  and  turned  to  scan  the  backs  of  the  books  in  a 
glass-case  beside  him. 

Two  hours  later,  Florence  Esmond,  yielding  to  the 
Tersuasion  of  her  cousin,  Ethel  Courtney,  ordered  the 
jaunting-car,  and  mournfully  apathetic,  accompanied  her 
to  pay  a  visit  to  Alphonse,  of  whose  illness  they  had  not 
even  heard.  As  they  drew  up  before  the  house,  Ethel 
uttered  an  exclamation,  and  Florence  a  moment  abstracted 
from  her  sorrow,  fixed  a  gaze  of  surprise  upon  the 
shrouded  windows. 

'^ Someone  is  dead;  it  must  be  Don  Antonio,"  cried 
Ethel.  They  descended  from  the  car  and  knocked  at  the 
door ;  a  servant  opened  it,  and  bursting  into  tears  mur- 
mured : 

**  She's  just  gone  half  an  hour,  Miss." 

•**WhoP"  cried  Florence,  pushing  her  way  into  the 
parlour,  while  Ethel  ran  up  stairs. 

'*  Poor  Alphonse,"  said  Miles,  dejectedly,comingforward, 
leading  her  in  by  the  hand  and  closing  the  door.  "  Poor 
Alphonse  is  dead ;  I'm  glad  you've  come,  Florence." 

"  Alphonse  dead !  "  exclaimed  Florence,  forgetting 
every  other  thought,  and  fainted  way. 
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CHAPTER  XLVL 

THE   EMIGRANTS. 

• 

**  Now  dimm'd  and  gone 
Bach  Btar  of  hope  that  cheer'd  him  on. 
His  glories  lost— his  cause  betray'd — 
He  saw  his  dear  loT*d  country  made 
A  land  of  carcassoa  and  slaves, 
One  dreary  waste  of  chains  and  grsTW." 

Fibs  WoBSBipPiBfl. 

**  I  AM  glad  you  came,  dear  Florence/'  were  the  reiterated 
words  addressed  by  Miles  O'Byme  to  Florence  Esmond, 
as,  recovered  from  her  brief  lapse  of  consoiousnesSy  she 
sat  beside  him  on  the  sofa,  her  hand  in  his,  her  ejea  bent 
downward,  her  countenance  expressing  contending 
emotions  of  dismay  and  pity  for  the  fate  of  Alphonse, 
and  reviving  hope  for  her  own  destiny.  **  I  am  glad,"  he 
repeated,  '^  to  see  you  once  more,  for  not  such  as  the  past 
would  I  that  our  parting  were *' 

"  But  must  we  part.  Miles  ?  "   she  hastily  interrupted. 

**  I  have  given  you  my  love,  which  shall  never  be  recalled. 

^   I  have  pledged  you  my  faith  which  it  is  not  in  any  power 

save  yours  to  sever.   Whate'er  may  be  your  lot  in  life,'for 

weal  or  woe,  I  am  content  and  strong  to  share  with  you.'' 

•'  Dear  Florence,"  he  returned,  deeply  moved,  "  urge 
no  more.  I  appeal  to  that  self-same  love  and  devotion  of 
yours,  and  ask  would  you,  could  you,  noble  in  every  senti- 
ment as  you  are,  ask  me  to  forego  my  own  self-respect,  to 
forfeit  my  own  self-esteem  by  act  so  unworthy?  You 
know  the  undisguised  opinions  and  prejudices  of  your 
family.  What  hope  of  domestic  concord  should  bless  our 
ill-starred  union,  could  I  brook,  fiery  as  I  am  of  soul,  the 
insult,  scorn,  and  contumely  of  your  haughty  brothers  and 
their  friends  P      I  fear  not  a  drawn  sword,    which  not 
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the  Toioe  of  an  angel  of  peace  might  bid  be  aheathed, 
would  rule  and  ensanguine  our  bouse.  Tet  more,  granted 
I  were  magnanimous  eoougb  to  riae  superior  to  myself 
and  paes  by  Harmion's  hate  and  Percy's  sneer,  or  polUxiOQ 
enough  to  sneak  away  and  bide  from  their  wrata,  what 
manner  of  mind  or  heart  should  animate  my  nature,  to 
,  behold,  unmoved  and  unremorseful,  Florence,  beautiful 
and  good,  the  star  of  her  sphere,  and  the  cynosure  of 
•very  eye,  dra^;ed  down  by  my  hand  &om  the  higbestate, 
her  birthright,  disowned  by  her  brothers,  forsaken  by  her 
friends,  plunged  into  obscurity,  and  all  for  no  other  guer- 
don than  that  of  my  fatal  love,  which,  without  dooming 
such  iii£iotion,  may  yet  and  for  ever  be  hers  P"  He  drew 
from  his  bosom  the  ring  she  had  given  him,  and  which  was 
attached  by  a  little  chain  to  his  crucifix.  "  You  remember 
this  token,  dearest  ?  I  am  not  going  to  return  it,  for  though 
while  I  releaseyou,  Florence,  from  your  pledge  to  ally  with 
my  destiny,  this  little  amulet  shall  ever  rest  upon  my 
bosom,  closing  the  door  of  my  heart,  and  guarding,  in- 
aooeaeible  to  every  other^object,  the  empty  niobe  oonsecrated 
to  its  sole  idol,  my  lost  Florence."  He  kissed  her  band 
and  rose  quickly,  warned  by  an  approaching  step  at  the 
door;  it  opened,  and  Ethel  entered  with  streaming  eyes, 
aooompaoied  by  E£e,  aobbiDg  as  if  her  heart  would  break, 
and  Bon  Antonio,  looking  like  a  statue  of  solemnity  oast 
in  bronze.  Silently  he  shook  bands  with  Florence,  standing 
in  awe-struck  horror,  a  picture  of  speechless  woe. 

"Where's  O'DrisoollF"  said  Miles,  addressing  M'MahoD, 
who  answered,  in  hollow  tone  : 

"  Gone  home  ;  juet  got  word  that  his  mother  waa  found 
dead,  sitting  in  her  bedroom — disease  of  the  heart.  Poor 
fellow." 

"  Any  commands,  sir  ?"  cried  a  eervant-man,  noiselessly 
opening  the  door,     "  I'm  going  through  town." 

"Commands!"  re-echoed  Don  Antonio,  looking  per- 
plexed and  preoccupied.  "  Tea ;  wait ; — stay,  you  are 
going  to  give  directions  to  the  undertaker ;  have  you  got 
my  note  P  Yon  might  as  well  bid  an  auctioneer  oome  up 
with  a  valuator  to  take  the  furniture,  and  call  on  Jefferies, 
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the  landlord,  to  oome  oyer  this  evening  till  I  settle  about 
the  rent ;  that  will  do— go/* 

'•  What  are  you  going  to  do,  Don  Antonio  P"  said  Mile^i 
who  began  to  think  that  the  old  man,  crazed  by  affliotion, 
was  issuing  incoherent  orders,  and  was  not  quite  cognisant 
of  his  acts. 

"  What  am  I  going  to  do  P*'  mildly  returned  Don  An- 
tonio, but  with  firmness  of  look  and  tone  that  left  no 
doubt  of  his  perfect  competency  to  govern  his  affairs.  ''I 
am  going  once  again  to  fly  with  speed  from  this  land  of 
desolation,  where  I  have  suffered  wreck  and  loss  of  all 
that  was  dear  to  my  bosom — ^my  brave  boy  Patrick,  my 
murdered  Alphonse,  and  my  grandchild,  sole  offispring  of 
mpr  only  daughter,  whom  in  evil  hour  I  beguiled  from  her 
widowed  father's  arms  to  accompany  me  on  this  ill-fated 
voyage  to  perish  with  our  vessel  on  tne  coast.''  He  wrung 
his  hands  and  moaned  aloud  :  ''  For  your  sakes,  Patrick 
and  Alphonse,  whose  duteous  love  comforted  my  soul,  and 
whom  I  had  looked  to  be  the  staff  of  my  declining  years, 
I  had  consented  to  make  again  my  home  in  my  fatherland, 
having  no  other  ties  to  bind  me  to  my  foreign  associations, 
my  son-in-law  having  formed  for  himself  other  connexions 
indifferent  to  me ;  and  now,  lo  !  behold  the  sequel.'' 

''But  Alphonse  murdered,  you  said,  Don  Antonio P' 
exclaimed  !Ethel  Courtney,  with  starting  eyes.  *'  What 
mean  you  P" 

'*  Though  the  last  word  my  child  spoke,  with  O'Driscoll's 
hand  and  mine  locked  in  hers,  wto :  '  Forgive  her  and  let  her 
live  to  repent,'  I  will  lift  my  voice  and  let  it  resound  to  the 
ear  of  the  murderess,  whose  name,  for  sake  of  the  promise 
extorted  by  our  lost  one,  shall  not  be  spoken.  Alphonse 
died  of  the  poisoned  sweets  offered  by  her  hand." 

Florence  and  Ethel  simultaneously  uttered  a  cry  and 
clasped  theirs. 

*' les,"  said  Miles,  ^<  in  friendship's  guise,  sweetmeats 
were  given  to  the  victim  ;  some,  we  nave  now  ascertained, 
were  harmless ;  some  slightly  tinctured  with  deleterious 
mixture.  But  one  was  prepared  with  distinct  ingredient 
sufficient  to  accomplish  the  end,  and  that  one  the  ansns- 
peoting  Alphonse  ate." 
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He  hurried  fortli,  oreroome  by  a  burst  of  emotioa,  and 
Don  Antonio,  oondaoting  the  stupefied  laditu  to  the  hall- 
door,  quietly  opened  and  oIoBed  it  upon  their  exit. 

On  the  morning  of  the  third  day  after  their  deoease, 
two  funeral  oortegea  swept  in  long  mournful  prooesaion 
through  the  atreets  of  Duolin,  and  two  mortal  tanemente 
were  committed  to  return  duet  to  dust,  and  Bleep  their  long 
qniet  sleep  till  the  trumpet  of  the  angel  shall  sound  the 
morning  call  for  the  dead  to  fling  oS  their  blanket  of  clay, 
lift  their  pillowed  head  from  the  tomb,  and  bound,  thrilling 
irith  new  life,  ethereal  and  vigorous  in  perennial  beauty, 
into  the  light  of  a  day  whose  sun  shall  never  set.  and  re- 
moulded in  flesh  not  annealed  from  dust  or  elements  of 
earth,  but  in  the  subtile  essence  of  divinity,  resplendent 
and  immortal. 

Don  Antonio,  O'DrisooU,  and  Miles  O'Byrne,  having 
paid  the  last  sad  duties  to  those  so  dear  to  them,  retarned, 
oisoonsolate  and  silent,  to  the  house  of  Don  Antonio ;  for 
ha  had  entreated  that,  as  this  was  his  last  day  in  Dublin, 
and  that  on  the  morrow  be  embarked  for  South  Amerioa, 
they  might  spend  it  together.  Upon  arriving  at  the  man- 
non,  Miles  was  surprised  to  hear  that  Captain  Courtney, 
Percy  Esmond  and  Miss  Esmond,  awaited  him  in  the 
drawingroom. 

"  Come  with  me,  for  heaven's  sake ;  I  have  not  nerve  now 
to  meet  them  alone,"  said  he,  addressing  his  companions. 
They  entered,  and  before  they  oould  observe  more  than 
that  Florence,  EfSe,  and  Nelly,  were  grouped  apart,  Percy 
Esmond,  looking  excited  and  eager,  stepped  forward,  cry- 
ing: 

"  Miles,  we  had  been  to  your  lodgings  to  seek  you,  and 
were  directed  here.  What  frenzy  impelled  you  to  im- 
peach Lady  Alicia  Luttrell  with  poisoning  Miss  Fitz- 
patrick  P  I  can  tell  you,  you  are  in  jeopardy.  Carhamp- 
ton  has  taken  it  up ;  Colandisk  is  clamorous  for  your  blood. 
They  and  Beresford,  with  Norbury  and  Major  Sirr,  were 
met  in  consultation  how  to  dispose  of  you  this  morning 
without  giving  you  opportunity  to  defend  yourself,  or  to 
repeat  what  they  term  your  lioellons  sluader  and  defa- 
mation of  Lady  Alida.    What  will  you  do  P    Unless  you 
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fly  at  onoe,  within  this  hour,  I  would  not  ensure  your  life 
till  nightfall  for  a  groat.  You  know  the  men  with  whom 
you  have  to  deal.  Secret  assassinati'^n  or  judicial  murder 
is  all  that  you  have  to  expect,  and  that  immediate ! '' 

'*  Yes,  dear  Miles,  it  is  too  true.  I  oame  myself  lest 
you  might  too  lightly  disregard  Percy's  admonition," 
cried  Florence,  earnestly.  "  x  ou  must  fly  at  onoe ;  it  is 
Florence  Esmond  exhorts,  entreats  you.  There  is  no 
time  to  lose." 

'•Stir  up,  Miles! — ^look  alive!"  cried  Don  Antonio. 
"  Put  your  traps  together  and  go  pn  board  the  emigrant 
vessel  in  which  I  have  taken  my  passage.  There  are  a 
few  berths  to  be  had  yet.  Take  three  for  yourself,  and 
Effie,  and  NeUy." 

"  And  one  for  me,  too,"  chimed  in  O'DriscoU,  gloomily 
composed,  '^with  accommodation  for  Tippoo  Saib  and 
Bourbon.     Stay,  I'll  accompany  you  to  the  quay." 

"  Nonsense  !  What  are  you  going  for  P  "  cried  Percy 
Esmond,  compassionately  gazing  upon  the  haggard 
visage  of  his  friend.  **We  are  all  sorry  for  you,  old 
fellow ;  and  there's  better  luck  in  store  for  you.  After  all, 
a  wife  far  gone  in  decline,  as  we  hear  poor  Alphonse  was, 
you  would  have  had  but  a  short  lease  of ;  and  liady  Alicia, 
who  is  dying  for  love  of  you,  has  plumed  up  again  with 
new  hope,  and  exultingly  whispers  up  and  down  that  now 
there  is  no  rival  to  balk  her,  you  are  hers  for  ever." 

"She  deceives  herself!"  was  the  curt  rejoinder  of  the 
desponding  young  man,  as  he  took  up  his  hat.  ^'  Come  on, 
Miles."^ 

"  Hoity-toity !  was  there  ever  such  a  complication  of 
cross  purposes  and  refractory  spirits  P"  exclaimed  Captain 
Courtney,  now  throwing  himself  into  the  nieke,  '^A 
young  lady  in  decline  dies,  and  emigration  on  a  large 
scale  must  be  the  sequel !  Don  Antonio  takes  ship  for 
the  western  hemisphere ;  Miles  O'Byrne  must  fly  for  his 
life  for  some  word  dropped  in  folly  on  a  spiteful  woman's 
ear;  and  O'DriscoU  must  cut  and  run  because  Cupid 
threatens  with  his  bow  and  dart.  Can't  you  all  settle 
down,  like  sensible  men,  and  think  it  over.  If  O'DriscoU 
doesn't  choose  to  surrender  himself  thrall  to  Lady  Alicia, 
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to  my  own  knowledge  there's  twenty  other  ladies  won't 
say  him  nay ;  and,  as  for  you.  Miles,  all  you  need  do  to 
get  out  of  the  scrape  is  to  go  to  ohuroh,  marry  Florence, 
tack  yourself  to  the  winning  party  (the  Government),  go 
in  for  a  good  appointmeni;,  and  snap  your  fingers  at  the 
mongrel  tribe  who,  having  no  root  in  the  land  by  right  of 
ancestry,  as  you  and  I  have,  would  sell  the  clay  that 
covers  their  father's  bones  for  less  than  its  weight  in  dross, 
and  Btake  their  reversion  of  heaven  at  the  gaming-table. 
Be  wise,  man !  you  have  precedent  in  your  kinsman, 
George  Byrne,  of  Oabinteely,  a  prudent,  sensible  man; 
who,  sooner  than  see  his  fine  estate  sequestered  for  a 
quibble,  conformed  to  the  State  Church." 

''And  threw  up  the  Apostolic  one,"  laughed  Miles, 
scornfully. 

'*  Let  me  say  on. — Showed  himself  one  day  in  church 
at  MonkstowD,  where  the  event  so  notable  you  may  see 
blazoned  on  marble " 

*'  Testifying  to  the  edification  of  his  example,"  sneered 
Miles. 

*'  To  the  triumph,  sir,  of  our  having  made  a  convert  of 
such  notability ;  unlike  his  son  Bobert,  who,  shouldered 
up,  no  doubt,  by  his  friends — Grattan,  Connolly  of  Castle- 
town, and  his  kinsmen,  Blaokney  of  Balleillon,  Wyse  of 
The  Manor,  and  the  Devereuxes — rather  than  consult  his 
own  interest,  and  vote  for  the  Union.  I  can  tell  you. 
Government  made  him  handsome  offers  through  Castle- 
reagh  for  his  support  of  the  measure " 

*•  The  destruction  of  his  country." 

'*  No,  sir,  the  good  of  the  country.  Well,  he  stubbornly 
refused,  as  you  know,  as  the  world  knows,  all  terms." 

''Was  this  why  the  pikes  were  hidden  in  his  demesne 
of  Cabinteely  P  " 

"I  know  nothing  about  that  transaction.  The  Sham 
Squire,  who  knew  of  Byrne's  disaffection  to  the  Union, 
and  that  he  was  hence  in  no  favour  with  the  Government, 
very  likely  thought  it  a  good  opportunity  to  help  the 
Government  to  get  rid  of  him." 

"  Then  we  should  have  had  Higgins  and  Co.,  under 
Castlereagh's  patronage,  lording  it  in  the  last  remnant  left 
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of  our  andent  heritage,  but  for  the  influential  interposition 
of  Judge  Day  ^th  the  Yioeroy,  and  his  disclosure  of 
the  villainy." 

"Well,  to  what  endP  Bob  Byrne,  who  might  haye 
defied  them,  and  held  his  head  higher  than  the  best^  by  m 

just  giving  the  tips  of  his  fingers  to  the  Government's  f 

outsfaretohed  hand,  dashed  the  whole  thing,  and  flies  like 
a  hunted  hare  to  pine  an  exiled  man  in  Buenos  Ayres, 
with  his  wife  and  three  little  girls. .  Come,  Miles,  my  good 
fellow,  have  more  common  sense;  change  your  tactics, 
and  steer  with  the  wind  that  blows,  for  the  Union  will  be 
carried  with  or  without  you.  Dame  Fortune  is  just  now 
disposed  to  be  amicable  in  your  regard  ;  catch|her  by  the 
skirt,  oome  in  along  with  your  Mends  to  the  Castle,  where 
pensions  and  peerages  are  at  discount  for  votes,  and  any 
amount  of  patronage  you  go  in  for.  Why  do  you  shake 
your  head  and  laugh  r 

**  I  can't  help  but  laugh  to  think  of  the  entourage  of 
patented  nobili^  with  which  our  ancient  pedigree  should 
DC  confounded — certainly  not  such  as  can  boast  in  heraldic 
page  to  honour  well  won  in  field  of  chivalry.  Some  I 
co^d  name,  you  know  them  yourself — ^peers  and  peeresses, 
save  the  mark !— with  whom  I  would  prefer  to  have  no 
association/' 

"Pish ! — hang  it,  what  a  qmic  you  are.  Then  here's 
my  hand,  and  the  hand  of  Florence  Esmond,  together, 
and  Percy  smiling  fedr  approbation  for  himself  and  ilar- 
mion  by  proxy  on  the  transaction.    Come." 

''Don't  tempt  me  beyond  my  strength  to  a  gulf  I  see 
yawning  beneath  my  feet,"  said  Miles,  with  a  wrung 
bosom.  ''  I  am  not  prepared  topay  the  cost  at  which  tbe 
treasure  may  be  mine.  Oh !  Morenoe,  Florence."  He 
broke  down  and  sobbed. 

There  was  a  loud  knock  at  the  front-door. 

'''Tis  Major  Sirr  and  an  officer  I"  cried  Effie,  in  alarm, 
as  she  peeped  out  under  a  comer  of  the  blind.  ''  What 
brings  him  nowP" 

"  Fly,  Miles  1  oh,  fly ! "  <a:ied  Florence.  They  dasped 
in  last  farewelL 

"  Get  out  by  the  ooaoh-house,"  said  Don  Antonio, 
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hastening  to  warn  the  Bervants.    ''  Gk)  on  board  at  once, 
and  m  follow  bv-and-by  with  the  children/* 

^'  Take  your  berth.  Miles,  under  an  assumed  name,  as 
80  shall  I  also,"  whispered  O'Driscoll,  as  they  made  off 
together.  **  We  are  in  a  hunter's  net,  and  it  behoves  us 
to  move  with  caution." 

So  down  to  the  quay  they  passed,  unobstructed,  while 
Major  Sirr,  seated  at  wine  with  Don  Antonio  and  the 
visitors,  blandly  asking  for  Miles  O'Byme,  of  whom  he 
wanted  to  make  inquiries  concerning  a  boy  who  had  been  in 
his  employment,  was  gravely  informed  by  Captain  Courtney 
that  he  had  just  taken  the  coach  to  Wexford  vrith  a  Mend, 
but  that  he  intended  to  ask  him  to  dine  on  his  return  in  a 
day  or  two,  and  that  if  the  Major  would  join  them  he 
would  confer  much  pleasure  on  all  parties  :  to  which  pro- 
posal the  Major  graciously  assented,  nothing  in  doubt  of 
killing  two  birds  with  one  stone  ;  then  added  :  ''  I  suppose 
he  is  gone  to  make  inquiries  about  his  insurgent  brother, 
who  was  shot  with  his  band  of  ninety  pikemen  the  day 
before  yesterday  on  the  Hill  of  Tara  by  the  troops.    Des- 
perate villains  I  We  are  cutting  them  down  now  pretty  fast.'' 
It  was  in  the  season  of  the  vernal  springtime,  when  the 
ministers  of  evil  and  Atd,  personated  by  Castlereagh,  let 
slip  their  hordes  of  furies  over  a  peaceful  and  smiling  land. 
It  is  now  advancing  late  in  autumn ;  and  where  are  the 
many  rustic  hamlets,  and  thatched  cots,  that  had  nestled 
once  in  sequestered  bowers,  and  peeped  out  from  gorge 
and  glen  on  the  mountain,  or  by  the  river  side,  clustered 
in  humble  group,  upon  the  open  sward,  basking  in  tran- 
quil repose,  or  lay  scattered  amid  wild  upland  regions,  the 
voice  of  whose  many  waters,  dashing  in  cascades  to  the 
valley,  or  murmuring  and  purling  through  pebbly  chan- 
nels, the  loud  howling  of  the  storm  cannot  drown  ?    It  is 
night,  and  where  are  the  sheiling  roofs,  and  the  glimmer 
of  the  hearth-light  through  the  pane  that  once,  like  an 
oasis  in  the  desert,  met  the  belated  wanderer's  eye  ?   Hark  I 
what  cry  of  lamentation,  what  voice  of  wailing  thrills 
upon  the  startled  ear,  and  stirs  the  calm  pulsation  of  nerve 
and  vein  to  a  deeper  heart-throb  ?   How  awfully  from  the 
drear  solitude  ascends  the  choral  dirge,  ever  wilder  and 
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louder,  ringing  through  the  reverberating  aroh  of  the  fir- 
mamentj  as  though  bursting  heart-strings  had  given  forth 
their  last  throe  of  anguish,  with  the  passionate  rush  of  a 
imirit  just  severed  from  their  olasp !  Hark !  what  phantom- 
like shapes  glide  by  the  half-shrouded  moonbeams,  along 
the  highways,  and  by  devious  routes ;  while  others  yet 
hover  and  linger,  unwilling  to  depart,  round  the  dismantled 
wrecks,  and  upon  the  site  of  ruined  homesteads.  Alas! 
that  lament  of  mourning  is  their  farewell  to  the  land  they 
shall  inhabit  no  more,  and  to  the  graves  of  their  kindred 
with  whose  dust  theirs  shall  not  commingle. 

Upon  the  deck  of  one  of  the  many  fine  vessels  that  lined 
the  Dublin  quay  is  congregated  a  vast  swarm  of  the  chil- 
dren of  the  Western  Isle,  departing  to  seek  in  unknown 
and  distant  clime  a  home  denied  them  on  their  own  soil, 
and  the  bread  which  robberv  and  oppression  should  there 
not  wrench  from  the  hard  hand  of  honest  toil,  to  pamper 
idle  iniquity.  Foremost  and  conspicuous  among  the  self- 
expatriated  emigrant  pioneers  standMilesO'Byme,  Maurice 
O'Driscolly  Don  Antonio  MacMahon,  Euphemia,  and  Nelly: 
and  amid  the  crowd  that  lined  the  shore  stood  Captain 
Courtney,  Percy  Esmond,  and  Florence,  holding  in  her 
hand,  pressed  to  her  lip,  the  golden  crucifix  which  enclosed 
a  tress  of  raven  hair,  the  last  relic  and  memento  of  him 
who  bore  away  with  him  her  hearty  and  with  whom  she 
had,  in  that  last  wild,  hurried  adieu,  parted  for  ever.  No 
tear  bedewed  her  eye,  but  her  cheek  wore  that  hue  which 
tells  of  life  unhinged  from  mould  transmuted  to  marble, 
and  done  with  mortal  care ;  while  he,  steadfast,  silent,  with 
thoughts  he  dare  not  utter,  pale  with  agony  too  bitter  for 
tears,  gazed  mournfully  upon  the  severed  idol  of  his 
knightly  devotion,  with  feelings  that  must  expire  unknown 
and  be  buried  out  of  sight  in  his  bosom.  The  red  sunset 
glow  is  streaming  upon  the  still,  deep  river,  and  em- 
purpling the  shades  of  eve,  as  they  fall  upon  the  scene. 
Amid  the  songs  of  the  mariners  and  the  alternate  hush 
and  murmur  of  the  surging  multitude,  the  anchor  is 
weighed ;  the  vessel,  with  its  heavy  weight,  sways  from 
side  to  side;  the  sails  swell  to  the  light  breeze ;  a  deafening 
oheer,  blended  with  wailing  from  the  shore,  is  respondea 
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to  by  a  heartrending  cry  from  the  deck ;  a  ory  of  woe  and 
farewell,  from  riven  bosoms,  for  sundered  ties  of  human 
affeotions,  which  nought  can  repress,  swells  and  rings  aw- 
fully and  evermore  solemnly  on  the  ear.  Mom,  rising  in 
the  open  sky,  shines  upon  the  blue  expanse  of  the  deep, 
and  upon  the  emigrant  ship  steering  gallantly  on  her 
way,  far,  far  upon  her  course,  every  sail  inflated  with 
favouring  winds,  and  the  briny  gales  of  the  shoreless  realm 
fanning  cheeks  yet  humid  with  tears,  and  bosoms  yet 
heaving  with  convulsive  throes  from  that  wrench  of  the 
heart  and  the  hand  from  all  that  was  dear  to  life.  Maurice 
O'Drisooll,  aching  with  the  ghastly  wound  festering  in  his 
soul,  brooding  over  the  immeasurable  ruin  of  all  hu  hopes 
and  fortunes,  sat  apart,  gazing  listless  upon  the  foamy 
track  out  by  their  progress  through  the  billows;  while  Miles 
O'Byme,  no  less  dejected  by  the  stroke  that  had  cast  into 
eclipse  all  his  future  life,  stood  leaning  against  the  mast 
vrith  folded  arms^  hearing  from  O'Hart  and  Mooney  the 
blacksmith — who  had  contrived  to  escape  and  smuggle 
themselves  among  the  emigrants — accounts  of  various  dis- 
asters befallen  their  friends ;  but  he  was  chiefly  interested 
in  learning  the  fate  of  Ned  Burke,  who,  having  been  taken 
prisoner  fdong  with  Johnny  Doyle  in  Dublin,  were  con- 
demned by  Major  Sirr  to  receive  each  a  hundred  lashes, 
and  be  sent  on  board  two  separate  transport  vessels  which 
had  sailed  for  America  the  week  before  with  gangs  of 
prisoners,  to  be  pressed  into  the  war  England  was  then 
waging  with  America ;  and  of  Kitty  Burke,  whom  they 
had  met  making  her  way  from  Wicklow,  where  she  had 
been  confined  for  a  time  with  a  wound  in  her  leg,  received 
in  the  last  action.  Meanwhile,  day  after  day,  the  emigrant 
ship  held  her  steady  course ;  night  set  upon  the  waves ; 
sunrise  illumined  the  Atlantic ;  and  then  came  a  change 
over  the  horizon.  Skies  lowered  above,  and  from  black, 
incumbent  clouds  spouted  drenching  rain-floods,  and  swept 
the  breath  of  the  equinox,  engulfing  the  vessel  in  the 
abyss  of  mountain  billows,  and  shaking  everj  timber  of 
the  fragile  thing,  as  it  quaked  in  the  tornado's  grasp  of 
wrath.  Nelly  and  Effie,  terrified,  kept  near  Don  Antonio, 
whose  own  many  troubles,  bravely  stemmed  and  crushed 
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down,  had  not  hindered  him  from  manifesting  towards 
them  a  paternal  interest,  and  even  courting  their  confidence ; 
while  in  many  a  social  moment  he  listened  attentively  to 
their  prattle,  and  learned  from  them,  with  profound  B3rm- 
pathy  and  secret  surmise,  allied  to  pain,  the  history  of  the 
banshee^  and  all  the  troubles  of  which  she  had  been  the 
dread  forerunner.     Now  close  by  his  side  they  crouched, 
within  sight  of  the  land  their  destined  goal,  and  beheld  a 
fine  frigate  in  the  offing,  struggling  to  make  the  port ; 
when  lo !  the  close-reefed  topgallant  mast  gave  way  beneath 
a  shook  of  the  tempest ;  the  vessel  lurched,  floundered,  and 
a  death-shriek  rose  from  the  black  abyss  of  the  raging 
deep,  strewn  with  human  forms,  gaspiug  and  struggling 
for  life.    Oh,  for  an  arm  to  aid !    Swiftly  the  Amphitrite's 
boats  are  out  and  manned.     Miles  and  Maurice  strain 
every  nerve;  their  comrades  ply  the  oar  with  vigorous 
stroke ;  but  long  ere  they  reached  the  scene  of  disaster, 
bufieted  by  waves  and  winds,  almost  every  soul  had  gone 
down.     The  foremost  boat  picked  up  two  or  three,  one 
faintly  struggling  form  floated  towards  theirs,  then  sunk. 
Miles  leaped  over,  caught  him  by  the  hair,  himself  narrowly 
escaping  being  swept  beyond  reach  of  helping  hands ;  and 
being  aided  back  into  the  boat,  he  discovered  in  the  inani- 
mate form  he  had  just  rescued  from  a  watery  grave  and 
the  boiling  surge  the  boy  Ned  Burke ! 
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CHAPTER  XLVn. 

CArrLBBEAGH  ACHIEVES  HIS  END,   AND  ENDS  HI8  CABBER. 

''Thus  even-handed  justice 
Returns  the  ingredients  of  the  poisoned  chalice 
To  our  own  lips." 

Sbakspka&s. 

'\He  in  whose  dread  hand 
The  lightnings  vibrate  holds  them  back  until 
The  trampler  of  this  goodly  earth  hath  reached 
His  pyramid  height  of  power,  that  so  his  fall 
May,  with  more  fearful  oraales,  make  pale 
Man's  crowned  oppressors ! " 

Hemaks. 

Triumphant  over  the  herculean  stand  of  Grattan,  and 
the  small  cohort  of  magnanimous  patriots  who  had  fought 
hj  his  side  to  oppose  and  resist  the  abolition  o^  their 
country's  independence,  despite  the  rivers  of  blood  shed 
bj  the  gallant  nation  to  preserve  its  freedom,  coercion, 
bribery,  corruption  and  falsehood— base  tools  of  the  minions 
of  Oastlereagh  and  the  Government — carried  the  day. 
Ireland's  liberty  was  violently  wrested  from  her  grasp ; 
the  royal  charter  of  the  Irish  nation,  guaranteed  by  the 
British  Legislature  shortly  before  and  confirmed  by  the 
words,  the  signature,  and  the  great  seal  of  the  monarch,  was 
cancelled,  and  the  constitution  of  the  country  was  voted  away 
by  paid  British  nobles,  Orange  gentry,  and  clerks  and  hire- 
lings employed  and  smuggled  into  Parliament  for  the 
occasion. 

**  Upon  the  evening  of  the  last  year  of  the  Act  which  was 
to  transfer  an  ancient  and  respectable  nation,  crowned  with 
an  aureole  of  more  than  four  thousand  years  oC  ix^^^^^^^^sr^ 
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and  luBtorio  fame  and  untarnished  honour,  to  the  condition 
of  a  tributary  province,  dependent  upon  the  (^questionable 
honour  of  England  for  justice,  the  Houses  of  Parkament  were 
doBely^invested  by  the  military,  no  demon8tration|of  popular 
feeling  was  permitted.  A  British  regiment,  near  the 
entrance,  patrolled  through  the  Ionic  colonnades.  The 
galleries  were  crowded,  but  not  by  those  who  had  been 
accustomed  to  witness  the  eloquence,  and  to  animate  the 
debates  of  the  assembly.  A  monotonous  and  melancholy 
murmur  ran  through  the  bencheg.  Scarcely  a  word  was 
exchanged  among  the  members.  At  length  the  expected 
moment  arrived.  The  order  for  the  third  reading  of  the 
bill  for  the  Legislative  Union  between  Cbeat  Britain  and 
Ireland  was  moved  by  Lord  Castlereagh.  'Unvaried, 
tame,  cold-blooded,  the  words  seemed  frozen  as  they  issued 
from  his  lips ;'  and,  as  if  a  simple  citizen  of  the  world, 
he  seemed  to  have  no  sensation  on  the  subject,  at  that 
moment  he  had  no  country,  no  God  but  his  ambition. 
He  resumed  his  seat ;  confused  murmurs  ran  through  the 
house ;  it  was  visibly  a£Fected.  Every  character  in  a 
moment  seemed  involuntarily  rushing  to  its  index,  some 
pale,  some  flushed,  some  agitated.  Several  members  with- 
drew before  the  question  could  be  repeated,  and  an  awful 
momentary  silence  succeeded  theii'  departure.  The  Speaker 
rose  slowly  from  his  chair,  held  up  the  bill,  looked  steadily 
round  him  on  the  last  agony  of  the  expiring  Parliament, 
and  as  the  fatal  sentence,  *  The  ayes  have  it,'  was  pro- 
nounced by  him  with  subdued  voice,  for  an  instant  he 
stood  statue-like,  then  flung  the  bill  upon  the  table,  and 
sank  into  his  chair,  exhausted  and  indignant."* 

The  last  meeting  of  the  Parliament  in  College  Ghreen 
was  held  on  Saturday,  October  2nd,  1800 ;  and  in  propor- 
tion as  there  was  humiliation  and  mourning  among  the 
patriot  few  for  their  nation's  downfall  from  glory's  nigh 
pinnacle,  and  for  its  usurped  right  of  self-legislation,  so 
was  their  joy,  and  gratulation,  and  banqueting,  in  the 
high  places  of  power,  for  victory  achieved, ,  what  though 
the  blood-stained  laurel  wreath  had  been  draggled  u 

*  Gilbert'i  Hist,  of  Dublin. 
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poUatum,  and  honour  and  ohivalry  stood  proudly  aloof 
irom  tlie  ignoble  revels  of  degraded  slaves  ?  Chief  of  the 
paDdemomum,  he  vbose  brow  glistens  beneath  the  glare  of 
a  coronet — yet  why  is  his  oheelc  pale  ?  and  bis  eye,  why 
does  it  gleam  with  aohamel  light,  in  whoaa  phoaphorio 

flitter  there  ib  neither  sonl  nor  mirth  P  Has  the  cup  not 
sen  filled  to  the  brim  for  which  he  stipulated  ?  Has  the 
guerdon  of  his  labour,  weighed  in  the  scale  of  his  ambition 
been  found  fraudulently  short  of  measure.  He  has  achiev- 
ed his  end  and  aims.  At  the  altar  of  ambition  two 
most  ill-assorted  hands  have  been  joined  in  bands  of 
unhallowed  union;  over  hecatombs  of  mangled  dead, 
and  thousands  of  ravaged  homes,  and  through  Soods 
of  widows'  and  orphans'  tears,  he  has  stepped  lightly, 
to  make  Erin  and  Albion  one.  Great  Britain  applauds 
his  loyal  zeal ;  minions,  who  themselves  following  liis  steps 
have  risen  from  obscurity  to  notoriety  and  opulence 
on  their  country's  wreck,  extol  his  genius  and  render  &b< 
jeot  homage  at  his  footstool.  Why  is  his  cheek  pale,  and 
his  soul  disturbed,  and  his  heart  oppressed  with  weight  of 
secret  care P  WhocantellP  Paroxy8ms,'indeed,beha8;  and 
byfitsand starts flaeheeof  incoherent  gaiety  burst  through 
thegloomlike  wildfires  shooting  and  glimmering  in  desolate 
marshes,  as  though  the  spirit  from  time  to  time  made 
Bpasmodio  effort  to  hurl  off  a  load  that  oppressed,  or  break 
from  a  chain  that  galled  it.  Tet,  like  the  contortions  of 
a  galvanised  body,  these  unspontaneoua  expressions,  de- 
signed to  cloak  the  perturbations  of  a  mind  ill  at  ease, 
deceived  no  one.  Ol^e  observer  might  construe  as  he 
pleased  of  the  ovaae,  but  to  all  it  was  apparent  that  the 
Marquis  of  Londonderry — once  Castlereagh — was  an  un- 
happy man,  oppressed  with  care  thought  some,  preyed 
upon  by  Ulness  deemed  others.  And  so  time  woro  on, 
and  brought  no  change,  and  the  unsolved  mystery  ceased 
to  surprise,  people  became  accustomed  to  his  altered  mood, 
and  other  subjects  of  wonder  and  items  of  interest  began 
to  fill  np  the  routine  of  daily  business  and  afford  theme 
for  talk  and  comment. 

First,  the  general  topic  was  a  disgraceful  trial,  in  which 
the  Rev.  ITathaniel  Lamb  appeared  as  defendant,  after 
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a  long  search,  having  been  arrested  abroad,  in  oMipany 
with  a  lady,  the  wife  of  an  officer,  and  mother  of  five  chil< 
dren,  with  whom  he  had  eloped  on  the  very  morning  of 
the  day  appointed  for  his  wedding  with  Miss  Fanny  Hig- 
genboggan,  while  the  wrinkled  bride,  in  her  white  satin 
dress  and  orange  blossoms,  waited  in  vain  at  the  altar  for 
the  bridegroom.  Diamonds  and  bank-notes  had  vanished 
for  ever,  leaving  her  a  beggared  creature,  to  eke  out  the 
rest  of  her  days^  supported  by  alms,  in  a  garret  in  Gregg's- 
lane. 

Some  time  later  and  an  event  of  more  importance 
threw  all  Dublin  into  a  panic — the  failure  of  a  bank,  by 
which  thousands  of  depositors  were  ruined,  was  announced 
in  the  Morning  Gazette,  and  at  the  tidings  Lady  Alicia 
Luttrell,  roused  from  the  stupor  of  despair,  into  which 
she  had  been  plunged  when  the  rumour  reached  her  that 
O'Driscoll  had  sailed  in  the  emigrant  ship  Amphitrite^  and 
that  she  would  never  behold  him  more.  Livid  with 
anxiety,  she  rung  for  the  carriage  she  was  to  order  for  the 
last  time,  and  drove  in  haste  to  the  residence  of  the  bank- 
rupt firm,  from  whence  she  returned  reckless  and  desperate, 
to  drown  present  consciousness  of  her  pauperised  condition 
in  deep  draughts  of  intoxicating  stimulants,  and  thence- 
forth to  drag  out  a  life  of  remorse  and  misery  in  the  lowest 
haunts  of  vice,  in  degraded  association  with  the  vilest  profli- 
gates of  every  class  of  the  city. 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  when  this  public  disaster  was 
made  known  an  alarming  fire  was  reported  to  have  broken 
out  in  the  residence  of  Miss  Eiggenboggan,  in  Dawson* 
street.  It  was  with  much  difficulty  extinguished  after  some 
hours,  but  not  before  Miss  Higgenboggan  had  been  bo 
severely  burned,  in  the  efforts  to  extricate  her  from  a  top 
window,  that  she  died  two  days  after  in  the  house  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Pomfret,  alias  Caroline  Damer,  whose  immense 
landed  property,  bequeathed  by  Mr.  Damer  to  his  protegk, 
presented  sufficient  inducement  to  Sardanapalus  Pomfret 
to  forego  all  thought  of  Miss  Esmond,  and  to  bestow  him- 
self upon  the  wealthy  heiress,  to  the  intense  mortification 
of  Guildford  Colandisk,  who,  in  a  threadbare  ooat,  broken 
shoes,  and  battered  hat^  attended  among  the  apectatois  to 
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reTile  and  rail  at;  bride  and  bridegroom,  and  from  whioh 
he  only  desisted  and  disappeared  when  a  livery  servant, 
oommiasioned  by  old  Pomfret,  the  father-in-law  of  the 
bride  eleot,  approached  to  wliisper  some  words,  among 
which  the  womI  "  horsewhip"  was  heard  distinctly  uttered 
by  some  prying  ear  close  by.  Miss  Higgeuboggan  being 
conveyed  in  a  blanket,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pomlret'a  house 
in  gratitude  for  their  kindness,  left  thembefore  witnesses  all 
her  jewels,  two  thousand  pounds  in  gold,  whioh  fortunately 
was  not  deposited  iu  the  derelict  bank,  was  stowed  away 
with  jewels  in  a  strong  box,  the  key  of  wliich,  night  and 
day,  rested  on  her  bosom  ;  aud  her  forgiveness  and  one 
shilling  to  her  foolish  sister  Fanny,  for  wliose  reduced 
state  she  was  much  grieved.  But  when  search  was  made 
among  the  dtbris  of  the  burned  house  no  veatige  of  strong 
box,  gold,  or  jewels  was  found ;  the  servants  could  give 
no  acoount  of  its  mysterious  disappearance,  or  how  the 
fire  originated.  They  even  threw  out  hints  that  the  old 
missus  of  late  was  apt  to  ramble  in  imaginatiou,  and  to 
doze  over  the  fire,  and  to  fall  asleep  reading  the  paper  in 
bed  by  a  lighted  candle,  and  that  if  there  were  any  gold 
or  jewels,  whioh  they  didn't  know  of,  "  in  coorse  it  wor  all 
consumed  in  the  fire."  Wliile,  on  the  other  hand,  Miss 
Fanny,  as  yet  unaware  that  she  had  no  interest  in  the  re- 
version, loudly  asserted  her  opinion  that  the  mansion  was 
set  on  fire  by  the  menials  themselves,  for  the  ohjt^ct  of  effect- 
ing a  wholesale  robbery  without  risk  of  detection  ;  that  she 
had  often  warned  Sophy  their  lives  were  not  safe  in  such 
bands ;  and  that  she  was  quite  satisfied  in  her  mind  that 
the  jewels,  value  some  thousand  pounds,  and  the  gold  ab- 
stracted in  the  confusion,  were  caiTicd  off  by  parties,  aided 
and  abetted  by  themselves,  who  had  planned  with  them  the 
whole  business. 

Holding  in  her  hand  the  paper  fraught  with  the  exciting 
news,  h&ay  Castlereagh  entered  the  study  where  her  hus- 
band was  seated  alone  before  a  table  strewn  with  books,  and 
Bought  to  interest  him  in  the  subject,  and  engage  him  in 

*  B«ad,  in  ".Ireland  before  the  Union,"  the  hiatory  ofLaily  Elizabeth 
liuttrell,  lister  of  Lord  Carhampton,  and  aIsd  that  of  KiDgaboroagb, 
Clonmel,  CkrhamptoD,  and  Beretford. 
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conversation.  He  listened  gravely  to  the  details,  and  -witli 
evident  attention  expressed  his  opinion  that  the  fire  was 
the  work  of  incendiarism  for  the  purpose  of  robbery,  hoped 
that  the  guilty  parties  would  be  found,  then  suddenly 
stopped  short,  his  jaw  fell,  and  with  eyeballs  rigidly  fixed, 
he  looked  as  though  he  were  scared  at  sight  of  some  object 
of  dread  before  him.  '^  There  it  is  again  ;  again  the  naked 
child !  Look,  look  1 — whence  comes  it  ?*'  He  paused 
aghast,  then,  squeezing  the  hand  of  the  marchioness,* 
he  said,  with  faint  attempt  at  a  smile,  as  he  observed 
the  astonishment  expressed  in  her  countenance : 

"Do  you  see  nothing?" 

**  I  see  nothing,"  responded  her  ladyship,  still  more 
amazed.     "  What  ails  you,  my  dear  ? — we  are  alone." 

"  Look  there  !  ^'  he  whispered.  *'  Is  that  nothing  P  Are 
your  eyes  not  as  clear  as  mine,  or  do  you  fondly  strive  to 
persuade  me  against  my  senses  P  See  his  shadow  upon 
the  wall.     I'm  not  one  subject  to  delusion." 

"  You  are  ill,  dear ;  your  brain  is  overtaxed,  and  you 
are  feverish,"  she  soothingly  replied,  determining  to  send 
for  the  physician. 

"Do  you  really  think  so  ?"  he  exclaimed,  eagerly  catch- 
ing  at  a  suggestion  that  seemed  to  afford  some  relief. 
"  There  now,*  it  is  gone ;  I  breathe  more  freely.  I  am 
sure  you  are  right ;  but  the  agony  is  fearful ;  I  don't  feel 
myself  when  it  comes  on  ;  a  horror  seizes  my  soul,  a  sense 
of  something  terrible  hovering  near  oppresses  me  like  a 

vapour,  and  then — and  then 1  think  I'll  change  air : 

I'll  go  over  to  England  for  a  while ;  this  climate  does  not 
agree  with  me,  and  the  things  I  have  done,  somehow  they 
trouble  mo.  I  can't  sleep  ;  I  have  tortured  dreams.  Agar 
and  the  rest  assured  me  I  was  right.  I  suppose  they 
should  know.  Why  is  my  conscience  disturbed  P  Nero 
laughed,  they  tell  us,  over  the  ruins  of  Ilome,over  theflames 
kindled  by  him.  I  have  done  nothing  so  bad  as  that,  have 
IP  Are  you  going  so  soon  P  Just  ring  for  my  valet ;  I 
tremble  to  stir ;  I  fear  to  be  left  alone ; — what  is  over  me  ?" 

Her  ladyship  withdrew,  convinced  now  that  her  hus- 

•  Of  Londonderry. 
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band^B  malady  was  of  a  nervous  character,  which  it  only 
needed  proper  treatment  and  repose  to  cure,  along  with 
change  of  air  and  scene,  to  invigorate  his  mind. 

The  valet  entered,  and  stood  waiting  commands.  His 
lordship  for  some  moments  was  silent,  then  starting,  said 
with  hurried  voice,  thick  and  tremulous,  and  anxious  strain- 
ing eyes,  in  which  could  be  traced  no  vestige  of  their 
wonted  cold,  imperturbable  serenity. 

"  Richard,  put  out  that  man." 

"What  man,  my  lord?'*  cried  the  valet,  looking 
extremely  puzzled.     '*  Who  does  your  lordship  mean  ?  " 

"  Oh,  never  mind ;  I  forgot ;  you  don't  know  who  I 
mean;  you  don't  see  him,''  returned  the  marquis  more 
calmly.  ^'But  I  see  him;  'tis  to  me  he  comes,"  he 
muttered,  in  lower  tone.  "  Fitzpatrick,  why  do  you  per- 
secute me  P  What  is  done  is  done,  and  cannot  be  recalled ; 
but  I  had  no  hand  in  your  death,  I  passed  no  sentence. 
Peace — peace — oh,  let  me  rest !"  He  laid  his  hand  upon 
his  brow  and  covered  his  eyes  a  moment,  then  looking  up 
with  distorted  visage,  addressed  the  astounded  valet : 

"Whence  comes  the  naked  child  ?  Why  do  they  let  it 
in  ?  Let  someone  see  to  it  I  Gold,  gold,  give  gold,  any- 
thing to  rid  me  of  him. — Come  hither,  Bichard,  you  are 
a  faithful  and  trusty  sextant,  you  would  not,  I  know, 
deceive  or  betray  me,  betray  the  confidence  I  repose  in 
you  ?  " 

"  Surely  I  would  not,  my  lord,"  returned  the  man,  whose 
steady  eye  and  frank  and  sympathising  countenance, 
seemed  a  guarantee  for  his  master's  trust. 

"  Then  tell  me,  Bichard,"  said  his  lordship,  solemnly. 
"  Do  you  think,  do  others  think,  I  am  mad  ? 

**  Heavens !  no,  my  lord  I"  cried  the  valet,  in  consterna- 
tion.    "  No  one  could  think  it  that  knows  your  lordship.*' 

''But,  Bichard,  do  not  people  remark  a  change  in  me ; 
do  I  not  at  times  appear  strange,  and  say  strange 
things  P  '* 

"  So  do  we  all,  my  lord,  when  we  have  anything  on  our 
mind  that  worries  we  must  give  it  out." 

''There  it  is;  you  have  just  said  it;  but  you  have 
nothing  on  your  mind  goading  you  to  an  end  that  will  be 
madness  or  despair ;  I  have." 
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''  Lord !  my  master^  no ;  don't  say  it.  Cheer  up,  sir  ;  it  u 
your  brain  that  is  but  fevered  for  want  of  rest." 

"Ay,  for  want  of  rest,"  reiterated  his  lordship,  musiDg. 
''  I  cannot  rest,  my  dreams  are  terrible.  I  dream  betimes 
I  am  a  headsman,  and  my  arm  is  weary  beheading  mul- 
titudes, whose  blood  spouts  up  in  my  face,  whose  shrieks 
ring  in  my  ear.  I  awake  shaking  like  one  with  the  palsy, 
and  then  that  spectre !  I  strove  long  against  conviction  to 
believe  it  was  nothing  more,  but  in  vain ;  it  is  he — I  know 
it  is  he.  Do  you  believe  in  ghostly  visitations,  Biohard  P 
If  not  what  is  the  naked  child,  and  why  comes  he  too  ? 
Do  you  believe  in  spirits  coming  back  from  the  dead  ?'* 

"Not  I,  my  lord  r 

"  Well,  I  do.  Listen ! — ^breathe  it  not  to  other  ear,  I 
charge  thee  on  thy  faith,  lest  friends  fall  away,  and 
enemies,  of  whom  I  have  many,  raise  the  cry :  *  Mad  dog  !— 
stone  him ! — chain  him !'  Biohard,  I  am  haunted.'' 

"Haunted,  my  lord!" 

"  Yes ;  these  seven  days  and  seven  nights  he  too  has 
come." 

"Who,  my  lord?" 

"Fitzpatrick." 

"  What,  my  lord,  the  priest  P  Ton  fancy  it,  surely.  Out 
of  the  kindness  of  your  heart,  you  suffered  the  well- 
merited  death  of  the  Popish  rebel,  who  was  once  a  college 
friend,  to  make  too  great  an  iippression  upon  you ;  it  has 
preyed  upon  you  till  your  mind  has  conjured  up  a  phantom 
to  plague  you.  Dismiss  him  and  it,  my  lord,  from  year 
thought  and  you  will  be  yourself  again/'  His  lordship 
gave  a  ghastly  smile  that  expressed  more  of  pain  than 
relief. 

"  Fancy ! — ^no.  I  may  close  the  curtains  and  fancy  it  is 
night,  but  I  cannot  fancy  myself  out  of  my  reason  m  the 
radiance  of  its  noon.  Listen,  Biohard.  This  day  week  I 
was  in  my  dressing-room  adjusting  my  hair  before  the 
mirror,  preparing  to  dine  at  the  Castle.  I  assert  that 
farther  than  the  North  Pole  is  from  the  South,  was  my 
thought  of  that  man  till  standing  before  me  in  the  mirror, 
there  I  saw  him  as  in  life,  pale,  placid,  yet  austere,  and 
his  eyes,  fixed  awfully  upon  mine,  seemed  to  probe  the 
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very  depths  of  my  soul.  With  a  cold  spasm  of  the  heart  I 
recoiled,  and  when  again  I  ventured  to  look  he  was  gone* 
Ton  oame  soon  in,  and  you  may  remember  I  called  for 
brandy  and  water  to  revive  my  fainting  spirit." 

*^  I  remember  it,  my  lord,"  said  the  valet^  somewhat 
posed.     ^'But  you  said  it  oame  again." 

^^  I  returned  in  good  spirits  from  the  Castle,  forgetting 
the  cause  of  my  alarm,  or  if  I  remembered,  only  to  chide 
my  own  folly,  and  laugh  at  my  own  imagination.  The 
next  day,  in  my  study,  in  this  chair  was  I  seated.  Beres- 
ford  and  Norbury  had  just  left  me.  I  was  thinking 
of  them,  and  the  business  on  which  they  had  come,  quite 
irrelevant  to  any  other,  when  lo  I  raising  my  eyes,  without 
firelight  or  sunlight  to  cause  the  reflection,  I  beheld  a  human 
shadow,  the  shadow  of  a  man  beckoning,  as  if  with  warn- 
ing finger,  upon  the  wall.  Hastily  I  turned  to  see  what 
intruder  had  entered,  and,  behold,  there  he  stood,  stern- 
browed,  with  rebuking  eye  and  menacing  finger  uplifted 
against  me.  I  should,  I  believe,  have  dropped  in  a  swoon, 
but  that,  almost  soon  as  beheld,  he  vanished :  but  not  so 
the  "weight  upon  my  mind,  ifor  now  I  knew  it  was  no 
delusion  had  befooled  me." 
"  Well,  my  lord,  what  next?" 

"  I  fell  into  a  train  of  musing,  for  I  had  no  power  to 
move;  my  hands  were  cold  and  clammy,   and  a  cold 
clammy  dew  stiffened  the  hair  upon  my  head ;  thoughts 
and  memories  of  things  forgotten,  or  lightly  glanced  over, 
deeds  I   would  not  that  the  eyes  of  the  world  should 
scan,  and  other  deeds  for  which  I  sought  the  world's 
-  applause,  came  crowding  in  black  and  hideous  deformity, 
like  shapeless  fiends,  full  of  life  and  venom,  gnawing  heart 
and  brain,  until  beneath  the  burden  I  actually  felt  as  if 
myself  were  transformed  into  a  monster  of  iniquity,  an 
abomination  to  myself  and  the  eye  of  heaven  ;  and  there  I 
sat  and  mused,  and  felt  as  though  I  would  wish  to  escape 
from  myself;  and  I  felt  a  yearning  come  over  me  for  the 
solace  of  some  sympathising  bosom  of  which  I  could  take 
council,  of  some  trustful  ear  into  which  I  could  pour  my 
trouble,  and  disburden  my  soul  of  its  load  of  pollution. 
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What  do  you  think  I  felt  tempted — tempted,  ay,  to  the 
yery  verge  of  aotion — to  do  in  that  hour  P'* 

**I  don't  know,  my  lord.  No  hurt  to  younelf,  I 
hope?*' 

*'  Pooh,  no.  To  brave  the  unknown  future  is,  I  promise 
you,  the  last  of  my  thoughts.  I  was  tempted  to  see  a 
priest — a  Gatholio  priest — and  go  to  confession.  What 
do  you  say  to  that  ?  Ay,  to  pour  out  my  soul  in  tears  at 
his  feet,  and  die.*' 

*' Don't  say  it  anywhere  else,  my  lord,  lest  people 
talk.'* 

''Fear  me  not.  Well  I  fought  against  the  impulse, 
against  myself,  my  alarmed  oonscienoe.  I  made  a  despe- 
rate rally  to  shake  off  the  hand  that  had  grasped  me. — 
There^s  the  naked  child  again  looking  at  me  from  the  fire- 
place!— I  went  to  luncheon,  and  then  to  ride,  to  dine,  and 
amid  lovial  friends  and  amusements  I  succeeded  at  length  in 
banisning  every  unpleasant  thought,  as  I  hoped,  for  ever — 
alas!" 

"  Go  on,  my  lord,  please." 

**  The  next  day — ^you  see  I  keep  good  count — ^I  was  in 
the  ofBce  with  the  secretary.  Foster^  Lifford,  Beresford, 
and  many  others  had  come  in,  and  were  about  me ;  among 
them  there  he  stood.  On  me — on  me  alone— his  gase 
fixed  with  unutterable  sorrow — ^with  a  look  that  thrilled 
my  soul.  I  uttered  an  involuntary  exclamation.  Then, 
ashamed  at  the  wondering  glances  around,  and  conscious 
that  none  would  believe  but  that  I  raved,  did  I  say  what 
I  looked  upon,  I  held  my  peace,  and  pleaded  a  oramp 
had  twitched  me.  Then  maddened,  I  snapped  my  fingers 
with  defiance  at  my  tormentor."  His  lordship  suddenly 
paused,  raised  his^hands,  looked  at  them,  and  said : ''  How 
IS  this  P  I  am  all  over  blood — ^my  hands,  my  clothes. 
How  did  I  get  it  P" 

''  Oh,  my  lord,  you  are  talking  nonsense,"  cried  the 
valet.  •*  If  you  speak  this  way  people  will  say  you  are 
mad,  indeed." 

**  I  won't,  Bichard ;  that  would  be  bad  for  you,  for  I 
have  promised  to  leave  you  something  comfortable  at  my 
death ;  and  if  it  were  said  I  was  insane  you  would  lose  it 
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Bat  neverthelesBy  I  oannot  help  the  evidence  of  my  own 
senseB.  There,  fetch  me  water,  I  must  wash.  Oo ;  some 
visitor  ifl  coming,  and  mind  you  are  sworn  in  confidence 
not  to  reveal  to  mortal  what  I  have  disclosed  to  you 
alone/' 

The  valets  promising  silence,  withdrew.  The  day  drew 
peacefully  to  tne  close.  Lord  Londonderry  appeared  much 
as  usual  in  health  and  demeanour ;  retired  as  usual  to  rest, 
rose  the  following  morning,  and  an  hour  later  the  metro- 
polis was  electr&ed  by  the  report  that  his  lordship  was 
dead — ^had  died  by  his  own  hand,  in  his  princely  mansion 
in  the  country  on  the  day  preceding ! 


CHAPTER  LXVm. 

C0NGLT7SI0N. — THB  SZILES  OF  SBIN. 

"  Swelb  tbere  no  requiem  o'er  thj  early  bed  ? 
Waye  there  no  knigbtlj  standard  o'er  ihr  head 
Ai  for  thy  chieftain  sires  ?    Far  in  the  gloom 
Of  the  primeTal  forests  dost  thou  sleep ! 
Thj  dirce,  the  winds  thro'  western  woods  that  sweep 
Across  the  broad  sarannahs,  and  strange  flowers 
Drop  o'er  thj  rest,  brighteping  the  cedar  bowers." 

K.  S. 

Nbd  Burke,  snatched  scarcely  alive  from  a  watery  grave, 
again  respired  the  breath  of  vital  air,  but  brain  fever 
sui>ervening  upon  all  the  suffering,  mental  and  bodily, 
which  he  had  gone  through,  he  lay  for  several  weeks 
battling  with  death,  and  aU  unconscious  of  the  hand  that 
had  rescued  him  from  the  briny  surge.  When  at  last  the 
King  of  Terrors  relaxed,  and  reason's  light  began  to 
glimmer  weakly  through  the  misty  vapours  that  had  tem- 
porarily obscured  the  bright,  clear  intellect,  the  boy  found 
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himself  awakened,  as  it  were,  £rom  a  trance,  lying  upon  a 
oouoh  draped  in  white  and  hlue,  in  a  chamber  spacious  and 
decorated  in  a  style  altogether  new  to  his  eyes^  combining 
elegance  of  taste  with  costly  luxuriance  suggestive  of  un- 
stinted wealth.    It  was  on  the  ground  floor ;  and  looking  , 
through  the  open  windows  shaded  with  gossamer  drapery,        l 
through  which  a  soft  zephyr  wafted  fragrant  odours  un« 
known  before  to  his  sense,  he  perceived  running  all  around 
the  dwelling  a  light  verandah  twined  with  vines  heavy 
with  grapes  in  clustering  bunches,  purple  and  amber, 
shining  through  festoons  of  wreathing  jasmine  and  roses, 
green  velvet  lawns  sloping  softly  to  the  margin  of  a  ma- 
jestic river  sweeping  along  in  golden  ripples  of  light,  its 
banks  fringed  with  snow-white  lilies,  magnolia,  blossomB 
in  wild  profusion  scenting  the  air  with  their  perfumed  in- 
cense ;   the  golden  lotus,  myrtles,  and  willows ;  cypress- 
trees  and  oaks  of  primeval  date,  garlanded  with  moss  and 
mistletoe,  and  cedars  of  ancient  growth,  dotted  the  undu- 
lating sward,   interspersed  with  arbours  and   groves  of 
orange-trees ;  the  shadowy  crested  cotton  and  china-trees 
lifting  their  heads  through  meadows  of  flowery  shrubs,  and 
gardens  of  a  thousand  floral  hues;  pelicans  shining  in 
snowy  plumage  waded  along  by  the  banks  of  the  rip- 
ling  water ;  birds  of  wonderful  form  and  colour,  humming- 
birds and  mocking-birds,  flitted  from  tree  to  tree,  making 
the  woods  and  tho  air  resound  with  strange  music.  Above 
all,  the  great  sun  was  slowly  descending  from  the  blue  wann 
sky,  bannered  like  a  glorious  pavilion  with  streamers  of 
crimson  and  purple,  along  the  royal  march  of  the  god  of 
day.     In  speechless  wonder  the  invalid  gazed  awestruck 
upon  the  scene ;  the  prairie  all  on  fire  with  the  golden 
glow;   and,  save  for  the  hum  of  the  bee   and   myriad 
insects,  and  the  song  of  birds,  basking  in  the  solemn  hush 
of  dream-like"  repose,  then  thrilled  with  mysterious  emo- 
tion, and  recalling  bitter  memories  of  the  olden  time,  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears ;  but  ere  the  rising  sob  had  parted 
from  his  quivering  lip,  a  joyous  laugh  breaking  upon  his 
ear  from  without,  and  the  sound  of  many  voices  tuned  by 
gladness  approaching,  caused  him  to  check  the  falling  tear 
and  rise  upon  his  elbow  to  look  out ;  with  a  tumultuous 
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rush  of  the  blood  to  his  head,  he  beheld  Euphemia  O'Byme 
with  Nelly  Doyle,  accompanied  by  Miles  and  Don  Antonio, 
coming  towards  the  verandah.  Miles  looked  in  at  the 
window  and  Ned,  making  a  sign  to  him,  he  said : 

'*  Excuse  me  just  one  moment ;  I  want  to  see  what  this 
poor  boy  wants." 

Don  Antonio,  looking  undoubtedly  happy,  thrust  a  letter 
into  his  bosom  and  sat  down  in  the  porch,  smiling  on  the 
little  girls  who  with  eager  faces  stood  close  beside  him. 
Miles  went  over  to  the  bedside  of  the  patient,  saying,  to 
himself:  "  My  poor  fellow,  you  won't  need  any  help  1  can 
give  much  longer ;  he  is  sinking  fast.''  He  filled  out  a 
draught  from  a  vial  into  a  glass,  and  put  it  to  the  lips  of 
the  boy,  who  drank  it,  and  sedd,  quite  collectedly : 

"  Thank  ye,  Mr.  Miles ;  thank  ye,  sir." 

Miles  stared ;  for  three  weeks  the  boy  had  not  recognised 
him  till  now.  He  took  his  hand,  felt  the  pulse,  and  said, 
softly : 

**Are  you  better,  my  boy?*'  The  response  for  a  mo- 
ment silenced  him. 

"  Yes  sir ;  thank  ye  kindly.  Whisper,  Mr.  Miles.  This 
is  a  grand  place  we're  in ;  an'  when  we  get  used  to  it  we'll 
be  as  happy  as — as  the  blessed  angels.  1  haven't  seen  any 
of  them  yet,  sir.  Nor  herself— ye  know  who  I  mean  ? — the 
Blessed  Mother,  sir,  and  her  Divine  Son^when  will  we  see 
them,  and ^When  did  you  an'  Miss  Effiecome,  sir  P" 

"Hush,  hush!  you  musn't  speak  now,"  said  Miles, 
gentlv.  **  There,  lie  down.  What  would  you  likeP' 
Ned  looked  perplexed. 

"Musha,  sir,  I  thought  we  might  do  what  we  liked 
here,  an'  be  quite  fresh  and  nimble  to  move  about ;  aren't 
we  in  heaven,  sirP  I  know  to  a  certainty  I  was  drowned 
in  the  shipwreck ;  no  one  could  escape  in  such  a  sea  and 
such  a  storm." 

"  Well,  Ned,  you  did,"  returned  Miles,  who  now  under- 
stood the  boy  was  no  longer  raving.  "  You  were  picked  up 
in  time  to  keep  you  a  while  longer  out  of  heaven.  There, 
you  needn't  be  feeling  your  hands  and  arms ;  I  am  telling  . 
you  the  truth.  Hands  from  our  ship  picked  you  up  at  sea, 
and  here  we  are  all  met  safe,  as  I  hope  we  shall  hereafter, 
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in  St.  Louis,  on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi,  where  it 
meets  the  Z^ohe  flowing  through  the  Opelonsas.  Lie 
down,  dear  boy,  and  keep  quiet  till  the  doctor  shall  have 
seen  you  again,  and  dream  of  pleasant  days  before  you. 
ril  be  baok  presently."  Miles,  having  settled  the  pillow, 
and  seen  the  boy  oompose  himself  to  tranquillity,  returned 
to  Don  Antonio,  whom  he  accosted,  saying : 

**  Now,  friend,  tell  me  your  good  news.  You  are  ex- 
pecting, in  a  day  or  two,  a  visit  from  your  son-in-law  and 
grandchild,  you  have  said.  I  con^atulate  you  with  all 
my  heart ;  but  tell  me  this,  I  had  been  under  the  im- 
pression you  had  but  the  one,  and  that  she  was  lost  in  the 
wreck  of  your  vessel  on  the  Irish  coast?" 

''Saved  I  My  darling  child  was  saved  by  a  miracle," 
cried  Don  Antonio,  excitedly.  '*  She  was  thrown  into 
some  creek  by  the  violence  of  the  waves,  and  lay  stunned 
for  some  hours,  far  away  from  notice  or  help.  For  three 
or  four  days  she  wandered  about,  and  was  finally  met  by  a 
priest,  who,  hearing  her  story,  contrived  to  send  her  back 
to  her  friends  in  charge  of  some  clergymen  goinff  out  to 
Montreal  and  the  district  of  Ontario,  where  her  famer  now 
resides.  See  there,  this  letter  tells  all  we  can  know  at 
present    How's  the  boy  P" 

''The  fever  seems  abated;  he  speaks  rationally,"  said 
,  Miles.  "  But  for  fear  of  causing  any  shock  or  relapse  he 
must  be  kept  quiet  till  the  doctor  sees  him,  and  Unde 
Sambo,  and  cousin  Scipio,  and  Aunt  Dinah,  and  the  whole 
sable  family  had  better  keep  out  of  sight,  lest  the  simple 
fellow  deem  he  has  fallen  into  bad  company.  A  while  ago 
he  was  indulging  the  agreeable  notion  that  he  had  taken 
a  short  cut  to  heaven." 

Effie  gave  a  merry  laugh  :  "  Gome,  Nelly,  let's  go  and 
see  him  again.  Sure  enough,  it  is  like  paradise  this  place ; 
and,  if  TSed  gets  well,  and  if  Maurice  and  Miles  wodd 
only  brighten  up  we'd  be  as  happy  as  the  day's  long. 
Wouldn't  we,  NelUe  P" 

"  And  when  you've  got  another  playfellow  to  romp  with, 
and  I  can  tell  you,  if  she  be  not  sadly  altered,  my  little 
Alphonse  is  a  tomboy,"  said  Don  Antonio,  emilmg  be- 
nignantly. 
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"I  wish  W8  could  jamp  into  the  middle  of  next  weeV, 
and  hare  her  at  once,"  said  Effie.  But  Nelly  vas  silent, 
and  Effie,  ocnstruing  the  meaning  of  it,  Baid  gaily,  in  a 
vhisper,  ea  they  went  towards  the  Biok-room :  "  Tou 
needn't  be  afraid  she'll  put  your  nose  out  of  joint,  Nelly, 
ve  are  too  old  friends  for  that ;  besides,  I'll  hate  her  if 
she's  prettier  than  you  and  I.  Ab  !  there's  Ned  peeping 
at  us ; — oome  over  and  let  us  talk  to  him." 

In  a  few  days  Ned  Burke  was  so  far  oonvalesoent  that 
he  was  able  to  leave  bis  bed  and  be  carried  out  by 
O'BiiscoU  to  bosk  in  the  sun  upon  a  bank  of  flowers,  and 
be  introduced  to  a  colony  of  black  aunts,  uncles  and 
cousins,  Don  Antonio's  filavea;  while  the  Don  himself, 
with  Miles,  and  Effie,  and  Nelly,  in  gala  costume  and 
high  excitement,  waited  impatiently  for  the  arrival  of  the 
expected  visitors.  Nor  had  they  much  longer  to  wait  in 
suspense. 

"  Here  dey  oum,  massa ! "  shrieked  a  black  urchin  &om 
the  bough  of  a  peach  tree.  "  Ole  Joe,  him  make  sign  wid 
whip  along  de  abenne." 

"Xet  us  go  on  and  meet  the  carriage  ;  I  see  the  moles 
turning  the  comer,"  said  Don  Antonio,  stepping  out  at  a 
brisk  rate.  They  met  just  as  the  equipage  rumbled  into 
the  demesne;  it  drew  up,  a  gentleman,  whose  hair  was 
shot  with  threads  of  silver,  alighted,  and  was  olasped  in 
the  arms  of  Don  Antonio  ;  a  nohly  dressed  child  sprung 
out,  and  was  looked  in  his  embrace.  He  turned  to  intro- 
duoe  them  to  bis  friends,  and  his  astonishment  at  seeing 
Miles  and  his  son-in-low  suddenly  rush  into  each  other's 
arms,  with  the  exclamation:  "  Good  heavens !  my  brother!" 
was  only  at  its  oulmioation  when,  after  a  breathless  store 
among  the  three  juveniles,  he  beheld  a  smile  of  recognition 
in  each  eye,  and  heard  Effie  say,  quite  simply  :  "  Why,  I 
know  you  very  well ;  wem't  you  the  banshee  that  oame  to 
us  over  in  Ireland  before  all  the  trouble  broke  out  P" 

The  stranger  listened,  but  uttered  no  word. 

"Banshee  or  no,  she's  your  relative  and  mine,"  said 
Miles,  embraoing  her,  while  Don  Antonio,  in  Spanish, 
asked  her  some  question,  to  which  she  replied  readily  in 
the  same  longaage. 

4& ^ 


708  CONCLUSION. — ^THE  EXILES  OF  ERIN. 

^'  It  was  Father  John  Murphy,  she  says  who  found  her 
straying  and  sent  her  here/'  said  Don  Antonio;  *^bat 
what  do  you  know  about  her,  Effie  P" 

**  Everyone  was  afraid  of  her/'  stammered  Effie,  blush- 
ing, '*  but  she  fastened  on  me,  and  would  oome  home  to 
Nelly's  people,  where  we  might  all  have  been  to-day  only 
for  the  troubles,  and  then  we  scattered,  and  lost  her." 

^'  And  then  j^ou  oame  after  the  banshee,  to  make  ao- 
quaiutance  with  your  unolo  Fhelim,"  smiled  the  little 
one's  father,  embracing  her. 

*'  Come  on  home,''  cried  Don  Antonio,  and  let  ns  feast 
and  make  merry  over  our  adventures ;  they  eclipse  those 

of  Telemachus,  and  throw  Don  Quixote  into  the  shade." 

•X-  •  •  *  •  * 

Little  more  remains  to  be  told  of  our  tale.     Amid  the 
splendours  of  their  Trcmsatlantic  home,  the  youu^,  with 
buoyant  spirits,  soon  reconciled  themselves,  and  became 
acclimatised  to  their  new  sphere.     Not  so  the  elder  ones, 
whose  hearts,  knitted  to  the  land  of  their  fathers'  graves, 
like  plants   unseasonably  transplanted    to   other    clime, 
drooped  and  withered.     For  them  there  was  no  elixir  in 
the  vivifying  sunbeams  that   warmed  all  nature  into  a 
tropical  fecundity  of  spontaneous  life  and  growth,  and  a 
very  riot  of  revelry.     For  them  the  balmy  dew  shed  no 
drop  into   the  cup  of  exile   to   medicate  its  bitterness. 
O'Driscoll,  pining  beneath  the  dark  shadow  of  an  omni- 
present sorrow  corroding  his  heart,  with  bitter  memories 
of  what  might  have  been,  and  would  be  no  more,  withered 
into  premature  age,  and  showed  in  the  noontide  of  his 
years  the  semblance  of  a  dismantled  wreck,  a  tree  that  had 
Deen  struck  by  lightning  and  blighted  in  its  bloom.    And 
Miles  O'Byrne !     Oh !  mistake  not  the  bright  red  flush 
upon  his  swarthy  cheek,  nor  the  ardent  £lre  in  his  burning 
eye  for  the  fresh  glow  and  radiant  beam  of  health !    No, 
say  rather  it  is  life's  expiring  embers  giving  forth  their 
latest  power  in  the  fierce  blaze  that  consumes  them  to 
ashes.     He,   too,   restless  with  the  ever-present  pain  of 
miserable  retrospection,  vanished  dreams  of  hopes  once 
high  and  happiness  unrealised,  wandered  and  faded  amid 
the  Western  bowers.     In  company  with  his   brother. 
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0*01160011^  and  Ned  Burke,  he  had  to  satisfy  a  oraving 
for  change  of  scene  and  action,  in  which  alone  he  found 
peace  and  refuge  from  thought,  and  set  out  to  visit  the  shores 
of  Ontario  and  sojourn  a  brief  space  with  his  long-lost, 
late-found  relative.  In  vain  I — the  burning  memories  of 
the  quenched  hearth-fires  of  his  own  ruined  land,  and  the 
awful  tragedies  in  which  he  had  part,  with  vulture-beak 
yet  preyed  upon  his  heart,  and  wherever  he  went  he  car- 
ried with  him  the  reminiscence  of  that  dread  interview 
with  the  ghostly  tenant  of  the  ruined  Castle  of  Eobog. 
Beside  the  crystal  floods  where  maple-trees  waved  their 
pallid  foliage  to  the  moaning  gusts,  and  the  swift  arrow 
of  the  Huron  had  once  smote  the  antlered  deer,  and  pur- 
sued the  falcon  and  the  eagle  in  their  heavenward  flight, 
day  by  day  his  weary,  melancholy  brow  drooped,  and  ere 
returning  autumn's  breath  had  blown  upon  the  woods, 
and  painted  the  forests  with  many-coloured  dyes.  Miles 
O'Byme,  surrounded  by  his  faithful  friends,  and  shrived 
by  a  priest  of  his  own  isle,  who  had  grown  hoaiy  among 
his  Indian  flock,  passed  gently  to  eternal  rest,  in  the 
purple  haze  of  twilight  hour ;  the  mysterious  whispers  of 
the  forest,  and  the  voice  of  many  waters  mingling  with 
the  solemn  requiem  dirge,  and  the  mournful  lament 
of  the  few  that  loved  him  well,  above  the  grave  strewn 
with  flowers  in  the  quiet  cemetery  where  they  laid  him, 
with  his  face  to  the  west  and  the  sun  streaming  down 
through  the  pendulous  arches  of  the  leafy  colonnades  of 
oedar  and  cypress  bending  above 

Florence  Esmond  did  not  many  weeks  survive  the  wreck 
of  all  her  bright  visions.  She,  too,  struck  by  the  same 
bolt  that  had  (mattered  so  many  hearts,  languished  in  cold, 
proud  silence,  turning  deaf  ear  away  from  the  impassioned 
pleading  of  many  a  noble  suitor,  and,  with  a  repining 
spirit  that  would  not  be  comforted.  Resisting  all  the  solace 
of  sympathy,  and  living  apart  with  her  own  desolation, 
she  dedined  each  hour,  attended  in  her  last  by  £itty 
Burke,  whom  she  had  accidentally  met  a  few  days  after 
the  departure  of  Miles,  and  engaged  in  her  service. 

<'  Bring  me  a  priest,"  was  the  last  command  she  issued 
to  her  faithful  attendant.  ''Separated  in  this  life,  let  us  be 
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reunited  in  the  next,  where  none  can  divide  us :  his  faith 
has  long  been  mine,  and  my  hope  is  the  same  with  his." 
She  died  united  to  the  fold  of  the  One  Shepherd,  and 
rests  beneath  escutoheoned  walls,  where  chevron  and  bend, 
and  proud  armorial  bearings,  designate  baronial  tombs, 
sepulchred  in  haughty  state  beneath  the  solemn  aisle  con- 
secrated to  the  ashes  of  mortality. 

Fifteen  years  have  passed  away;  many  changes  and 
events  have  befallen  the  land,   and  many  vicissitudes 
altered  the  position  of  individuals.     The  lowly  have  been, 
many  a  one,  exalted  and  the  haughty  have  been  humbled ; 
many  an  oppressor  of  the  poor  and  the  helpless  called 
away  to  his  account,  and  his  race  become  extinct,  their 
wealth  cankered,  and  their  ill-gotten  heritage  passed  away 
into  other  hands ;  while  their  names,  classed  in  the  amials 
with  those  of  Nero,  Uerod,  Caligula,  and  the  monsters 
and  traitors  of  every  dime  and  age,  stand  as  hideous  fron- 
tispieces in  the  book  of  chronology,  a  warning  and  a  scorn 
to  all  future  ages.*      Claudius  Bercsford  had  become  a 
bankrupt,  and  Horish  the  sweep,  through  whose  means  he 
lost  the  election  of  the  county  for  which  he  stood,  having 
purchased  the  great  man's  chariot,  emblazoned  with  his 
coat-of-arms,  paraded  Dublin  in  state,  in  company  with 
chosen  friends  of  the  sooty  fraternity,  smoking  pipes,  and 
descanting  freely  upon  the  altered  times  and  the  dowiifall 
of  the  great ;  and  in  every  street  bills  on  aristocratic  houses 
proclaim    a  worthless    aristocracy,    parasites  and  aliens 
grafted  upon  a  plundered  land,  departed  from  the  scene 
of  their  iniquity.     Unfortunately,  too,  emigration  keeps 
draining  away  the  country's  life-blood ;  for,  torn  up,  as  it 
were,  from  the  root  by  the  spoliator's  savage  hand,  the 
olden  population  is  drifting  away  and  flying  fast  to  that 
distant  shore  from  whence  beckoning  hands  of  the  pioneers 
that  have  gone  before  them,  and  winged  messages  flitting 
across  the  ocean,  summon  them  to  new  homes  in  a  glorious 
free  land,  which  they  shall  bequeath  to  their  children- 
inheritors  of  glory  such  as    the    Csesars  never    knew. 
Among  the  ships,  there  is  one  upon  the  point  of  sailing, 
and  among  the  crowd  two  women  are  taking  leave,  wiu 

*  "BLea^vl  *'  Ireland  before  the  Union." 
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tearful  eyes :  one  is  speaking,  and  la  the  sound  of  her 
voice,  as  she  plaintively  says  :  "  Qlad  I'd  be  to  be  going 
with  you,  Kitty,  and  Bure  nothing  keeps  me,  after  your 
kind  offer  to  pay  my  passage,  out  of  the  money  Miss 
Esmond  left  ye,  but  the  grave  of  my  ohild,"  we  reoog- 
nise  Meelan  Oonroy,  so  pale  and  worn  to  a  skeleton  that 
short,  indeed,  shall  be  the  span  that  will  separate  her  from 
sharing  that  narrow  bed  over  which  she  stays  to  keep  her 
loving  vigils. 

"  Well,  avoumeen  maohree,"  returns,  in  firmer  tone,  the 
voioe  of  onr  old  friend  Kitty  Burke,  "  I  don't  gainsay  but 
yer  right,  an'  keep  the  goold  all  the  same.  Throth,  I 
wouldn't  oare  to  go  myself,  only  for  Father  Laurenoe  bein' 
sint  by  the  bishop  to  take  charge  o'  the  emigrants,  an'  to 
stay  in  forrin  parts  wid  'em  ;  an'  sure  good  right  I  have, 
for  wasn't  MoU  Doj'le's  son  as  good  as  my  own  in  some 
ways  to  me,  from  the  time  I  happened  on  him,  all  as  one 
as  dead  o'  hardship  an'  siokneRe,  in  the  fever  at  Dunleary, 
an'  took  him  home  to  nurse  P— an'  hard  set  I  was  to  earn 
what  kep  a  shed  over  us  at  Hingeend,  an'  the  life  in  our 
souls,  till  I  met  Miss  Esmond  that  Sunday  ooomin'  out  o' 
the  ohapel,  an'  she  stopped  me  an'  gev  me  half-a-orown, 
an'  engaged  me  to  go  to  her,  an'  came  to  see  the  boy,  an' 
helped  me  to  give  bim  sohoolin'  whin  he  got  well,  an'  left 
me  money  enough  to  get  him  to  the  priesthood,  sinoe  his 
heart  was  set  on  it — the  heavens  be  her  bed ! — an'  who 
knows  but  I  might  oome  across  my  own  poor  Ned,  though 
it'll  break  my  heart  to  see  him  workin'  in  convict  clothes, 
maybe,  or  vagabondine  about  like  a  soldier  P" 

"  Kitty,  oome  on,  they  are  weighing  anchor,  and  the 
captain  -has,  I  am  told,  oome  on  board,"  said  a  priest, 
leaning  over  the  bulwarks.  "  Good-bye,  Meelan  ;  may 
God  bless  you,  and  pray  for  us." 

"  Och,  musha  /  nmsha  !  ferrierijare  .'"  cried  Kitty, 
snatching  up  a  bundle  and  bustling  on  deok.  With  her 
head  still  turned  towards  her  friend,  she  floundered 
against  the  captain,  who  had  jost  oome  up  with  the  mate, 
a  stout,  handsome,  good-humoured-looking  man,  whose 
accent  and  bearing  sliowed  that  he  had  spent  some  years 
under  the  Stars  and  Stripes. 
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''Port  your  helm,  and  look  ahead,  good  dame!^'  he 
shouted}  as,  nearly  capsized  by  Kitty's  weight,  he  caught 
at  a  rope  to  steady  his  footing. 

Eitty  turned  to  apologise,  but  instead  of  doing  so  she 
gave  a  wild  yell.  *'  Queen  o'  Glory !  it's  Johnny  Doyle, 
come  back  to  take  us  all  out  to  Ameriky !  Larry !  Larry ! 
oome  here '  Where's  the  priest  P  Here's  his  brother 
Johnny,  that  was  thransported  fifteen  years  ago." 

''  Let  go  the  topforesail  and  ease  off  the  main  cable/' 
shouted  the  captam,  wringing  Kitty's  hand,  grasping  his 
brother's,  and  making  a  sign  to  them  to  follow  him  down  to 
the  cabin,  while  the  vessel  floated  from  her  moorings,  and 
the  crowds  on  deck,  too  absorbed  in  final  adieus  to  their 
own  friends  on  shore,  scarcely  noticed  the  meeting  and 
recognition  of  the  long-parted  friends. 

After  a  favourable  voyage  they  landed  at  Montreal 
Thence  the  emigrants  scattered,  each  taking  various 
routes,  some  westward  by  the  Oregon,  towards  the  beau- 
tiful prairies  clothed  with  verdure,  lying  in  shadow  and 
sunshine  beyond  the  limits  of  the  horizon,  luxuriant  with 
amorphas  and  roses,  the  compass -flower,  and  a  thousand 
blossoms  waving  in  the  sweeping  wind,  and  traversed  by 
the  bear,  the  elk,  and  herds  of  wild  horses  and  bufihloes 
wandering  at  large  over  the  war  trails  of  the  Indian ; 
while  others,  the  majority  of  whom  were  Father  Laurence 
Doyle  and  Kitty  Burke,  set  off  towards  the  groves  of 
orange  and  citron,  the  bayous,  lagoons,  and  forests,  and 
savannahs,  where  the  great  Mississippi  flowed  to  the  east- 
ward. Within  view  of  a  stately  city  they  halted  upon  the 
ninth  day  of  their  journey,  and  near  a  spacious  and  pic- 
turesque dwelling,  smiling  amid  Arcadian  soenery,  and 
made  cheerful  by  the  voices  of  children  at  play  among  the 
gardens  and  the  teeming  fruit-trees.  Here  the  tired  tra- 
vellers pitched  their  tent  and  lighted  their  fire  to  cook 
their  evening  meal  and  rest,  while  the  priest  said  he  would 
go  over  to  the  neighbouring  mansion  to  make  inquiries 
concerning  their  route.  He  was  some  time  gone,  and  his 
friends,  oecoming  uneasy,  were  beginning  to  (speonlate 
upon  the  cause  of  his  delay,  when  one  of  the  party  an- 
nounced his  ap^iotViC^  m\Ax  ^  Iftdv^  a  gentleman,  and 
several  ohildTQU. 
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^*  Mosha,  never  weloome  them !  what  brings  the  qua- 
lity ?"  oried  Eitty,  looking  out  dissatisfied ;  ''  they  must 
have  a  power  o'  money  !  Look  at  the  style  of  'em,  and  the 
beauty  o'  the  ohildhre,  an'  their  dhress  I" 

The  strangers  oame  up.  Eitty  eourtesied  to  the  lady  and 
gentleman. 

"Mother,  don't  you  know  meP"  cried  Ned  Burke, 
clasping  her  in  his  arms.  '^  Mother,  I  didn't  think  you'd 
forget  us,"  cried  Nelly,  pressing  her  to  her  bosom ;  '^and 
here's  your  grandchildren  come  to  welcome  you." 

Eitty  was  not  used  to  vent  herself  much  in  a  sensational 
fashion,  but  emotion  now  overpowered  her,  and  she  fainted. 

The  emigrants  proceeded  no  farther  on  their  journey ; 
they  settled  dewn  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  new  city 
where  they  had  encamped.  Eitty  henceforth  divided  her 
time  between  caring  ner  grandchildren,  superintending 
her  son's  establishment,  helping  her  daughter  Nelly  to 
entertain  her  friends,  and  visiting  at  the  Franciscan  Con- 
vent, where  Effie  O'Byrne  and  Alphonsa  had  taken  the 
veil,  and  instructed  in  the  school  the  children  of  the 
emigrants,  with  whom  they  were  wont  betimes  to  speak  of 
the  dear  old  land,  and  keep  alive  the  mournful  traditions 
of  the  past  in  their  faithful  bosoms.  Don  Antonio 
M'Mahon  resides  with  his  son-in-law  Fhelim  O'Byrne  and 
his  second  wife,  a  descendant  of  the  U'Harts,  princes  of 
Tara  in  the  days  of  her  regal  splendour,  and  which  heir- 
loom of  memory  they  carefully  transmit  to  their  children. 


NOTE. 


There  s  a  beantifnl  poem  by  "  "K,  S."  apon  "  Miles 
O'Byme,  the  Oatkw  of  '98/'  which  we  take  leave  to 
copy  from  the  Lamp^  of  January,  1867. 
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MILES  O'BTRNE,  THE  OUTLAW. 

A  TALB  OF  V8. 

BsiOHTy  thro'  dim  arches  of  the  western  woods^ 

Streamed  the  red  glow  of  sunset,  gilding  o'er 
The  wayeless  lake  that  stretched  its  crystal  floods 

'Mid  the  green  bosom  of  the  forest  shore, 
Crown'd  by  tall  pines,  whose  pendant  branches  swept 

The  deep  still  water,  casting  purple  shade 
O'er  cliff  and  islet.    Moor  and  woodland  slept 

In  lonely  beauty :  fern-clad  dell  and  glade 
Seemed  hushed  to  ey'n  their  primitiye  repose 

In  that  still  sunset  hour :  the  antler'd  aeer 
From  his  deep  lair  in  tangled  thicket  rose, 

And  trod  the  woodland  pathway  yoid  of  fear 
Of  the  swift  Huron  arrow.    High  o'erhead 

In  the  blue  light  of  heayen  the  eafle  wheeled 
In  upward  circles,  and  the  falcon  led 

Her  fierce-eyed  nestlings  forth ;  and  distant  pealed 
The  silyer  cadence  of  a  far  cascade, 

Plashing  adown  the  rocks.    No  step  of  man. 
Or  sound  of  human  presence,  might  inyade 

The  stillness  of  the  woods  1    Since  time  began, 
Scarcely  more  silent  smiled  the  opal  heayen. 
Or  dosed  more  sweet  the  first  deep  calm  of  eyen. 

Yet  hark  I  there  breaks  a  far-off  melody 

On  the  hush'd  air ;  is  it  the  dreamy  oreeze 
Moaning  in  broken  gusts,  sad,  fitfully 

Athwart  the  boughs  of  pallid  maple-trees, 
That  shade  yon  emerald  knoll  P    Whence  that  low  tone— 

So  wild,  so  passionate,  so  strangely  fraught 
With  burning  memories  of  years  bygone, 

Pouring  its  waters  of  long-prison'd  thought 
In  olden  song  and  yerse  P    That  strain  could  flow 

But  from  an  Irish  heart,  an  Irish  hand^— 
That  mournful  cadence  raised  so  long  ago  ^ 

Round  the  quenched  hearth-fires  of  thdr  own  lost  land. 
Whose  dim  gray  headlands  they  must  see  no  more — 
Those  outlawed  dweUers  by  Ontario's  ghore. 
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Gkither*d  beneath  the  waving  forest  boughs 

The  exiles  rest,  their  daily  hunting  done, 
And  o'er  their  weary,  melancholy  brows 

Pours  the  soft  glory  of  the  partii)^'  eun« 
It  was  the  hour  of  Complin — and  once  more 

In  thought  their- own  dark  western  glens  they  trod. 
Sought,  88  of  old,  the  mountain  chapeVs  door, 

And  prayed,  where  knelt  their  fathers,  unto  God, 
They  had  been  brothers  in  their  last  wild  feud 

01  wakened  £rin,  and  together  still 
They  sought  the  free  and  leafy  solitude 

True  to  that  kindred  bond,  thro*  good  and  ill. 
And  of  their  band,  one  young  and  fiery  heart, 

O'er  whom  scarce  manhood^s  earliest  tide  had  passed. 
Struggled  in  weariness  and  grief  to  part. 

And  the  red  sunset  faded  scarce  more  fast 
Than  he!    In  sorrow  beat  those  stem  sad  men 

Around  their  dying  leader,  for  they  knew 
Long  would  it  be  ere  they  should  see  again 

One  such  as  he,  thro*  joy  or  sorrow  true 
To  every  noblest  impulse ;  whqse  proud  bearing 

Became  the  haughty  sense  of  ancient  line, 
The  reckless  buoyancy  of  Irish  daring. 

And  steadfast  bravery  that  would  hope  resign 
With  life  alone !    And  yet  of  late  a  change 

Crept  o'er  his  life,  and  forth  to  dream  alone 
He  took  his  daily  path,  in  thought  to  range 

Where  rose  the  eagle  fastness  once  his  own  ; 
And  the  dim  faces  of  his  early  years 

For  them  he  pined  with  silent,  deathless  lovoi 
With  grief  too  bitter  and  too  deep  for  tears ! 

Aye !  in  some  natures  there  are  threads  enwove 
With  life's  own  current,  with  the  inmost  stream 

And  fount  of  being,  and,  their  presence  fled. 
They  track  the  walking  vision,  haunt  each  dream. 

And  win  the  spbit  to  its  lost  and  dead  I 

And  this  the  voice  that  called  thee,  Miles  O'Byme, 

For  thou  wert  reared,  son  of  a  chieftain  race, 
'Mid  the  wild  glens  of  Leinster,  and  didst  learn 

In  minstrel  lore  and  legendary  trace 
Of  ancient  feud  that  gathered  round  thy  home — 

Hate  of  the  Alien  !  and  in  each  proud  story 
High  hopes  of  freedom,  lofty  dreams  would  come 

Of  green  lerne's  days  of  vanished  glory  I 
When  the  bright  Sunburst  of  her  native  lords 

Waved  all  unconquered  over  rock  and  sea, 
And  'gainst  the  invading  Norman  flashed  the  swoida 

Of  an  unbroken  Irish  chivaby ! 
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This  was  thy  dream,  high  heart!  and  could  thy  hand 

Have  well  fulfilled  its  bidding,  there  were  now 
No  foreign  footprint  on  thy  fatherland 

No  cloud  of  Blavery  on  an  Irish  brow  I 
But  all  were  not  as  thou  and  thine,  or  recked 

Of  Erin's  bygone  glories,  so  they  dwelt 
In  coward  safety.    Thus  the  hope  was  wrecked 

Of  Ireland's  l>e6t,  and  the  last  death  blow  dealt 
To  faith  and  freedom's  cause ;  well  might'st  thou  turn 
In  scorn  from  earth  to  heayen,  Miles  0*£yme  I 

.■•••••a 

There  came  a  flush  upon  his  fading  cheek 

Feyerish  and  brightly  red  its  hectic  glow, 
And  his  eye's  fiery  eloquence  tho'  weak, 

To  tell  the  burning  thoughts  that  surge  below, 
Shone  forth  with  dymg  lustre.    He  had  risen 

Half  from  his  moss-strewn  couch,  and  shaking  back 
The  clustered  silken  wayes  of  rayen  black 

From  wasted  cheek  and  forehead,  bent  to  listen 
As  to  some  air-born  note. 

''  Ay !  once,  once  more 
Baiae  the  heart-stirring  song — ^when  last  I  heard 

Its  burden,  Maurice,  dawn  was  glimmering  o'er 
The  hills  of  Wexford,  and  the  west  wind  stirred 

The  emerald  banner  of  our  risen  land, 
And  proudly  beat  each  patriot  heart  to  hear 

Its  wakening  music,  and  each  stainless  brand 
Flashed  from  its  sheath  at  that  stem  battle-cheer 

That  day  is  but  a  dream !  yet,  ere  I  die. 
Lay  on  my  heart  once  more  the  gallant  Green, 

That  then  wayed  o'er  me,  while  the  melody 
Of  our  lost  cause  recalls  each  stirring  scene 

Of  my  wild  stormy  boy h ood.    Once  again 

Let  me  liye  o'er  the  past,  and  be  as  I  was  then  !'' 
They  raised  the  strain — ^a  bygone  rallying  song— 

Of  'Ninety-Eight — fiery  and  rude  the  words! 
Yet  as  the  night-wind  bore  the  sound  along. 

His  ebbing  life  seemed  trembling  on  the  chords. 
So  long  and  sadly  stilled  I    His  pale  cheek  fired 

At  its  fierce  music,  and  his  dark  eye  shone 
Joyously  eyen  in  death,  as  one  inspired 

By  lofty  thoughts  that  claim  their  source  alone 
In  faith  and  patriot  loye,  thro'  weal  and  woe 
The  pilot  stars  of  his  dark  course  below  I 

And  now  the  last  and  holiest  rites  are  o'er 

An  aged  priest  to  friendly  Indians  known 
Has  bia  the  pardoned  spirit  trusting  soar 

Where  mercy  hovers  o'er  the  judgment  throne : 
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''Met  by  the  glorioiu  anny  of  the  iost, 
Go  forth/'  he  criee,  ^  while  joyful  angels  bend 

Orer  their  brother,  ransomed  from  the  dost, 
The  faithful  soldier  constant  to  the  end : 

Go !  in  His  name,  whose  words  the  heavens  control ! 

Go !  I  command  thee,  forth  I  O  Christian  soul  t" 

Sank  the  low  murmur  of  the  forest  aisle 

To  holy  silence,  and  the  last  farewell 
The  fond  heart  breathed  to  distant  Inisf ail, 

And  one  yet  dearer !    Then  the  sclemn  swell 
Of  manly  voices  pouring  forth  the  hymn 

For  the  departed  spirit,  slowly  crept 
Through  the  o'er-arcning  wooda^  whose  alleys  dim 

Now  in  the  purple  hue  of  twilight  slept ; 
For  all  was  o*erI    Amid  the  noble  dead 

That  gallant  heart  lay  peacefully  at  rest 
It's  martyr-combat  won.    Bravest  and  best 

Of  Erin's  exiled  champions,  o*er  thy  bed 
Shall  tears  of  burning  gnef  be  freely  poured 

From  manhood's  stem  proud  eye,  and  long  for  thee 
Shall  mourn  one  faithful  breast  whose  every  chord 

Beat  at  thy  hero  name !    Far  o'er  the  sea 
Whem  tower  dark  headlands  o'er  the  ocean's  flow 

And  white- winged  seamews  skim  the  surge  below, 
Thy  florence  weeps  thee  t    Thro'  the  weary  day 

Till  light  is  dying  from  the  west  away 
She  wanders  *mid  the  scenes  of  love  that  shone 

O'er  her  young  life,  only  to  leave  it  lone  • 
And  desert  I    Wnat  to  her  was  lineage  fair 

And  a  broad  heritage  P    She  might  not  share 
Thy  fallen  fortunes  o'er  the  deep,  or  be 

Thy  wife,  thy  comforter,  thine  all  I — ^Not  eyen 
The  lone  support  of  hopeless  agony, 

Kindness  of  pitying  hearts,  to  her  was  given ; 
Her  haughty  kindred  battled  for  the  cause 

Of  alien  tyranny  and  alien  laws ; 
And  rather  had  they  seen  their  sister  laid 
Before  their  feet,  as  a  dead  lily  broken 
By  the  rude  gales  of  autumn  than  'twere  said 

That  Florence  Esmond  gave  or  troth  or  token 
To  outlawed  rebel  I    Solitary  now 

Her  daily  paths  to  yon  dark  shelved  ravine 
Of  Bantry's  shore.    Lioose  from  her  marble  brow. 

Whose  paleness  tells  of  grief  that  late  has  been, 
Fall  the  rich  locks,  in  many  a  long  damp  cluster 

Of  shadowy  gold  in  careless  beauty  streaming 
O'er  the  deep  azure  eyes  whose  tearful  lustre 
Thro'  the  low  veil  of  darkest  lashes  gleamingi 
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Strains  o'er  the  waste  Atlantic.    One  slight  hand 

Clasps  a  bright  cross  of  chaste  and  antique  gold, 
Its  legend,  wrought  beneath  a  sheathless  brand, 

*^  For  God  and  Ireland*'  and  within  it  rolled 
A  trees  of  raven  hair  I — the  gift  he  gave 

When  here  they  held  in  the  grey  wintry  dawning 
Their  last  wild  hurried  parting !    The  broad  wave 

Bore  his  white  sails  athwart  the  beams  of  morning 
And  Florence  was  left  desolate  I 

She  bore 
Her  lot  undauntedly ;  none  guessed  the  tale 

Of  her  ill-fated  passion :  as  before 
Stately  and  cold  her  bearing,  but  more  pale 

Grew  the  patrician  features,  and  she  dwelt 
Yet  more  apart,  and  when  gay  suitors  knelt 

With  TOWS  of  fond  aHegiance,  she  would  hear 
Their  homage  with  such  calm  and  scornful  ear 

That  eyen  the  proudest  nobles  of  the  isle 
Shrunk  'neath  the  winter  of  that  haughty  smile 

That  spoke  a  weary  heart  for  ever  wed 
To  its  first,  latest  love,  the  worshipped  dead : 

In  lone  and  lofty  sorrow  that  would  turn 
To  ^y  proud  stainless  memory,  Miles  O'Byme. 

They  slumber  far  apart— on  one  proud  grave 
In  the  dim  chancel  floor  the  sunlignt  falls 

And  Norman  banners  from  grev  arches  wave 
High  overhead,  and  on  the  'scutcheoned  walls 

Chevrons  and  bend  in  haughty  blason  shine 
On  pennoncel,  and  helm,  and  cloven  mail, 

Borne  when  the  chivalry  of  Esmond's  line 
Rode  'mong  the  marshal  I'd  Barons  of  the  Pale- 
There  sleep'st  thou,  Florence !  There  was  nought  for  thee 
On  this  side  heaven  to  live  for !    Earth  was  dreary 

When  he  departed ;  forest,  dell  and  sea 
Lost  with  his  death  their  glory,  and  all  weary 

Of  a  cold,  joyless  world  thou  calmly  passea 
Forth  from  thy  father's  towers,  the  loveliest  and  the  last  I 

But  thou,  young  soldier  I  where  thy  lowly  bed  P 

Swells  tliere  no  requiem  o'er  thy  early  tomb  P 
Wave  there  no  knightly  standards  o'er  thy  head 

As  for  thy  chieftain  sires  P    Far  in  the  gloom 
Of  the  primeval  forests  dost  thou  sleep  I 

Thy  oirge,  the  winds  thro'  western  woods  that  sweep 
Across  the  broad  savannahs,  and  strange  flowers 

Droop  o'er  thy  rest,  brightening  the  cedar  bowers 
With  summer  beauty :  and  tho'  none  might  rear 

A  stately  trophy  o'er  the  Outlaw's  bier, 
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Yet  deep  amid  the  silent  forest  ^Ukde 

Rises  a  crofls  'neath  jon  tall  pine-tree's  shade; 
A  broken  sword,  a  flag  of  fadea  green 

Hang  mouldering  near,  and  there  may  oft  be  seen 
On  stilly  evening  by  the  Sacred  Rood 

An  aged  hunter  bent  in  lonely  prayer, 
Waking  ^th  grief  the  voiceless  soUtude, 

And  pouring  forth  an  outlaw's  wasting  care 
In  team  for  thee,  in  youth's  fair  spring-tide  taken 

From  glory's  dreamland !    Yet  he  would  not  waken 
Thy  hero^eepy  or  win  thee  to  return 
To  share  his  weary  exile,  Miles  O'Byme! 

K.S. 


H.  H.  cm  &  Son,  Frinten,  Dublin. 
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NOTES. 


1705.  The  Orange  Society  test  was  (Introdnctioii  Chapter):  "I 
solemnly  swear  to  support  the  Kin^  and  use  my  utmost  exertion 
to  exterminate  all  the  Catholics  of  the  kingdom  ol  Ireland."  In  this 
year  seven  thousand  of  the  Catholic  population  of  Armagh  were 
massacred."    See  Rowden's  "Beview  of  the  State,  of  Ireland,"  and 

Kavanagh*s  "  History  of  the  Insurrection  of  '98." 

« 

1800.  Ifewoomen  the  banker*8  wife  was  raised  to  the  peerage  as 
Baroness  Newcomen  of  Mosstown,  county  Longford — a  Union  bribe  to 
her  husband  for  voting  for  Castlereagh. 

In  1825-7,  Lord  Bsmond,  Sir  William  Parsons,  Sir  Richard  Graham, 
and  Sir  James  Piers  Fitzgerald,  confederated  to  wrest  by  fraud,  violence, 
and  suborning  false  witnesses,  and  divide  among  themselves  the  exten- 
sive territorial  inheritance  of  the  0*Bymes,  which,  after  the  death  of 
the  chieftain,  Fiech  M'Hugh  O'Byme,  in  1597,  had  been  restored  by 
letters  patent  from  Elizabeth  and  James  I.  to  the  family.  See  Carte's 
<*  Life  of  Lord  Ormonde,"  published  1735-6. 

In  I667»  the  London  Tavern,  in  Fishamble-street,  was  the  office  of 
Joe  Darner,  a  noted  usurer  and  Cromwellian  soldier  of  fortune,  who  was 
enriched  by  great  conjQscation  grants.  He  founded  the  Portarlington 
fMxnily,--Oilbert's  Hid.  qf  DMin. 

**  Lord  Castlereagh  was  well  aware  of  the  importance  of  securing  the 
support  of  the  leading  Soman  Catholic  gentry  at  the  Union." — J^. 
Brennen's  Milesian  Magaziiu,  p.  49. 

"  Daring  outrages  on  the  liberty  of  the  subject  were  nightly  practised 

with  connivance  of  law Startling  details  of  these  outrages  will 

be  found  in  the  Dublin  newspapers,  1793-4.*' — Irish  Masonic  Magazine, 
1794. 

*'  Nearly  all  those  who  were  concerned  in  carrying  the  Union  de- 
stroyed their  papers." — AthenceunL 

"A  ship  conveying  a  chest  of  Lord  Castlereagh's  foundered  at  sea, 
and  tli'i  papers  were  lost'' —Recorded  by  the  Marquis  of  Londonderry. 
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LETXLIP    CASTLE: 

AN  HISTORICAL  BOMANOB  OF  THB  PENAL  DAYS  OF  1690. 


OPINIONS  OF  THB  PRSSS. 

''The  soenet  are  marked  by  great  animaUon,  and  we  only  wish  that  the 
ability  of  the  writer  tended  to  guide  the  readers  into  the  way  of  peace.*' — 


fidelity  the  leading  warriors  and 
B,  toO|  is  well  chosen.    It  brings 


The  tablet, 

**  The  writer  sketches  with  considerable 
statesmen  of  the  time.    The  central  scene, 

together  in  the  stately  Castle  of  the  Geraldine,  by  the  rushing  waters  of  the 
Salmon  Leap,  the  discordant  elements  of  Irish  society — Celt,  Saxon,  and 
Norman,  the  Puritan  and  Time  Server,  who  was  ready  to  worship  at  any 
altar  or  no  altar  at  all.  The  reader  may  learn  much  that  is  interesting  from 
the  perusal  of  this  book."-^mA  EcclewuUeal  Record, 

**  An  octaro  of  660  pages  full  of  matter  of  thrilling  interest  The  plot  is 
thoroughly  well  laid,  and  its  development  is  finished,  and  extremely  well 
brouffht  out  We  recommend  it  strongly  to  every  lover  of  national  litera- 
ture.— Limerick  JUpcrter, 

**A  powerfully  written  narratiTe  of  events  oocurrinff  at  a  time  signalised  by 
some  of  the  most  stirrins  events  in  Irish  history.  The  writer  has  succeeded 
in  placins  before  the  public  a  niost  attractive  tale,  and  one  that  has  charms 
beyond  tnat  of  the  mere  novel" — Cork  Examiner. 

*'  Like  most  of  Scott's  historical  romances,  its  interest  becomes  stronger  as 
the  narrative  advances.  Independently  of  its  historical  character  and  warm 
Catholic  and  national  feelings  wMch  pervade  it,  there  are  reflections  and 
arguments  put  into  Irish  mouths  to  which  Irishmen  of  the  present  day,  and 
Englishmen,  too,  misht  hearken  with  advantage.  The  author's  power  of 
character-drawing  is  high.  We  feel  bound  to  commend  the  work." — The 
Nation, 

i<  This  is  a  stirring  romance  of  a  period  fraught  with  high  historio  import- 
ance. *■  Leizlip  Castle '  will  arrest  attention  as  a  picturesque  and  exciting 
story,  dealing  with  characters  and  developing  incidents  which  have  a  leading 
phice  in  the  annals  of  Ireland."— /Veeman'f  Journal, 

**  It  will  not  be  Irish  readers  only  who  will  be  interested  in  this  ronance  of 
the  penal  days  of  1690."— 9Peeft/y  Eegieter, 
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THE  PALE  AND  THE  SEPTS: 

AK  IRISH  ROMANCE  OF  THB  SIXTEENTH  CENTURY. 


"  The  design  of  *  The  Pale  and  the  Septs*  is  to  illustrate  in  all  its  cruelty, 
treachery,  greed,  and  unscrupulousness,  the  steady  advanoe  of  the  English 
settlement  on  the  possessions  of  the  Irish  people.  To  accomplish  this  Pur* 
pose  and  to  get  hold  of  the  Irish  land  was  the  real  desire  ana  oltject  or  the 
Englishmen ;  and  to  accomplish  this  object  erery  conceiyable  expedient  was 
adopted.  Religion^  war,  treachery,  burnings,  murderings,  de^iutations, 
laws,  and  bribes,  all  were  used  without  scruple  or  remorse,  as  English  Tories 
freely  remind  us  in  these  Bulgarian  atrocities  days.  The  Irish  policy, 
which  took  fresh  life  and  vigour  in  Elizabeth's  time,  and  signalised  her 
reign  by  the  brutalities  with  which  it  was  carried  out,  is  very  faithfally  and 
touchingly  delineated  in  the  book  before  us.  The  debates  in  the  Uastie 
Council  Chambers  are  given  with  considerable  power  and  insight,  and  the 
characters  of  Archbishop  Loftus  and  the  old  Earl  of  Kildare  are  startling 

and  repulsive  in  the  realism  in  which  they  are  presented <  Easter 

Monday  at  Glendaloush  '  is  another  very  interesting  chapter,  and  the  sur- 
prise and  rout  of  the  English  army  at  Glenmalure  are  brilliantly  told.  Hun- 
gerford's  massacre  of  women  and  cluldien  at  Baltinglass,  the  capture  and 
recapture  of  Glenchree,  and  the  Midnight  Mass  in  the  Cistercian  Abbey  are 
all  very  graphic.  '  Gougane  Barra  and  Inchigeela '  show  how  the  author 
can  describe  Irish  scenery,  while  his  heroines — Maud,  Alice,  and  Morin— 
show  that  he  can  idealise  female  loveliness.  ....  *  The  Pale  and  the 
Septs  *  is  in  many  respects  an  instructive  and  interesting  book ;  it  has  an 
intimate  knowledge  of  Irish  places,  laws,  and  customs,  and  it  would,  ire 
think,  command  a  quick  popularity  and  a  large  sale  among  our  countrj- 
people  in  America  and  Australia." — Freeman**  J&umal, 

^*  The  period  of  history  embraced  in  the  tale  is,  we  may  say,  at  one  and  thB 
same  time  the  brightest  and  gloomiest  of  Erin's  history.  The  designing  and 
cunning  of  Sir  John  Perrot,  Archbishop  Loftus,  the  £arl  of  Xildare,  and  a 
few  more  kindred  spirits,  are  revealed  in  aU  their  baseness;  whilst  on  the 
other  hand,  the  proud  unyielding  spirit  of  Feich  O'Bvrne,  of  Glenmalure, 
and  his  brave  sons  and  kinsmen,  battlinj^  for  altar  and  fireside,  are  well  cal- 
culated to  make  Irishmen  feel  proud  ofthose  who  have  ^one  before 

In  some  parts  it  is  sweet  and  touching,  and  the  reader  teels  deeply  moved 
as  he  dwells  on  the  sad  fate  ofthose  who  were  betrayed  by  the  minions  of 
the  deputy  who  had  come  into  their  country  under  the  shadow  of  friendship 

and  hospitality What  a  grand,  picture  is  drawn  in  the  death  of  the 

martyrs  at  Tintern  Abbey,  when  the  piftest-hunters  of  Loftus,  baffled  in  their 
quest  of  Father  Bertrand,  turned  on  and  butchered  the  people  nthered 
together  at  midnight  in  the  vaults  of  Uie  old  abbey,  and  as  they  waitca  for  the 
'  Mass,  which  they  were  forbidd^n^to  hefltr  above  the  earth;  or  again,  when 
the  same  priest-hunters  w^re  once  mor4  let  loose  on  the  people,  who,  on 
the  Feast  of  the  Assumption,  assembled  for  Mass  on  Lambay  Island.  It  is 
a  thrilling  story,  full  of  ffrand^ Ad" accurate  historical  description,  weU 
written  and  unfortunately  tar  too  true." — Ulster  RxanUner. 

"  There  is  a  dash  of  something  like  genius  in  the  author,  if  not  in  the  story, 
showing  itself  in  passages  descriiitive  of  scenery,  in  pardonable  enthusiasm 
for  a  vanquished  out  not  ignoble  cause,  in  resentment  cherished  too  long, 
but  too  well  to  be  explained,  for  deeds  none  can  lament  more  than  English^ 
men  who  are  proua  of  the  history  of  their  country.  We  are  elad  to  find, 
even  from  these  pages,  that  all  our  countrymen  were  not  villains,  even  in 
Ireland  in  the  sixteenth  century,  and  that  the  scene  drops  on  one  of  those 
tappy  marriages  which  have  united  the  races  many  times  since  the  wedding 
of  vVolverton  with  the  daughter  of  O'^yxTLt—^thenteum, 


